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		Foreword

		

		‘I Caught My Wife In Bed… With My Boss’ book One 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, going on to write and serialize the second part.

		I hope I made the right decision and that you agree that this one deserved to be a book in it’s own right and a two-part series. Enjoy!

		

	
		Chapter 1

		

		Ilooked at my wife sitting on the sofa next to me and paused before answering. Today had been a weird day. This morning, I’d awoken at Chantelle’s house and after checking on the security cameras, had watched Pamela get fucked again by Nick and Mark. Chantelle saw it too, so after making me a light breakfast, she took me back to bed and fucked me again, this time riding me slowly and sensuously until I filled her with my cum.

		Only when I saw that Nick and Mark had gone home, did I go for a shower, clean myself up and head home after calling Pamela to let her know what time I’d be arriving. She seemed happy that I was on my way home, with no giveaway signs in her voice that she’d been fucked multiple times since last night by two men. However, when I arrived home, after a detour to the hotel to check out and pay the bill for a room I hadn’t used, I could definitely tell that there was something on her mind. She wasn’t just hungover. She seemed… guilty, although she was doing an excellent job of hiding it.

		“It was good,” I nodded, smiling at the thought of Chantelle and her hot body for a moment. “Carlton looked after me. We didn’t get up to much, as I said. Standard boys’ night. A few beers and a chat. What about you?”

		“Pretty much the same,” Pamela replied, looking away for a moment before returning her dark blue eyes to mine. “Chantelle got drunk and went off with some guy. I think I told you. So I came home. But it was an okay night.”

		“Lucky Chantelle,” I grinned. “What about you? Didn’t any guys hit on you?”

		“Maybe a couple.” My wife smiled back but her eyes flickered for a moment and I detected a tightness in her expression that betrayed her discomfort. “But I’m not Chantelle. I don’t take random guys home.”

		Maybe not random guys, I thought but kept it to myself. Only guys that I work with.

		Where did we go from here? I was lying to her, she was lying to me. This wasn’t how marriage was supposed to work. As I made my way through the day, I pondered on everything that had happened over the last twenty-four hours. I’d witnessed my wife via our security cameras having sex with my boss and another work colleague but just as I’d been about to walk into the house from my car outside to confront them, Pamela’s best friend Chantelle had stopped me.

		“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.”

		That was the plan she’s sold me, before and after taking me to her house for sex. The sex was in return for me giving her best friend a second chance. Things couldn’t be fixed. Pamela couldn’t undo what she’d done, but maybe if I gave her time to get Nick and Mark out of her system, as Chantelle had put it, then things might be able to go back to normal. Not the normal of old. She’d had two other men inside her. She’d done threesomes with them. Things would never be quite the same but we could forge a new normal, Chantelle had insisted. And until Pamela sorted her life out; whenever she screwed Nick and Mark, I could screw Chantelle to make myself feel better. That was the plan.

		A very, twisted, fucked-up plan.

		But I had to try it. I knew if I simply kicked Pamela to the curb and moved on, proceeding through a no-doubt messy divorce, and finding myself a new job, I’d only regret not trying everything I could first to make my marriage work.

		So this was it. This was me trying. If it didn’t work, then I’d move on. But not until I exhausted every single opportunity to fix things. Perhaps Chantelle was right. Maybe Pamela would come to her senses and perhaps Chantelle would make her see reason, as she’d promised.

		That evening, Carlton rang.

		“You were going to update me,” he reminded me. “What happened?”

		I looked around. Pamela wasn’t in the room but I kept my voice as low as I could so she wouldn’t overhear.

		“I’m at home so I can’t really talk,” I said hushedly. “A lot went down. Too much to tell you right now.”

		“Did she fuck the guy?” my friend asked and I paused before answering. How much did I tell him?

		“Yeah,” I replied, feeling a fresh swathe of shame wash over me. “He stayed the night.”

		“While you were at the hotel? Damn, man, I’m sorry,” Carlton commiserated me. “That sucks. So, what’s happened today?”

		“Nothing,” I answered lamely. “I need time to get my head around it, you know? Plus, there’s something else.”

		“Something else?”

		“I slept with Chantelle last night. I didn’t stay at the hotel.”

		“Wow.” Carlton went quiet. “Wow. How the fuck did that happen? Chantelle? Really?”

		I hadn’t intended to tell anyone but it was a way of clawing back some of my dignity to brag that I’d fucked the hot blonde.

		“Pamela is at home. I can’t say too much but I’ll tell you when I’m on my own,” I promised. “Please keep all this to yourself, Carlton.”

		“Don’t worry,” he reassured me. “Your secret is safe with me. Maybe we can meet up for a drink this weekend? Then you can tell me everything.”

		“Sounds good,” I nodded, continuing to look around to make sure Pamela wasn’t around.

		“Between now and then, don’t do anything you might regret,” Carlton added. “Wait until we’ve spoken. Maybe I can help you make sense of it all.”

		I thanked my friend and after setting up when and where we were going to meet for drinks, I hung up. Just in time too, because Pamela appeared, a towel wrapped around her and her hair sticking to her face in wet ringlets.

		“There you are,” she smiled. “I was looking for you. I thought we could have an early night?”

		“Oh, yeah?” I smiled as she walked slowly over to me, letting the towel slip from her body to the floor.

		“Mmhmm,” she nodded. “I missed you last night.”

		Her body was still damp. Beads of water clung to her perfect, soft skin.

		No, you didn’t, I reminded myself. You were too busy being fucked by my two workmates.

		“I missed you too,” I found myself saying. I had to bite my lip and give this thing time to work itself out. The temptation to confront her; to tell her everything I knew and drop the bombshell that I’d spent last night fucking her best friend, was overpowering but I held back.

		“So come to bed,” my wife purred, taking me by the hand and leading me from the room and up the stairs. I couldn’t help but stare at her body as she went ahead of me. The curve of her hips and the soft swell of her ass looked as sexy as ever but I couldn’t forget that my black boss and another work colleague had enjoyed this exact same sight last night; of my wife’s naked body.

		I let her undress me and when she loosed my penis from my shorts, I was already stiff, my modest member jutting out in front of me in the dim light of the bedroom.

		“Do you love me?” I asked as Pamela pulled me to the bed.

		“What?” she asked, looking at me with those dark blue eyes of hers. “Of course I love you.”

		I didn’t know why I’d asked that. The words had leapt from my lips unbidden.

		I fucked Chantelle last night.

		I wanted to tell her so much. You’re not the only one getting their kicks elsewhere, Pamela.

		But I didn’t say anything. I let her ease me onto the bed and between her willing thighs.

		“You’re so hard,” my wife commented, reaching down and stroking my throbbing cock as it pressed against her. “You really have missed me, haven’t you?”

		I felt the softness of her pussy lips as she rubbed the tip of my dick against her. The memory of Nick’s black penis thrusting into her filled my mind and I closed my eyes for a moment, trying to expel it.

		“I’m so horny,” Pamela murmured as she slid the rock-hard head over her clit. “I don’t know what’s got into me.”

		Oh, but I do.

		I continued to stay silent.

		“I just want sex all the time lately,” she continued, using my dick to stimulate herself. I looked down at her, below me on the bed. Her large breasts lolled on her chest, heaving as she breathed heavier and heavier.

		“Maybe you should invest in some sex toys,” I suggested. “Something to occupy you when I’m at work, so you’re not tempted to run around behind my back.”

		“Or maybe you should let me hire a male escort to take care of my needs,” she giggled, then immediately took it back. “I’m only joking, of course. Now, come on, fuck me.”

		She was stroking the head of my dick around her clit but now she eased it downwards, tilting her hips and pushing onto it so that the head slid inside her wetness.

		Again, the images of last night; of Nick inside her, and Mark, and then the two of them double-penetrating her, danced in front of my eyes for a moment. I knew I’d never be able to forget what I’d seen last night but I had to get through this, so shoved myself roughly into her, making her moan satisfactorily.

		“That’s it,” she encouraged me. “Fuck me hard. Give it to me good, like a dirty slut.”

		You are a dirty slut.

		Despite having two big cocks inside her last night, her pussy didn’t feel any different. She felt tight and wet around my shaft as I held myself there for a moment, savouring the feeling of being inside my wife. My wife. Not Nick’s, or Mark’s. Mine.

		Pamela was hot. Her beautiful dark hair, her pretty features and eyes. Her large breasts and curvy ass. They were all mine. Perhaps I should look at it as though I’d merely loaned them out to those men, but as to whom she belonged; that was me. She was mine and would always be mine.

		I eased myself almost all the way and then drove into her cunt hard. Rough and hard, just like how Nick and Mark had fucked her last night.

		Stop thinking about Nick and Mark, I told myself.

		Now the image of Chantelle came to mind. Pamela’s best friend, with her lustrous blonde hair and tight, smooth body. I heard the soft moans that she’d made as we fucked last night and the way she’d groaned as she came.

		Stop.

		I focused on Pamela but she’d already noticed that something was amiss.

		“What’s wrong?” she asked, putting a hand on my chest and slowing me down just as I was beginning to fuck her.

		“I’m just a little tired,” I smiled, holding back everything I wanted to say. “Sorry.”

		“You looked… as though your mind was somewhere else.” Pamela tilted her head, considering me. “Are you that’s all it is? We don’t have to have sex if you don’t want to.”

		I looked down at my erection, half-inside her, the shaft slick with her wetness.

		“No, I’m fine,” I replied with a soft shake of my head. “I’m horny too. I need to cum.”

		“Do it inside me,” Pamela murmured sexily. “Fuck me and fill me up, baby. I want it.”

		I grabbed her hips and thrust into her roughly again, keeping my eyes on hers so that the mental images of Chantelle, Nick and Mark couldn’t torment me. I rammed my dick into her so hard and fast that I saw a look of surprise on her face before she eventually closed her eyes in pleasure as I screwed her better than I’d screwed her in years.

		Something inside me felt good, fucking her like this. Something inside me was excited by the fact that two other men had been inside her last night but now it was my turn, taking back ownership of her cunt. I didn’t understand it but I also couldn’t deny it. It felt good.

		Pamela’s hand was between her legs now, frantically rubbing her clit as I fucked her and moments later, she convulsed, her back arching from the bed as she came.

		“Oh, fuck. Baby, yes. Don’t stop fucking me.” Then, a moment later, she pushed me away, clamping her thighs together. “Oh, fu-u-u-ck…”

		I stood there, stroking my cock while waiting for her climax to subside. I’d not seen her orgasm as intensely as that since… well, since last night. But as for orgasms shared with me, it was a long time since she’d cum like that.

		“Sorry,” she moaned, then gave a sexy smile. “That was a strong one. I suddenly got so sensitive and…”

		“I need to cum too,” I interrupted her. “But I don’t want to cum inside you. I want to cum on your face.”

		“My face?” Pamela looked unsure. “You usually like doing it in me.”

		“I feel like doing something different,” I said with a shrug, jerking off while shuffling up and straddling her chest.

		“I don’t know-” she began but I wasn’t taking no for an answer. I held my cock in front of her, wanking off rapidly and ignoring her. Last night, Nick had cum in her mouth and Mark had finished on her tits and I wanted to do something like that too. Perhaps it was a sadistic urge, brought on by the betrayal and anger boiling away inside me, I wasn’t sure, but I was going to do it whether she liked it or not.

		A moment later, a thick string of white cum burst from me, splashing across Pamela’s cheek. A second spurt hit her on the forehead and then as she closed her eyes and opened her mouth to say something, a third pulse shot out of me and straight into her mouth, making her gag in surprise.

		I squeezed out the last few drops of my sperm and rubbed the head of my cock on her lips and chin, waiting until she opened her eyes again.

		“Fuck, yeah,” I grinned at her. “You look so sexy with cum all over your face, baby.”

		Pamela smiled back but I could tell she was taken aback at my sudden sexually aggressive nature. “I’m glad you liked it but can you let me go to the bathroom so I can clean up? I don’t want to get it in my eye.”

		“Sure.” I got into bed and watched her head out of the room to wipe her face. I felt satisfied now. Perhaps I could use the mental images of her and the two men to fuck her better in the future. And if I did fuck her good, would she even need Nick and Mark any more?

		I wasn’t sure but I’d take any way of coping with the situation until it was resolved, so without waiting for her to come back, I closed my eyes and tried to sleep. I’d managed to get through today. Tomorrow and every day after would get easier, I hoped.

		Talking to Carlton at the weekend might help and hopefully by then Chantelle would have had the opportunity to speak to Pamela and after that, everything would go back to normal. Not the old normal, but the new normal that we’d talked about.

		

	
		Chapter 2

		

		Iwoke up to a second morning filled with the weight of secrets I could barely contain. The memories of the past few days were a tumultuous storm in my mind, crashing against the walls I’d built to hold them back. The images of my wife, Pamela, entangled with Nick and Mark, replayed like a haunting movie in my head.

		I tried to shake off the persistent unease as I got ready for work. The routine was a comforting distraction, a way to temporarily escape the turmoil that simmered just beneath the surface. But as I glanced at the mirror, my eyes held a reflection of the conflict I couldn’t ignore. I looked tired. Haggard, almost.

		Walking into the office felt like crossing into a battlefield of emotions. Nick and Mark were there, going about their tasks as if nothing had changed. I forced a smile, engaging in mundane conversations with my other work colleagues while the knowledge of Nick and Mark’s secret liaisons with Pamela loomed like a dark cloud over me. Every interaction was a challenge, a test of my ability to suppress the thoughts that threatened to consume me.

		When I did talk to Nick or Mark, I found myself scrutinising their expressions, searching for signs that they knew I’d seen their hidden rendezvous. Were they merely oblivious to the fact that I knew; was I able to hide it well, or did they sense the truth lurking beneath my facade?

		During a coffee break, I stood by the window, nursing my cup as I watched the cityscape outside. The chatter around me faded into background noise and my mind fixated on the videos I’d secretly recorded. A perverse curiosity was drawing me to rewatch the scenes, a twisted mental dance between betrayal and arousal.

		I made my way back to my office and sat at my desk, slumping into my chair heavily. The silence in my mind was deafening, the weight of my knowledge a burden I couldn’t share. I wondered if I should confide in someone else besides Carlton and Chantelle, to seek advice from a friend with more distance and clarity, someone who might help me navigate this uncharted territory. But the fear of judgement and the uncertainty of their reaction held me back. I just had to wait until the weekend, when I could talk to Carlton. I didn’t know what to do about Chantelle but I was sure I’d work it out in time.

		Hours passed like a blur, the workday a series of moments I struggled to fully engage in. As the late afternoon sun painted long shadows across the office, I found myself facing another unavoidable situation – a meeting with Nick and Mark to discuss a new project. Walking into the conference room, my heart raced in my chest. Nick’s casual greeting and Mark’s friendly smile were almost unbearable. I took a seat around the table with them, my mind racing as I tried to focus on the presentation.

		“How did the meeting go?” were my boss’s first words.

		The sound of his voice felt distant, merely a backdrop to the memories that haunted me. I fought to maintain a composed exterior, my own voice a practised mask of professionalism. Every glance, every gesture felt like a calculated move in a high-stakes game. I wondered if they could hear the rapid thud of my heart; if they could see the inner turmoil that threatened to bubble over.

		“With Carlton?” I clarified. “It went well. The contract is tied up for another twelve months. How did the company birthday party go?”

		“It went great.” Nick’s smile was easy. Too easy. He should be struggling with guilt like I was struggling with the temptation not to wipe the grin from his face with a fist. “Good news about Carlton too. Well done.”

		“What I called the meeting for,” Mark took over, “Was to ask if you’d like to take one of my clients on board. The Donnex account. It’s a good commission payer, but I’m working on a new set of clients and don’t have time for it any more.”

		“The Donnex account?” I raised an eyebrow. “But that’s-”

		“Going to involve some travelling, yes,” Nick nodded, his dark eyes meeting Mark’s for a moment across the table. “But financially, it’ll be great for you.”

		It would involve some travelling because it was on the other side of the country and required Mark to visit their various sites once or twice a month. I knew why the two men exchanged a look - they wanted me away more often, so they could spend more nights with my wife like the one they’d enjoyed the other evening.

		I thought about it, keeping my face as straight as possible to hide the turmoil bubbling away inside. A new plan began to form as I pondered on whether or not to take them up on the offer. The financial benefit would indeed be useful. It wouldn’t be a bad idea to build up a certain pot of money if I was going to find a way of exacting revenge, potentially costing me this job and my marriage. Plus, more nights away gave me further opportunities to record them cheating on their respective partners. When the time came to confront them, more evidence couldn’t be a bad thing.

		“Sure,” I nodded. “I’ll need to finish the presentation I’m doing for Carlton first.”

		“Absolutely,” Nick smiled, glancing at Mark briefly.

		I pretended not to notice the exchange between them. “Great. Well, if that’s everything, I need to get back to my office because I’m expecting a call.”

		“Excellent,” Nick nodded, his white teeth bright against his dark skin as he smiled.

		The meeting concluded, and I made a hasty exit, the weight of the encounter still lingering in the air. The rest of the day passed in a blur of disconnection, my mind a whirlwind of conflicting thoughts and emotions. I had a plan, but whether or not I was going to execute it, I hadn’t decided yet. The way ahead of me was going to be difficult, no matter what path I chose.

		Pamela was visiting her parents that night, so that evening, as the sun dipped below the horizon, I found myself alone at home, staring at the phone. The urge to confide in someone, to release the pent-up turmoil, was stronger than ever. I gave a lot of thought about calling Jeff, my closest friend. We’d been buddies since college but since he recently got married to his second wife and moved out of town, we didn’t see each other as often as I’d like. I could trust Jeff. He’d give good advice, but the fear of exposing Pamela’s infidelity held me back. He liked Pamela. He always had. They’d very briefly dated before she and I got together.

		The thought of sharing those intimate details was a barrier I couldn’t breach. I didn’t want to spoil her image in his eyes and make things awkward between the three of us. I decided on an early night. Perhaps tomorrow would be better.

		While waiting for Pamela to come home, I lay in bed, the glow of the laptop screen illuminating my conflicted thoughts. I logged myself into the protected folder I’d created and the videos played before me, a visual testament to the complexity of human emotions.

		As I watched Nick’s large black cock penetrate my wife’s pussy, the arousal I felt was a haunting reminder of the betrayal I’d witnessed and how weird it felt to be aroused at the same time as feeling hurt. It was a twisted cycle, a dance between attraction and disgust that left me bewildered.

		I slid down my shorts and found my erection beneath the covers, nursing it gently while fast-forwarding it to the scene where Mark and Nick put their cocks inside her at the same time.

		I watched the image of Pamela sliding down onto Mark’s cock, his girthy shaft disappearing between my wife’s pink folds before Nick joined them, kneeling between the four legs in front of him and then guiding his black dick into her cunt alongside Mark’s.

		I still found it hard to believe that she’d taken two penises inside her at the same time. I paused it for a moment, staring at the sight of the three of them like that, then pressed play and began to jerk my cock slowly while watching them fuck her.

		The red-hot sense of outrage filled me but as soon as it did, it was instantly drowned by arousal. I tried to ignore the fact that it was my wife being double-fucked and instead pretend that I was simply watching something on a porn site, tugging my cock faster, enjoying the sight of this beautiful woman’s pussy being stretched to its limits.

		“I’m going to cum. I’ve never felt this before. My pussy feels so stretched and filled up. Oh, fuck…”

		The too-familiar sound of Pamela’s voice and then her moan as she orgasmed on their dicks brought me back to my senses. This wasn’t a pornstar. This was my wife, cheating on me in the most obscene way with two of my work colleagues. But my dick remained hard, pulsing in my hand, close to ejaculating.

		I watched them fuck her until eventually they withdrew their dicks and my wife sat up, ready for their cum. I kept stroking my cock beneath the covers, unable to take my eyes from the screen as first Nick came in her mouth, my wife greedily swallowing the spunk before Mark jerked off and shot his load onto Pamela’s ample tits.

		The sight of his cum splattering across my wife’s chest was the last thing I watched before slamming the lid down in disgust at myself because I’d cum too, into my hand. I got up and headed to the bathroom and stopped in my tracks when I saw Pamela walking up the stairs.

		“Hey,” she smiled, then her expression changed to one of surprise as she looked down at my hand, wrapped around my cock and my shorts pulled down to just below my hips. Her lips curled into an amused bow. “What the… Have I just caught you having a wank?”

		“Um… yeah,” I said, my face warming with embarrassment. “I was waiting for you to come home but got too horny. Sorry.”

		“There’s no need to apologize.” My wife chuckled and gestured towards the bathroom. “Well, go on then. Clean yourself up.”

		I hurried through the door that she was pointing at and washed the sperm from my hand under the tap before returning to the bedroom to find Pamela undressed and getting into bed. She pointed towards the laptop atop the covers.

		“Watching some good porn, were you?”

		“I was, as a matter of fact,” I nodded. “Some very good porn.”

		I reached out and grabbed the laptop before she could get it.

		“Oh, come on. Show me,” she implored, getting into bed in just a pyjama top and her panties. “Don’t be a spoilsport.”

		I sat next to her and angled the screen so she couldn’t see it before opening it, and quickly closed the hidden folder down. Then I opened a web browser, went to my favourite porn site and on a clever whim, brought up an amateur video of a wife being fucked by two guys while her husband watched.

		“Here you go,” I murmured, passing her the laptop. “If you’re curious.”

		I watched Pamela carefully for any reaction and noted her eyebrows raise in surprise at the content matter but she didn’t seem alarmed at all.

		“I didn’t know you were into this kind of thing,” she asked, looking at me curiously for a moment, then without waiting for an answer, she slid her hand into her panties and touched herself.

		“Maybe there are some things you still don’t know about me,” I posited, watching the shape of her fingers through the thin cotton of her panties as she began working her clit while watching the woman on screen sucking two dicks.

		“Like… You enjoy watching guys sharing their wives with their buddies?” Pamela’s dark blue eyes stayed on the screen.

		“Maybe I do,” I suggested. What was I doing? I should be confronting her about her cheating, not wanking off to it and then enjoying seeing her do the same because, no doubt, she was reliving her own threesome with Nick and Mark while watching the woman onscreen.

		Pamela put the laptop on the bedside table and slid her panties down, then opened her legs. “Lick me,” she requested. “Make me cum. You’ve had your fun. I want mine now.”

		I did as she commanded, sliding down the bed and taking my place between her thighs. I let my tongue glide over her swollen clit, savouring the taste of her juices, before pressing my face against her pussy, sucking on the pink nub until she cried out softly and came against my mouth.

		“Do you ever fantasize about me being fucked by someone else?” Pamela asked softly, once her climax subsided and I was lying next to her again

		“Yes,” I admitted, my heart suddenly thumping nervously in my chest. This conversation was unplanned. Was it a mistake? Was I giving the green light she needed to feel less guilty about what she’d done?

		I waited for her to reply but she didn’t. Pamela’s breathing slowed and I watched as she drifted off into a content sleep, then I took the laptop from the bedside cabinet and closed it, casting the room into darkness.

		Sleep remained elusive, my mind a battlefield of conflicting emotions. The echoes of the past few days reverberated through me, a symphony of secrets and desires that refused to be silenced. Eventually, I managed to doze off, albeit into a restless night full of dirty dreams about Pamela and faceless strangers.

		The next morning, I walked into the office once again, my heart heavy with the weight of the knowledge I carried, the truth I didn’t want to face; that I was as turned on by my wife’s slutty actions as much as I was hurt by them.

		The day’s interactions with Nick and Mark were difficult again, each moment a reminder of the delicate balance I maintained. The next two days before the weekend blurred together, a dance of normalcy and turmoil that became my new reality. I couldn’t escape the knowledge that Pamela’s infidelity had irreversibly altered our relationship. The images of her with Nick and Mark were etched into my mind, a constant undercurrent in our interactions, both with my wife and with my two work colleagues. The urge to confront her and them, to demand answers and seek resolution, warred with the fear of shattering the fragile facade I’d constructed at home and at work. As the weekdays passed, I navigated the minefield of emotions, each step a deliberate move in an intricate dance of deception and revelation. The videos I’d recorded became both a lifeline and a torment, a refuge for my conflicting desires and a testament to the fractures within our marriage. And so, I continued to navigate this complex web, unsure of the path ahead. The cycle of secret wanks at home and managing my emotions and reactions became a relentless whirlwind. I clung to the hope that somehow, amidst the chaos, a resolution would emerge when I talked to Carlton at the weekend, and that I’d find a way to bridge the chasm between the betrayal I’d witnessed and the future I hoped to salvage.

		

	
		Chapter 3

		

		We were seated in a bustling bar, surrounded by strangers, but the music was sufficiently loud to deter eavesdropping. Taking a deep breath, I decided to be candid.

		“Seeing Pamela with Nick and Mark,” I began, pausing as my cheeks flushed with shame, exacerbated by my inebriated state. “It not only makes me feel angry and terrible, it also…”

		“Go on,” Carlton encouraged. “It makes you feel…what?”

		“Oddly aroused,” I admitted. “I can’t explain why.”

		Carlton’s dark brown eyes scrutinised me as he pondered my confession. Did he think I was deranged? I must be, to find the sight of my wife with other men arousing.

		“Pamela is incredibly attractive,” he shrugged, grinning as his teeth gleamed in the bar’s ultraviolet light. “Relax. I understand. I’d probably be aroused watching the video too, whether she was my wife or not. Sex is sex, right? Watching an attractive woman engaged in it is bound to be stimulating, regardless of who she is.”

		“True,” I nodded, feeling somewhat relieved but still embarrassed. I wouldn’t have been able to disclose this to him if I were sober. “I suppose that’s it.”

		“When do you think Pamela will tire of waiting for you and go to bed?” Carlton continued.

		“Probably about now,” I chuckled, realising my beer was empty.

		“Alright,” Carlton drained his beer and stood up. “Let’s have one more drink and then head to yours. We can continue drinking if she’s gone to bed.”

		“Sounds like a plan,” I laughed, although deep down, I knew it was probably a terrible idea.

		Soon after, I received a text from Pamela confirming she was going to bed. I told her not to wait up but promised not to be too late. Carlton and I limited ourselves to one more drink before taking a taxi to my place.

		“If Pamela’s asleep,” he slurred as we ascended the steps to my front door, “maybe you could show me one of those videos.”

		“Videos?” I fumbled with my keys, struggling to unlock the door.

		“You know,” he nudged me as we finally entered the house. “The videos of Pamela.”

		I was taken aback by his suggestion. “You want to see those videos?”

		“Perhaps it’ll help me understand better,” he nodded.

		I knew it had nothing to do with understanding; he simply wanted to see Pamela in those compromising positions. Nevertheless, I grabbed two more beers from the fridge and gestured for him to follow me into the kitchen.

		“Carlton,” I shook my head, “I can’t show you those videos.”

		“Why not?” he leaned against the kitchen cabinets, sipping his beer. “Chantelle saw them. Nick and Mark have seen her in the act. What difference does one more person make? It might help me understand a few things.”

		“Like what?”

		“Like… if she’s…” he paused, struggling for the right words, “Like how much she’s into it. Perhaps I’ll be able to pick up on what she needs to do this for. Or something.”

		“Or something?” I raised my eyebrows at him. “As in… or maybe you just want to see her tits and pussy?”

		“Yeah, so what?” He shrugged. “As I said, Pamela is hot. Take that as a compliment. I can’t help being curious as to what she looks like naked. And how she fucks.”

		“Honesty at last.” I couldn’t help but laugh at Carlton’s admission. He had balls, I had to give him that.

		“Maybe it’ll help you feel better,” he continued, trying his best to talk me into it.

		Fuck it. I was feeling horny and thinking about watching the videos after he’d gone anyway. Why shouldn’t I show him? Maybe he was right. Maybe it would help in some strange way.

		“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” I muttered to myself, indicating for him to follow me as I walked through into the living room. I pulled the laptop out of its storage space, hidden underneath the sofa and opened it up. “Here,” I said, handing it to him once I’d logged in.

		“Cool,” Carlton replied excitedly, sitting down and putting it on his knee. “Where are you going?”

		I was walking out of the door. “I’ll only be a minute,” I told him. “I’m going to make sure she’s asleep. We’re fucked if she comes downstairs and catches us.”

		Once he nodded, I quickly but quietly sneaked upstairs and checked in on my wife. She was in bed, beneath the covers, but her face was looking my way and I could see that her eyes were shut and her mouth slightly open as she softly snored in sleep.

		I crept back out of the bedroom, pulling the door closed and tiptoed back downstairs to find Carlton waiting for me.

		“This is crazy,” I told myself as I reached over and opened the secret folder where the videos were saved, then clicked on the most-viewed one, of her with both Nick and Mark.

		Neither of us spoke much for a while as we watched Pamela on the bed with the two men, starting at the beginning as they talked to her reassuringly and then as she sucked first Mark, then Nick and as it progressed to her fucking them both on the bed.

		“Damn,” Carlton murmured softly as we got a particularly good view of Pamela’s naked body when Nick rolled her onto her back and her legs fell open in the direction of the camera. “You’re so lucky, her body… those curves… she’s like a fucking goddess.”

		“Lucky?” I questioned, almost choking on a mouthful of beer. “Dude, she’s cheating on me right in front of you. I’d hardly call that lucky.”

		“You know what I mean,” he deflected the comment, unable to tear his eyes off the screen until it got to the part where they double-penetrated her. “Holy fuck. She’s taking both of them. This is fucking… legendary. This is legit golden, S-tier porn.”

		That made me giggle, despite the growing sense of shame in the pit of my stomach.

		“True. I just wish it didn’t have my wife in it,” I sighed.

		“I’m sorry,” Carlton mumbled, suddenly seeming to realise he was being tactless. “I can see why you got so fucking turned on though. Are all the videos as good as this?”

		“They’re just her and Nick,” I replied, shaking my head. “Obviously, this is the dirtiest one.”

		“You never told me your plan,” he pointed out next, after we went quiet, watching the rest of the threesome unfold until it got to the part where the two guys shot their load into her mouth and on her face and tits.

		I looked down and saw a distinct bulge in Carlton’s pants and grinned to myself. Should I tell him? I’d come this far, I guessed.

		“I like watching the videos,” I confessed. “I’m going to keep on recording her, letting her fuck them a few more times and record it all. The more evidence the better, right?”

		“Right,” Carlton nodded, adjusting his dick through his jeans. “And more wanking material for you too.”

		“True,” I admitted, taking a deep breath before continuing. “We’ll see if Chantelle is correct. If Pamela gets bored or satisfied or whatever, and breaks it off with Nick and Mark, then cool. I have my videos to watch and use in future if I ever feel like I have to, if things don’t work out.”

		“And if she just keeps on fucking them?” Carlton countered. “Or if she starts fucking other guys too, then what?”

		“Then I’m going to do as you said. I’m going to confront Pamela, show her the videos, but not before making copies. Then I’ll tell Nick and Mark too, threaten to tell and show their partners unless they leave Pamela the fuck alone.”

		“It’s your call,” Carlton replied. “You have to do whatever works for you… whatever feels like the right thing.”

		“Thanks,” I replied softly. “Thanks for being so understanding.”

		“It’s all good,” my friend smiled at me. “Thanks for showing me. I’m going to have to jerk off when I get home. Watching Pamela has made me horny as fuck.”

		“Jerk off now, if you like,” I laughed. “Or is that too weird?”

		“Too weird,” he confirmed with a chuckle, standing up and trying to straighten the front of his jeans. “I have a plan too but I’m going to keep it to myself for now. I think you’ll like it, but give me time, all right?”

		“I’m giving Pamela time,” I shrugged, “So yeah, whatever. Keep me in the loop and thanks for tonight, I feel a bit better about it all now.”

		“Good.” Carlton slapped me hard on the shoulder as he made his way towards the front door. “Now why don’t you head upstairs and wake your wife up for a fuck? I’m going home to beat off.”

		I grinned and saw him out of the door, strongly considering doing what he’d suggested and waking Pamela up but I knew she wouldn’t entertain sex with me in the drunken condition I was in. She hated me being drunk, so instead, I went back into the room and emptied my balls into my hand to the sight of my wife being double-penetrated one more time.

		

	
		Chapter 4

		

		Ipulled up to Chantelle’s house, my palms sweaty on the steering wheel. Seeing her always filled me with desire, but also guilt. Guilt that I was betraying Pamela, even if she had strayed first. My wife’s gorgeous blonde friend greeted me at the door, blonde waves flowing over her lacy camisole.

		“You’re early,” she smiled, beckoning me inside. “Which is good, because Greg might be calling over later.”

		She led me down the hallway, adorned with framed photos from her modelling days, into the cosy living room. I sunk into the plush grey couch, its pillows imprinted with the shapes of our trysts.

		Chantelle curled up beside me, hand sliding up my thigh. Her touch ignited my body, even as my mind reeled. She asked how I was holding up. I sighed, images of Pamela invading my thoughts.

		I sighed deeply. “As well as can be expected I guess. I just can’t stop picturing…” I trailed off, the vivid images of Pamela writhing with her lovers flooding my mind once more.

		Chantelle squeezed my leg reassuringly, her thumb making small strokes up my inner thigh. “I know it’s hard. But Pamela told me last night she’s going to end things with them soon. She knows she made a mistake.”

		That was why I was here. Last night was the first time that Pamela and Chantelle had gone out for one of their regular girls’ nights and as such, was the only opportunity that Chantelle had to find out what was going on in my wife’s head.

		“She said that?” I asked, hope filling me for a moment. “So she’s definitely going to stop sleeping with them?”

		“Well,” the blonde started, then hesitated. “She told me about the threesome. I pretended to be shocked when she told me. I mean, a threesome with two coworkers? What was she thinking?”

		“And how did she say she felt about it all?” I asked. “Does she feel guilty?”

		“She does,” the blonde nodded. “I told her that she’s risking her marriage. A fling is one thing but a threesome? And the way it’s becoming a regular thing now, that makes it into an affair.”

		Chantelle’s tone of disapproval struck a chord with me and lifted my spirits slightly. It was over a week since I’d gone out with Carlton and Pamela had seen Nick and Mark separately in just that short space of time. I’d recorded both visits and once again suffered that strange conflict of arousal at watching her and a sense of betrayal and what they were doing.

		“And she said she’d stop?” I asked optimistically.

		“Yes,” Chantelle nodded, her smile lifting me again. She had a way of making me feel like everything would work out. I was grateful to have her support through this mess Pamela had created.

		“She said she was having fun but she knows it has to stop before she gets caught. She said she was going to finish it with them and try to rebuild things with you.”

		I surveyed the room as she reassured me that Pamela’s cheating was just a temporary lapse in judgment. The sunlight streamed in through gauzy curtains, illuminating specks of dust floating lazily in the air. A vanilla-scented candle burned on the coffee table.

		How many times had I sought solace here, away from the outside world? Chantelle provided an escape, however fleeting. Her positivity lifted my spirits, even if I struggled to share it by completely believing what she was telling me.

		We shed our clothes on the plush rug, its fibres soft on my knees as I licked her pussy for a while, then Chantelle guided me to the velvet-covered chaise longue, deeper and better-cushioned than my couch at home.

		My hands roamed her familiar curves as she straddled me. Her murmured encouragement drowned out the echoes of doubt in my mind. For now, nothing existed but sensation and escape.

		“When she stops seeing Nick and Mark, we need to stop doing this too,” I sighed as her tight, shaved pussy sank onto my hard cock. The familiar feel of her body enveloped me with pleasure, yet my mind still swirled with conflict.

		As she began to move, I gripped her hips, my fingertips pressing into her soft skin. “I just feel so torn,” I confessed. “I hate that Pamela did this to me, to us. But here I am betraying her too.”

		Chantelle’s breaths came faster as she quickened her pace. “I know, but you deserve to feel good too. We’re just helping each other through this mess.” Her words were punctuated by soft moans.

		I thrust upward, losing myself in the physical sensations. Her pussy was tight, more so than Pamela’s used cunt felt these days. In these moments with Chantelle, I could push aside the turmoil and anger, if temporarily.

		But later, the weight would resettle in my chest. Chantelle assumed Pamela ending things with Nick and Mark would neatly resolve our trysts as well but nothing about this situation was simple and neat anymore.

		“What will we do, though, when she does end it?” I asked, panting now as I neared release.

		Chantelle tilted her head back, eyes closed. Her pert tits stood out in front of her and I couldn’t help but to cup and squeeze them softly as she rode me. “We’ll cross that bridge when we get there.” She cried out, muscles contracting around me.

		I clutched her waist, joining her in blissful oblivion if only for a few seconds. My cock exploded inside her. I never lasted long with Chantelle. She was too perfect, too good-looking. Too slim and sexy. Our attraction was intense, but never deeper than physical.

		As we caught our breath afterwards, the realities of our predicament loomed once more. The comfort she offered was addictive. I couldn’t end this yet, despite the messy complications. “One day at a time then,” I said, pulling her to me again and kissing her, knowing that my dick would harden quickly enough for another session with her. She knew exactly how to turn me on by now.

		“Did you know she’s been with both Nick and Mark this week?”

		“Mmhmm,” I murmured, pulling the blonde around and positioning her on all fours with her smooth ass facing me.

		“You recorded it?” She looked over her shoulder at me as slid two fingers inside her, enjoying the slick feeling of my cum oozing out.

		“Of course.”

		“And you wanked your little dick, watching them, didn’t you?” Chantelle’s teasing had my cock twitching into stiffness already. “You’re so kinky. You know that, right?”

		“Says the girl who’s waiting for me to fuck her again while her boyfriend is at work,” I chuckled, my fingers plunging in and out of her wetness and making her moan.

		Then her phone suddenly buzzed on the coffee table nearby. Chantelle grabbed it, eyes widening. “It’s Greg! He’ll be home any minute.”

		My heart started hammering. We leapt to our feet, scrambling to gather our discarded clothes. I could feel panic rising as I yanked my jeans back on.

		Just as we finished dressing, the sound of Greg’s car pulling up outside made us both freeze. Chantelle turned to me, putting a finger to her lips.

		“Stay calm, I’ll handle this,” she whispered. I nodded mutely, pulse pounding in my ears. What had we gotten ourselves into? I realised that Pamela wasn’t the only one risking everything these days.

		“Honey, I’m home!” Greg’s voice called out the cliched welcome from down the hall.

		Chantelle leapt up in a panic and we scrambled to gather our discarded clothing. Just as I finished buttoning my shirt, Greg strolled into the living room.

		“Oh, I didn’t realize you had company,” Greg said pleasantly. He was tall and handsome, with distinguished salt-and-pepper hair. Chantelle had told me his age - in his mid-fifties - but it was still a surprise to see them together as Chantelle stepped forward, smoothing her hair. He looked so much older than her, with his fading hairlines and wrinkles around his eyes.

		“Greg, darling,” Chantelle introduced me, “This is my friend Paul. We were just…chatting.”

		Greg extended his hand. “Pleasure to meet you, Paul.” I shook it, praying he couldn’t feel my clammy palm.

		“So what brings you by?” Greg asked amiably as he undid the navy blue tie around his neck and tossed his briefcase into the corner of the room.

		My mind raced. “Oh, I was just passing and stopped by to ask her… about what she’s getting Pamela for her birthday next month.”

		Greg nodded, but I could see the gears turning in his head as he glanced between us.

		“Pamela’s birthday?” His blue eyes narrowed. “Is that so?”

		My heart began to beat hard again until Chantelle leaned over and whispered into my ear, “Don’t worry, he’s just teasing you. Greg knows about Pamela’s affair. I told him everything.”

		I looked at her, surprised. She smiled reassuringly and squeezed my hand.

		Greg spoke gently. “Forgive me if I’m out of line, but is there something going on between you two?”

		Chantelle laughed lightly. “Oh Greg, quit joking around. You know Paul’s wife Pamela has been cheating on him and I’ve been helping him through it as a friend. Stop being an ass.”

		Greg grinned then nodded slowly, his face straightening. “Sorry. You have my sympathies, Paul.” He studied me intently and I worried he could sense there was more.

		Chantelle turned to face me and chimed in brightly, “I hope you’re not angry I told Greg about Pamela. He’s good at giving advice and I wanted to know what he thought about it all.”

		I wasn’t sure how well Greg and Pamela knew each other but the fact that this man knew about my wife’s infidelity made me feel even more uncomfortable.

		“I guess it’s cool,” I shrugged, despite my rising anxiety. “If you trust Greg, I trust him too.”

		“Of course you can trust me,” Greg replied but his smile was oddly unconvincing or reassuring. I wondered if Chantelle had told Greg about our own affair but he showed no indications of knowing, at least not yet. The further conversation that Chantelle had with her boyfriend while he took off his shoes and made himself a drink - about Greg’s work day - was innocuous enough, though I sensed a tension below the surface. We were treading on thin ice.

		Greg turned to me, his expression kind. “This can’t be easy for you, finding out Pamela. She doesn’t seem to sort, does she? How are you holding up?”

		I sighed. “It’s been rough, but I’m trying to process it.”

		Chantelle jumped in. “Actually, I just found out last night when I went for drinks with Pamela that she had a threesome with Mark and Nick after the work birthday party.”

		I wondered what Greg would think if he knew that Pamela was going to fuck one of them that night until finding me parked outside.

		Greg’s eyes widened in surprise. “A threesome? My word…” He shook his head sympathetically.

		“I know, right?” Chantelle glanced at me, smiling almost apologetically. I needed to get out of here.

		“How was your night out otherwise, my dear?” Greg continued. “Besides that revelation.”

		“Oh, it was lovely. We had a nice chat and some laughs. It was good to see her,” Chantelle replied breezily.

		Greg got up to mix himself a drink and politely offered me one as well but I shook my head.

		“I really should be going.” I looked at my watch. “Pamela will be wondering where I am.”

		“Before you go, forgive me, but I must ask,” Greg said, nodding understandingly, “Once again, is there something intimate occurring between you and Chantelle?”

		“Stop fooling around,” Chantelle’s eyes darted to me as she nudged him in the ribs but I held my breath because I knew he was being serious. The blonde laughed nervously. “Seriously? What? No, of course not. We’re just friends.”

		I quickly added, “Yeah, we’re just friends. Close friends but that’s all it is”

		Greg studied us pensively before staring intently at his girlfriend. “Please, if there is something, you can tell me. I only want honesty between us.”

		Chantelle avoided his gaze, wringing her hands. “Really Greg, you’re imagining things.”

		The older man took her hands and squeezed them reassuringly. “Darling, it’s alright. If you have developed feelings for Paul, in order to fill certain needs, I understand. I’m not angry.”

		Chantelle looked up hesitantly. “You…you understand? You understand what?”

		“We don’t have feelings for each other,” I insisted. My feet wanted to take me to the door and run a mile but I wasn’t going to just desert Chantelle like that.

		“Yes, I would understand. You deserve to be happy, even if that means looking outside our relationship,” Greg said gently.

		I felt my eyes widen and my cheeks redden. He knew. Then Chantelle’s entire body seemed to slump and she just came out with it in one long rush.

		“Fine, Greg…yes, Paul and I have been seeing each other since the night of Pamela’s work party. The night of the threesome. I’m so sorry.”

		“Shit,” I cursed under my breath. “I’m sorry too, Greg. I don’t know what to say. Things have been crazy since-”

		“Don’t feel guilty,” Greg cut me off, ignoring me and focusing on Chantelle. He squeezed her hand supportively again and then turned to look at me. “It is what it is. I already knew something was different. I think I sensed it from the way she’s been talking about you. We’ll work through this.”

		I let out a relieved breath, grateful for Greg’s empathy and composure and happy that this wasn’t going to end in a fistfight or worse

		“I should go. Let you two talk about this,” I mumbled, shuffling away before he changed his mind but Chantelle wouldn’t let me leave just yet. She pulled her hands away from her boyfriend, walked over to me and kissed me softly on the lips.

		Then she turned back to Greg. “How does that make you feel? Watching me kiss him?”

		“Chantelle,” the older man said, his eyes narrowing again. “You’ve told me all about how Pamela’s cheating turns you on. I know you’re kinky and Paul’s the same and I get it. I’m willing to talk about this and work things out, but don’t push your luck.”

		The blonde’s face dropped slightly but she soon regained her composure, flashing me a reassuring smile. “Okay, you can go. I’ll call you later. Everything’s going to be fine, I promise.”

		“Are you sure?”

		I’d really fucked things up here and felt terrible but Chantelle nodded and so I left her to sort things out with Greg. Could things get any crazier than they already were?

		Then Carlton called me as I was travelling home and what he had to tell me made me realise that the answer was yes. Things could - and were about to - get even crazier.

		

	
		Chapter 5

		

		Imet Carlton at the upmarket Asian fusion restaurant he’d chosen, a trendy place I’d never been before. He’d called earlier insisting I join him for dinner tonight to discuss an important opportunity . I wasn’t eager to go, wanting to get home to Pamela after my encounter with Chantelle and Greg, but he was as persuasive as always.

		Upon entering the restaurant, I was led to a table in the back where Carlton was already seated with a striking young redhead. She looked to be in her mid-twenties, with intelligent green eyes and a graceful dancer’s physique.

		“Glad you could make it,” Carlton greeted me smoothly as we sat down. He shot me a cryptic, knowing look but I had no idea what he was trying to communicate. Who was this lovely young woman?

		“This is Bella,” he introduced the redhead.

		Bella gave me a demure smile and extended a delicate hand. “It’s a pleasure to meet you,” she said in a soft, husky voice. I noticed a large diamond ring on her left hand. Clearly, someone’s fiancée or wife, though Carlton hadn’t mentioned that detail.

		The dim lighting and soft music lent a relaxing ambience to our table as I sat down. A waiter appeared and began explaining the menu specials, but I was only half listening as I tried to discern why exactly Carlton had summoned me here tonight. He was up to something, and this mysterious woman was obviously a part of it.

		After we ordered, I turned to Carlton. “How do you two know each other?” I asked, casually as if making light conversation.

		Before Carlton could respond, an elegant mixed-race beauty in a sleek black dress approached, sitting next to me before I could stand up to pull the chair out for her.

		“I’d also like you to meet my cousin, Kris,” Carlton introduced us.

		Kris gave me an appraising look. “Always a pleasure to meet one of Carlton’s business associates,” she said smoothly.

		“Kris is also a friend of mine,” Bella chimed in with a demure smile. Her voice lilted with a faint accent.

		So Carlton and Kris were cousins, and Bella was Kris’s friend. They all clearly knew each other already so I was the odd one out at this dinner gathering and I felt it keenly as the three of them began to chat while we waited for our food but then my phone buzzed with a text from Pamela and I looked at it in my lap so as not to appear rude or unsociable.

		When will you be home? it read. I sighed, shifting uneasily in my seat. I needed to find a way out of this ad-hoc and uncomfortable situation and get back to her soon.

		“What exactly is the occasion for this dinner?” I asked Carlton, then more bluntly, “And why did you invite me along?”

		Carlton and the women exchanged sly glances. “We have some important matters to discuss,” my black friend said vaguely before changing the subject.

		Suddenly it clicked - Bella must be Mark’s fiancée whom Carlton had mentioned the other day, the dancer friend of his cousin, Kris. I froze momentarily as the shock of that realization set in, but I somehow managed to keep my composure.

		I gestured discreetly for Carlton to speak privately. “Can I have a quiet word?” I asked, then apologised to the two women. “Sorry. It’s just a private work thing.”

		We stepped away from the table under the guise of some confidential business or other.

		“What exactly are you playing at here?” I demanded under my breath. “Bella is Mark’s fiancée, isn’t she?”

		Carlton smiled wolfishly. “Very perceptive of you. Yes, I got Kris to introduce me to the lovely Bella. We’ve been getting to know each other quite… intimately since then.” He raised his eyebrows suggestively.

		I shook my head in disbelief. “And what does this have to do with me?”

		“It’s all part of the plan, my friend,” Carlton replied smoothly. “You want payback against Mark for screwing Pamela, right? This is just the beginning.”

		I felt uneasy being dragged into Carlton’s schemes, but a part of me was compelled by the prospect of retaliation against Mark. Plus, he’d also done me a favour by lying to Pamela and Nick the other week. I took a deep breath, contemplating my next move before speaking.

		I hesitated, my eyes going to the two women talking at the table nearby, “I’m not sure I’m comfortable with this plan,” I told Carlton frankly. “This sort of plot doesn’t sit right with me. Bella seems… nice. It’s not right to fuck her over too.”

		Carlton raised an eyebrow. “She’s a slut. Kris tells me she fucked her way through dance school and now she’s screwing every guy she auditions for. I’m probably doing Mark a favour.”

		I shook my head. “I don’t know. It doesn’t feel right.”

		“That’s a shame,” Carlton shrugged. “I thought you and Kris would make an excellent double date. You’ve got to admit, my cousin is kind of hot.”

		He wasn’t wrong. She was pretty, tall and elegant and the thought of spending some time getting to know her was enticing, but then my phone buzzed again insistently in my pocket. Checking it, I saw another text from Pamela.

		We need to talk tonight. Please come home soon.

		My pulse quickened, wondering if it was about her affair.

		“I’m sorry, Carlton, but I have to get going. Pamela needs me home.”

		“We were just about to order.”

		“I know but look.” I showed him the text from Pamela and his face softened.

		He nodded understandingly. “Maybe she wants to tell you about Nick and Mark.”

		“Shit,” I cursed under my breath, suddenly nervous. “I don’t know if I’m ready for this.”

		“Of course you are.” Carlton put his hand on my shoulder, squeezing it firmly. “Look, I only wanted you to meet Bella and be aware of my intentions. Don’t worry yourself about anything. Just get back to Pamela… and good luck.”

		“Thanks.” I smiled, grateful for the reassurance.

		He leaned in closer, dropping his voice. “If all goes according to plan tonight, I’ll have some juicy revenge material for you to give to Mark should you need it. Keep an eye on your phone.” He gave a conspiratorial wink.

		I felt uneasy but gave a weak smile in return. “Please apologize to Kris and Bella for me leaving early,” I requested, eager to get home and see what Pamela had in store for me.

		Carlton agreed smoothly and I hastily made my exit, feeling relief to be away from his little plan but also apprehension about what awaited me when I got home. It had been a long day already.

		During the entire drive home, my mind raced with speculation about what Pamela wanted to discuss. Was she finally going to confess to fucking Nick and Mark? Had she somehow found out about my dinner with Carlton and those women? No, that was impossible.

		When I walked in the door, Pamela greeted me with a hug and a quick kiss. She smelled great, wearing her favourite perfume and her curvy figure was on display through the tight t-shirt and jeans she was wearing. With her long, wavy brunette hair and ample bosom, it struck me just how attractive a woman I was married to, even if she was a lying, cheating wife. Her warm brown eyes that once looked at me so lovingly now harboured notes of concern.

		“Finally. I feel like I’ve barely seen you lately,” she said, following me into the living room after I kicked off my shoes and took off my jacket

		I shrugged, aiming for nonchalance. “Just work stuff keeping me busy. Are you okay? You said you wanted to talk.”

		Pamela sat down beside me on the couch. “Is everything okay between us? It seems like you’ve been going out a lot at a moment’s notice, spending more time away than usual and…”

		Her voice trailed off and her deep brown eyes searched my face. I steadied my expression, trying not to reveal the swirl of emotions within.

		“And we haven’t been as close recently either,” she added softly. “Things don’t feel the same in bed. It’s like you’ve been avoiding me and I’m worried we might be drifting apart.”

		I took her hand, pushing down my rising sense of guilt. “You know work has me stressed. But we’re solid - nothing for you to worry about.” I kissed her forehead, hoping she couldn’t tell that I was lying while waiting for her to confess to the real reason why we’d not been as close lately.

		Pamela still looked uncertain. “Are you sure? It seems like you’ve got something on your mind lately. I don’t want us to lose our connection. Maybe we could plan a nice weekend getaway, spend more quality time together.”

		Her suggestion tempered the storm inside me momentarily. Of course I cherished our relationship, despite the turbulence brought on by her affairs and my own misguided revenge ploys and weird occasional enjoyment of her sluttiness. I valued my marriage but it couldn’t go on like this forever.

		“I think some one-on-one time would be great for us,” I agreed. Maybe it was a good idea. Perhaps taking her away from the temptations that were Nick and Mark might make her realise what she was doing and be the catalyst she needed to break it off with them. She’d told Chantelle she was going to end it.

		Pamela brightened, snuggling into me contentedly. Holding her close, the warmth of her body against me made my inner conflicts fade slightly and caused my dick to stiffen slightly in my pants.

		“I’m sorry I’ve been distant,” I murmured into her hair. “You know you’re the most important thing in my world. I’ll make more time for just the two of us, I promise.”

		Pamela lifted her head to gaze at me adoringly. In her eyes, I could see a glimmer of the woman I fell in love with so long ago. It gave me hope that somehow, we could find our way through this mess but shadows still lurked in the corners of my mind - Carlton’s plan to seduce Bella, Pamela’s cheating, the lies woven through all of our lives now. For this tender moment, however, I pushed it all aside. Right now, nothing mattered except her body pressed against mine. The rest could wait until tomorrow. Tonight, I just needed to make her feel better, despite everything she’d done.

		I took her hand and led her upstairs to the bedroom. I should shower first, the essence of Chantelle was still on me but I didn’t care. I pulled off her t-shirt and gazed at her round breasts in her bra until she reached behind her and undid the clasp. I undressed as she continued to take off the rest of her clothes and then we collapsed together on that bed, my dick finding her pussy immediately, sinking into her wetness.

		I fucked her as hard and fast as I could and then afterwards, I laid at the side of her until she drifted off into a contented sleep and again, I admired her body. The curves of her breasts, the soft skin of her belly, the smooth mound of her pussy dotted with drops of my cum; it was hard to believe that two other men had enjoyed her over the past weeks and months.

		For some reason, I couldn’t picture it. Our lovemaking just now had been passionate, raw, satisfying. Why did she need to fuck other men? I watched her for a moment longer, ensuring that she was asleep and then I got out of bed, slid into some pyjamas and crept downstairs, my mind swirling with conflicting emotions. Picking up my phone from the dresser, I checked it to find a text from Carlton.

		Check your email.

		Fuck. What had he done? Against my better judgement, when I got downstairs, I opened my laptop and did as he asked. There, in my inbox, was a video attachment and when I opened it, I saw it was of Carlton and Bella. I averted my eyes as soon as the camera rolled down her naked body. Despite his assurances that this would help get revenge on Mark, it felt tawdry and wrong.

		Shit, Carlton. You’re just making this even messier and more complicated.

		Restless, I began pacing the living room. I had footage of Mark and Pamela’s tryst on my computer as well, the sex they’d had just a few days ago and a strange temptation washed over me as I agonized over what to do. Before I could think twice, I sat back down, found the video and clicked play. Seeing her with Mark would stir up a tempest of emotions - anger, hurt, and if I was being honest, a flicker of arousal too, but I wanted to compare the two videos. I needed to see if how he fucked Pamela was anything like how Carlton fucked Bella. It made no sense but I couldn’t resist the compulsion to watch the two videos side by side, so I double-clicked the email attachment again and restarted Carlton’s video.

		Bella was gorgeous. Her body was the opposite of Pamela’s, slim and toned, a dancer’s body. Her breasts were small, her nipples pale and a scattering of light freckles decorated her soft-looking, pale skin as Carlton laid her out on his bed. As she slipped off her panties, I saw that he had a small tift of reddish pubic hair before Carlton pushed his long black dick into the shot, rubbing the tip against her tiny pink pussy lips.

		I should delete this. I should delete the footage of Mark and Pamela too. On that video, playing alongside the one of Carlton and Bella, my work colleague was fingering my wife while she pulled on his cock, getting him hard.

		Deleting all my footage of Pamela should be the first step. From there, we could have an open and honest discussion about what we both needed to heal. She needed to stop seeing Mark and Nick. I needed to stop seeing Chantelle. No more secrets or misguided attempts at revenge - just truth, accountability and hopefully forgiveness.

		There were no easy solutions, but maybe a break, a weekend getaway or something, was what we needed. A chance to reconnect, and then when we returned, a fresh start.

		On my laptop screen, Carlton was fucking Bella now, his big black dick thrusting into Mark’s betrothed’s pussy hard. Beside that image was Mark’s dick sliding into my wife’s mouth. Despite having cum moments ago, I felt my dick getting hard again, so I pulled down my shorts and began stroking myself to the sight of Pamela sucking Mark’s cock.

		Just then, I heard a small gasp behind me. Heart sinking, I spun around to see Pamela standing there in a black nightgown, eyes fixed on the two videos still playing. This was not how I envisioned her finding out that I knew about her.

		“How could you?” she whispered, tears welling up.

		The blood drained from my face. “Pamela, I can explain…” I stammered, quickly closing the laptop.

		Her lip trembled. “Have you been spying on me? Recording me? And who was that other woman with the black guy?”

		I looked down, shame flooding through me as I pulled my shorts back up over my erection. This was my rock bottom. “I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean this to happen, not like this.”

		“I mean…” Pamela’s eyes were wide. I could almost see the gears turning in her head as she processed what was going on here. “There are cameras? In our bedroom?”

		I nodded. Weirdly, a wave of relief washed over me. She knew that I knew. Finally. This was it. This was the point of reckoning.

		Pamela took a shaky breath and sat down next to me. “I was going to break it off with Mark this weekend. I’m so sorry.”

		“And what about Nick?”

		She cringed, then began to sob uncontrollably. I didn’t know what to do. I wanted to put an arm around her but didn’t. She needed to feel bad. She’d been cheating on me for weeks. Not just with one man but two. Maybe even more. Perhaps I didn’t know everything.

		“I’ve known for a while but didn’t know how to tell you,” I began but Pamela cut me off.

		“Why the fuck were you wanking off?” she said, anger creasing her face suddenly. Black mascara streaked her cheeks as she glared at me. “What… did it turn you on, watching me with Nick and Mark? Or were you getting off to that red-haired bitch on the other video? I mean… what the fuck is going on?”

		Her temper caught me off guard and it took me a moment to gather myself. “Wait. You can’t be angry at me, Pamela. You’ve been fucking my boss and my work colleague for ages now. I know everything. I even saw you do a threesome with the two of them.”

		“You saw that?” Pamela’s anger dissipated and she wailed miserably before leaving the room, storming upstairs in obvious distress.

		Fuck. This wasn’t the way it was supposed to happen.

		I opened the laptop and stared at the two videos miserably. Where did I go from here?

		

	
		Chapter 6

		

		Icalled work the next day and told them I’d be late. Work was the least important thing today. I needed to talk to Pamela and work things out somehow. I needed to at least give her a chance to save our marriage.

		“Have you forgotten about the presentation for Carlton?” Nick asked down the phone. Shit. A presentation? What was he talking about?

		“Um, yeah, I’ve got it all in hand,” I replied, wondering if this was something Carlton had instigated. I could ask him about it later. Pamela came first.

		“Good. You need to get that completed before you can take over the Donnex account from Mark.”

		“Sure,” I reassured him. “I’ll be in sometime after lunch and will give you an update on it then.”

		“Hello,” Pamela’s voice said quietly from behind me and I turned to see her standing in the kitchen doorway, in the same nightgown she’d been wearing last night.

		“Good morning.” I hung up the phone and stared at my wife. She looked dreadful. Her make-up was still smeared down her cheeks and her hair was a mess. She looked tired. She probably hadn’t slept much. Neither had I, as comfortable as our sofa was.

		“Aren’t you going to work?” she asked, her eyes downcast.

		“I’m going in late,” I said gently. “We need to talk about what happened.”

		Pamela nodded, eyes still looking down at the floor as she joined me at the kitchen table.

		I took a deep breath. We had a lot to discuss, but I was committed to having an open and honest dialogue. Our marriage, our history, was worth fighting for.

		“I know I messed up badly,” Pamela started, voice trembling. “Sleeping with Mark and Nick was so stupid and reckless. I was just looking for attention. Call it a midlife crisis, I don’t what I was thinking but once I started seeing him, I couldn’t stop.”

		I nodded slowly, taking in her words. “I understand needing more affection. But deceiving me like that was incredibly hurtful. You’ve ruined everything, Pamela. Everything we had is fucked.”

		“You’re absolutely right,” Pamela agreed remorsefully. “I betrayed your trust, and I’ll regret that forever. If I could take it back…”

		“You can’t change the past,” I said. “But you can change how you act from here on out. No more affairs or secrets - just complete honesty. If I’m not enough for you, just tell me and we’ll end this right here and now.”

		Should I tell her about Chantelle? The timing didn’t feel right.

		Pamela looked up with teary eyes. “I promise, no more lies. I’ll do whatever it takes to make this right.” She hesitated before adding, “I’m so ashamed you felt like you had to record it. And it’s so fucked up that you were jerking off to it.”

		I exhaled heavily, feeling the weight of my poor choices and embarrassed at being caught getting off to it. “I was acting from a place of anger and mistrust. I was going to use the videos to get back at Nick and Mark but depending on what happens here today, I’ll delete those videos when I’m ready, I promise.”

		Pamela managed a small smile, placing her hand over mine. “Thank you.”

		I pulled my hand away, causing Pamela’s eyes to tear up again.

		“I’m sorry.” I shook my head angrily. “You’re not forgiven yet. You have to end it with Nick and Mark. I’m ready to do the work to fix our marriage, if you are. We’ve overcome obstacles before - but this is a big one.”

		Pamela squeezed my hand again and this time, I didn’t pull it away.

		“I’ve been fucking Chantelle,” I confessed. Fuck it. I might as well tell her. If we were going to rebuild our marriage, I couldn’t live with my own skeleton in the cupboard, ready to drop out at any time if Chantelle got drunk one night and her tongue got too loose or something.

		“What?” Pamela burst into tears again.

		“I was angry,” I tried to explain. “It was the night of the threesome. I wasn’t at the hotel with Carlton, I was outside our house and about to go in and confront the three of you. She pulled up outside and saw me, then talked me out of it.”

		That wasn’t quite the full truth but it would do for now. I watched Pamela, waiting for her to stop crying and explode at me as I was sure she would.

		But she didn’t. She took another shaky breath, processing my confession and then wiped at her eyes with the back of her hand. “I get that you were hurt and did what you did because of me. But more cheating only compounds the damage I’d already done.”

		I nodded, swallowing deeply before replying. “You’re right. I was trying to get one over on you maybe. If you could fuck my boss and my workmate then I could fuck your best friend. It just made everything even more complicated but it just happened.”

		“I don’t even know what to say to Chantelle the next time I see her,” Pamela said slowly. “But I’ll cross that bridge when I come to it, I guess.”

		“My head’s been so fucked up.” I sighed. “The reason I was wanking off… the reason I’ve been spending more time downstairs while you’re in bed… It’s been my way - along with Chantelle - of dealing with it. I think my brain took the hurt, the shock of seeing you with Nick and Mark, and turned it into something… something horny. I know that sounds weird but I don’t know how else to explain it.”

		Pamela managed a sad smile. “Well, at least we both got some fun along the way.”

		That was tactless and in bad taste but for some reason, I found myself smiling too.

		“Chantelle is pretty good in bed,” I risked a joke, trying to lighten the seriousness of the mood.

		“Nick and Mark are too.” Pamela’s face was downturned but she looked up at me through her brows. “I’m sorry.”

		“I saw how good they were,” I replied honestly, then chuckled. “I’ve watched the videos enough times to see that. To say you orgasmed a lot would be the understatement of the year.”

		“Stop,” Pamela said, covering her face for a moment. “I know you’re trying to lighten the mood but I feel terrible.”

		“I did get turned on,” I repeated. “I’m not just saying that. You don’t know how hard that fucked up fact has been to deal with.”

		Pamela didn’t reply. She sat there with her head in her hands for a minute longer, then stood up. “I should get a shower,” she said, avoiding my gaze. “You should too. Then go to the office. We can talk tonight, when we’ve both had a bit of time to clear our heads.”

		“I want us to work,” I said, causing her to stop as she walked towards the stairs. “I love you, Pamela. Despite everything, I love you.”

		“I love you too.” She turned around and gave me the most genuine smile I’d seen from her in a long while. “I want us to work too. And we will. If we can get through this, we can get through anything, so let’s give it a try but first I need to shower. I stink.”

		I felt a spark of hope at her words. With compassion and willingness to grow, perhaps we could create something beautiful from the ashes. The road would be long, but travelled together, hand in hand, it might be a worthwhile journey.

		

		***

		

		“Ah, you’re here,” Nick waved at beckoned me to follow him down the corridor. I’d only just arrived at the office after a shower and some time to get my head straight. “Carlton is waiting for you.”

		“Carlton’s here?” I questioned my boss as I trailed after him towards the meeting room.

		“Yes, for the presentation,” Nick replied. “He told us how you’ve worked with him to get it ready.”

		“But…” Nick walked into the room, but I hesitated at the doorway, wondering what was going on. Carlton was sitting at the front of the room, dressed smartly in a black suit and tie. Mark was sitting nearby, sifting through a sheaf of papers on the table in front of him.

		“Finally,” my friend said, waving at me. “I was beginning to think you weren’t going to show.”

		“I didn’t expect us to be doing this today,” I smiled, trying to hide my uncertainty. What the hell was Carlton doing? “Can I run something by you before we start?”

		“Of course.” He stood up and joined me outside of the meeting room. I closed the door for a moment, aware that Nick and Mark were watching through the glass window from the meeting room, with a bemused look on their faces. They thought I’d fucked something up. It was almost as though they were waiting for me to fall flat on my face here.

		“What’s going on?” I asked, trying to maintain a smile on my face like I was in control of what was happening here/

		“I know you’re probably going to be mad with me,” Carlton began, also keeping his expression neutral for the two men watching us from beyond the glass, “But I’m a man of action. I’m so fucking angry at how you’ve been treated that I’m dealing with it, whether you like it or not.”

		“Shit,” I cursed. “Carlton, no. Listen. Pamela and I talked last night and this morning. It’s why I’m late. She’s sorry about what she’s done and we’re going to try to make our marriage work. I even told her about Chantelle.”

		“You did?” Carlton’s face showed some indecision for a moment.

		“Yes. This is only going to make things worse, whatever it is you’re planning to do.”

		“Fuck.” Carlton took a deep breath. “Okay. Listen, I’ll change it up. Let me deal with it, okay? I’m not going to jeopardise anything if you’re already working on things with Pamela.”

		“So what are you going to do?” I asked, frowning through the glass at my two work colleagues who were patiently waiting for whatever it was Carlton had promised them.

		“Just trust me. I’ll wing it,” he said, opening the door and striding back into the meeting room before I could stop him.

		I followed him in, faking a confident smile at Nick and then Mark as I joined Carlton at the front of the room.

		“You might want to close the blinds,” he said, pointing towards the steel shutters above the door window. “This is to be kept strictly confidential. It’s a huge deal I’m about to offer you guys.”

		Mark got up and drew the blinds closed and once he was sat back down, Carlton pulled a remote control from his pocket and pressed a button. The projector on the opposite side of the room flickered into life.

		“What are you doing?” I hissed but it was too late. Nick and Mark’s faces both changed from an interested smirk to an expression of shock at what was on the screen behind us and I turned around to see what Carlton had done.

		There she was. My Pamela, in all her naked glory, with Mark and Nick both inside her, fucking her at the same time.

		“Carlton, stop!” I half-shouted at my friend but he ignored me.

		“My friend here doesn’t know that I was going to do this today but here I am,” he announced to my boss and work colleague. “I became aware that you were both having sexual liaisons with his wife and I arranged to have your… meetings secretly recorded.”

		He reached into his pocket and drew out a USB flash drive.

		“On here are numerous recordings of you and Pamela,” he continued. How had he got copies of the recordings? Too late, I remembered leaving him alone with the laptop while I’d gone to check on Pamela. He must have quickly found my hidden folder and copied the videos while I was gone. Carlton was a computer expert. It was easily within his capabilities.

		“Nick, I know you’re a married man and I don’t want to ruin your marriage with this,” Carlton continued. “So in a moment, when I’m finished talking, we’re going to discuss what you need to do if you want to save your marriage and keep any sort of contract with my company.”

		“Did you know about this?” Nick asked me, his voice low and his expression grim.

		“I didn’t know he was going to do this,” I started but Carlton stepped in.

		“I told him about Pamela cheating,” my friend lied. “He spoke to his wife last night and they’re going to try to make their marriage work.”

		“You have to stay away from her,” I added, trying to gain some sort of agency in this conversation. I felt humiliated and angry at Carlton for doing this without my approval but it was too late now. The cat was out of the bag. I just had to ride it out.

		Mark’s face was pale as Carlton turned to face him. “As for you. Oh, yeah. I have something fun for you.”

		He pressed the button again and I grimaced before I even turned to look at the screen. I knew what it would be.

		“Oh, fuck,” Mark cursed, then stood and shouted at Carlton. “You fucking cunt. That’s my Bella. You absolute-”

		He made to walk over to us but Nick stood up quickly and grabbed his friend.

		“Don’t,” he warned him. “You’ll make things even worse.”

		“I’ve been fucking your fiancee for a few days now,” Carlton taunted him. She’s great in bed. I love her ginger pussy. She already knows that you’ve been cheating on her by the way. I wouldn’t expect your ring back. She’s already sold it.”

		“You’ll pay for this,” Mark warned us both, then turned and stormed from the room, slamming the door behind him.

		“I never liked him anyway,” Carlton shrugged. “But he’s better off without Bella and she’s better off with me.”

		I suddenly felt exhausted and slumped into a nearby chair. The shit had well and truly hit the fan. What the hell was going to happen next? I looked at Nick, the man who had been fucking my wife. He was the one it had all started with. He was the one who had instigated all of this. If he’d chosen not to sleep with Pamela, knowing she was married to me, none of this would have happened.

		As satisfying as seeing him so defeated as Carlton walked over and sat opposite him, this was still humiliating for me. Now that he knew that I knew, I felt stupid. This might be a win in a way, but it didn’t feel like it. He’d still fucked my wife. He still knew what her tits looked like; what her pussy felt like. He still knew what noises she made as she orgasmed. He’d still enjoyed every inch of her body and that rankled with me deeply.

		But the ball was in Carlton’s court. He leaned over the table that separated him from my boss and looked him squarely in the eye.

		“Now, we need to talk, Nick. Don’t we?”

		My boss nodded.

		

	
		Chapter 7

		

		“Happy birthday, Pamela!” My friend Jeff smiled as he walked through the door into the restaurant, by happenstance, the same restaurant I’d met Carlton, Bella and Kris in a couple of weeks ago.

		My wife stood up to greet my oldest friend and the two of them hugged briefly. “Is this your new girlfriend?”

		Jeff turned to the woman at his side and introduced her, even though I’d met her before.

		“Yes,” he said proudly, his green eyes beaming at his gorgeous mixed-race companion, “Pamela, this is Kris.”

		“She’s Carlton’s cousin,” I explained. “I met her a while ago and because she was single and Jeff was single, I thought I’d set them up on a date.”

		“And here we are,” Kris smiled at me warmly. “We’ve been getting on great, haven’t we, darling?”

		“We sure have.” Jeff took a seat at the table, waving at the other people who were sitting with us. “Hey, Carlton. Hi, Bella.”

		Carlton and Bella were an item now too. A lot had changed since that fateful evening when Pamela had caught me watching her videos and the following day when Carlton had dropped the bombshell at the office to Nick and Mark.

		“And you must be Chantelle and Greg,” Kris guessed as she sat next to Jeff.

		“Nice to meet you,” Pamela’s friend replied and Greg stood up to shake Jeff’s hand.

		“It’s so wonderful to have you all here,” Pamela beamed. “Thank you all for coming.”

		“We wouldn’t have missed it for the world,” Jeff replied just as the lights in the restaurant dimmed. He’d arrived at exactly the right time because a waiter walked over with Pamela’s birthday cake, candles blazing atop it which my wife blew out once we’d finished singing to her.

		We enjoyed a fabulous meal, followed by drinks and I took a moment to appreciate how far we’d come since that awful night when I thought our marriage was over and my career was finished. Seeing my wife so happy and our group of friends all gathered together and enjoying themselves made me feel warm inside.

		Drinks and conversation flowed throughout the evening and as we neared the end of what had been a fantastic night for Pamela’s birthday, the topic of discussion inevitably found its way around to everything that happened between us.

		“I couldn’t believe it when told me on the phone,” Jeff was saying, his voice low so that not everyone in the restaurant would hear, even though it was late and we were the only party remaining. “So you guys are making this work now?”

		“You seem really happy,” Kris added.

		I’d decided to tell Jeff what had happened a few nights ago, when inviting him to Pamela’s birthday party. He was my closest friend, even though we didn’t see as much of each other as we used to. If there was anyone I could confide in, it was Jeff. I knew he wouldn’t judge us and he hadn’t. He’d been intrigued more than anything. Shocked, but intrigued.

		“We are making it work,” I nodded. “No one ever said marriage was easy.”

		“And we are happy, yes,” Pamela took my hand and squeezed it. “We have certain rules that we’ve promised to follow and there are boundaries we won’t cross, but so far, so good.”

		“Good times are ahead,” Jeff smiled and winked at me and I felt myself blush but didn’t reply. He was right. Good times were ahead. Not that Jeff was going to be a part of that. Not yet, at least.

		“So after you gave it to them in that meeting,” Jeff turned to Carlton, “What happened? Have you heard from Mark since?”

		“Part of the deal I offered Nick was that he had to sack Mark immediately.” I looked at Carlton, still stunned at how ruthless he’d been that day. “I told him I couldn’t give my business to a company that employed people with such low morals.”

		“And did he?” Greg asked, equally as interested in the story as Jeff was. Greg and Chantelle were still together. Pamela, Chantelle, he and I had got together a while ago and discussed everything that had happened. Greg and I had a good talk and the two women managed to restore their friendships and we’d even talked about taking things forward in the very near future.

		“Mark quit,” I took over explaining. “He never even came back to work.”

		“He came to my place, banging on the door,” Bella added. I was still surprised that she and Carlton were an item now but they were actually good together. I hadn’t told her that he’d once referred to her as a slut. Even though I’d since learned it was apparently true and that she had a very liberal view of sex.

		“And you told him to fuck off, didn’t you?” Carlton laughed.

		“I told him I never wanted to hear from him again or I’d have my brothers throw him in the river,” Bella giggled.

		“And what happened to Nick?” Jeff asked, enjoying the story.

		“I told him that as long as he stayed away from Pamela and gave our friend here a huge pay rise, I’d keep the videos of him cheating on his wife to myself,” Carlton revealed. “But as it turns out, he decided to leave.”

		“And when he did, he recommended me for the new manager’s post,” my friend let me finish explaining. “I guess it was his way of apologising. I start on Monday.”

		“Congratulations,” Jeff exclaimed, followed by a chorus of other congratulations from everyone else around the table, including Pamela.

		“You didn’t tell me!” she squealed, pulling me into a hug and kissing me on the lips happily.

		“I thought it would be another nice birthday surprise for you,” I smiled.

		“So, all is well that ends well,” Chantelle spoke up, then lifted her almost-empty glass of wine high above the table and raised a toast. “To love conquering all.”

		Everyone raised their glass and repeated the words before the conversation started to slow down as the restaurant manager told us they were closing soon.

		“It’s been fun,” Jeff said, as he and Kris left. “We need to get together soon, just the four of us.”

		“Definitely,” I said, giving him a hug as Kris kissed Pamela on the cheek. With them gone, I turned to face the rest of our friends who were all standing up and putting their coats on, ready to leave. “So, are we going to do this?”

		“We’re doing this,” Bella giggled. “Your place?”

		“Our place?” Pamela questioned, looking at me quizzically.

		“Our place,” I confirmed. “Your final birthday present. You’ll see.”

		

		***

		

		Pamela knew what was going on before we got home and as soon as we all got out of our taxis and walked through the door, she turned to look at the group. I was standing next to Chantelle and Greg, both of whom had drunken smirks on their faces. Carlton and Bella were grinning too as they closed the door behind them.

		“Is this what I think it is?” my wife eyed me cautiously.

		“You said you wanted to try it,” I said slowly, walking over and kissing her softly on the lips. “Let’s go upstairs.”

		“What?” she giggled quietly after we broke the kiss. “Just like that? We go upstairs and-”

		“Don’t overthink it,” I whispered then kissed her again. “You told me you missed sex with Nick’s big black cock. Wait until you see Carlton’s.”

		“Oh my,” she giggled sexily, looking over my shoulder at the group of friends waiting expectedly behind us. “Okay then.”

		I watched my wife bound up the stairs but hesitated before following her. Carlton and Bella walked past me, followed by Greg and Chantelle, although Greg stopped and looked back, waiting for me to join them all in heading upstairs.

		“Are you sure about this?” the older man asked me, scrubbing a slender hand through his salt-and-pepper hair. Then he laughed. “Because I’m not, but it’s too late to stop now.”

		“I’ve seen her with other guys on videos,” I found myself saying, “But not in real life. I haven’t been present when… you know?”

		“At least you’ve seen your partner with someone else,” Greg shrugged. He looked nervous. “I haven’t. I only know what Chantelle has told me. This is a total first for me.”

		A loud female laugh echoed down the stairwell and Greg and I looked at each other, then slowly he walked up the stairs and disappeared from view. Still, I hesitated.

		After I’d come home from work that day when Carlton had confronted Nick and Mark, Pamela and I had sat down to talk. She’d made me a home-cooked meal and bought an expensive bottle of wine to loosen our inhibitions and we’d talked, honestly and candidly.

		The conversation hadn’t been easy and hadn’t been made any easier by what had happened earlier in the day. Pamela’s first instinct had been to call Nick and Mark, to check they were okay but I told her I didn’t want that. I needed her to focus on me. On us.

		And she had. As far as I was aware, she’d not spoken to either of her two former lovers since then and they’d kept their promise to stay away. But that had led to a conversation about our sex life and why she felt like she needed to have sex with them in the first place. She was bored. It was as simple as that. She was happy in our marriage with every aspect of it apart from the physical side. Sex with me wasn’t bad, she’d insisted. It simply wasn’t as exciting as it once was. Hearing that hurt, but I appreciated her honesty and we made a promise to each other to try new things to liven up that side of our relationship.

		But weekends away weren’t going to be enough. Sex toys weren’t going to be enough. Pamela had found herself fantasizing about other men, not just other scenarios. She liked the idea of a tall, physically imposing man. A black man. A man who could be rough with her between the sheets. A man with a big cock. With muscles. With attributes I didn’t have. That was what turned her on and that was what she wanted, even now.

		Again, hearing those confessions was difficult but weirdly, it was also exciting. I couldn’t deny being turned on by seeing Pamela with Nick and Mark and as hard as it was, I managed to admit that to her properly, relating to her how many times I’d masturbated while watching the recordings of her and her lovers over the past weeks.

		So the conclusion we reached was a logical one. She enjoyed being with new men. I enjoyed her being with new men. The things that were missing were honesty, openness, trust. If we put those aspects into the mix, who was to say we couldn’t make it work?

		It couldn’t be with Nick or Mark though. Those fuckers had cheated on their own wives as well as sneaked around behind my back and lied to my face. I hoped that wherever they were and whatever they were doing, that their lives were as fucked up as mine and Pamela’s had almost been. No, I never wanted to see their smug faces ever again and I made her promise the same.

		She agreed and we set out some other rules too. I needed to be in control. She owed me that. What happened now was a choice I got to make. She’d had her fun. Now it was my turn, even though the fun would always be centred around Pamela and her needs, I needed my fun too.

		And so here we were. About to try something new for the first time. When I’d spoken to Carlton about it, he’d offered to be Pamela’s new lover without hesitation. And when I told Pamela, she replied that she’d like to try something with Carlton. Bella had to be part of the conversation but I’d kept that part a secret until tonight. I had no idea if Pamela harboured any lesbian fantasies but we’d soon find out. Bella was, as Carlton explained, very liberated when it came to sex.

		As for Chantelle and Greg, he’d accepted that as an older man, he struggled to keep up with his younger girlfriend’s highly sexed nature, and so if she wanted to have casual sex with someone else, he’d tolerate it for her sake. Chantelle and Pamela had spoken about it and to my surprise, my wife gave permission for that ‘someone’ to be me. And then, the coup de grace, Pamela expressed curiosity towards watching me with her friend, something that Greg also said he’d like to try.

		So here I was, standing at the bottom of a staircase, while my wife and my friends were giggling, no doubt already up to something, in the bedroom above me. What was I waiting for? This was it. This was the moment.

		Would our marriage be able to withstand a brand new wave of sexual exploration? There was only one way to find out. I headed upstairs and pushed the bedroom door open.

		“Let’s do this,” I said and undid my zipper.

		

	
		Chapter 8

		

		“Get over here,” my wife called out, as I stepped into the bedroom. She was sitting on the bed, still fully clothed in the navy blue dress she’d worn out tonight. Her matching high heels were discarded by the door and I almost tripped over them in my haste to join her on the bed.

		“Be careful,” Chantelle laughed as I stumbled my way over to my wife, who grabbed me and steadied me as I sat down next to her.

		“I know we’ve talked about this but I’ve never been so nervous in my life,” I admitted quietly to her.

		“Would it be easier if you just set the cameras back up and watched on your laptop?” she suggested with a wry grin.

		“Actually, it might be fun to video this,” Carlton added from where was sitting on the other side of the bed with Bella. “It’d be horny to watch it back later.”

		I obviously hadn’t been as quiet as intended because Chantelle and Greg had heard too. They were standing over by the door, looking slightly out of place.

		“We’re nervous too,” the blonde woman admitted. “I mean, how do these things start? Do we all take our clothes off, or…”

		“I’ll get this started,” purred Bella, leaning into Carlton and kissing him on the neck. I chuckled at the flirty woman but stopped her.

		“No,” I said, standing up and looking down at my wife sitting in front of me. “This is Pamela’s thing. It’s her birthday. And she’s been bad. She’s fucked other men, including a threesome right here, on this very bed.”

		“Oh,” Pamela said, her large eyes blinking in surprise as she looked up at me.

		“So she’ll be the first one to take her clothes off,” I continued, in as commanding a tone as I could muster. I’d kept this from her, but ever since our reconciliation, I’d harboured a feeling of resentment. Not towards Nick and Mark, whom I should have directed my feelings of retribution towards, but rather I felt it at Pamela. I knew why; the loss of control bothered me. She’d gone behind my back, taken matters into her own hands and done whatever she’d wanted. I needed that feeling of control back. Now it was my turn to not only do what I wanted but also to make Pamela do what I wanted.

		“You want me to-” Pamela started but I silenced her with a nod.

		“Take your dress off,” I instructed my wife. “Carlton and Chantelle have seen your tits but I want Bella and Greg to see them.”

		Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Carlton and Bella glance at one another and then I turned to see Greg and Chantelle do likewise.

		“Okay,” Pamela said, then stood up slowly and pulled her long dark hair back so that she could pull her dress up and over her head. Beneath it, she was wearing a lacy white bra and panty set.

		“Take your bra off,” I ordered, catching and holding Pamela’s gaze as she looked at me. She licked her lips nervously but did as she was told, reaching behind her back to unclasp it before letting it fall to the floor.

		“Wow,” Greg murmured and I grinned to myself when I looked at him staring at my wife’s large, round tits. I realised that taking Carlton into account, Greg was now the fourth new man to see my wife’s breasts in the past month or two. That really wasn’t right.

		“And your panties,” I continued. “Show everyone your slutty pussy, Pamela.”

		“It’s a good job I shaved,” my wife commented, trying to pretend she wasn’t mildly embarrassed but it was obvious that she was from her flaming red cheeks. She slid her panties down, now fully exposed to everyone in the room.

		Carlton stood up and walked around the bed to see Pamela’s nudity up close. “You look even better in real life,” he commented softly.

		“I still can’t believe you’ve seen the videos of me being fucked,” my wife replied throatily. Her voice was husky now. I could tell she was turned on by all the eyes on her body.

		I felt movement behind me and swivelled to see Bella slithering across the bed to be nearer to us. The atmosphere in the room was charged now. This was actually happening.

		“Turn the light down,” I told Greg, who was standing next to the dimmer switch. As he did, lowering the brightness to a more comfortable and sexy level, Chantelle finally left his side and walked over to me.

		“Don’t forget about me,” she murmured, placing a hand on my chest and standing on her tiptoes to kiss me gently on the lips. “You said this is all about Pamela but I’m here for a reason too.”

		“I want to watch you fuck Chantelle,” Pamela murmured and when I returned my attention to my wife, I saw her undoing Carlton’s shirt.

		“I want to watch that too,” Greg added. The older man took a few steps closer, standing just a few feet from the bed now.

		“No pressure then,” I quipped as Chantelle’s hands began to undress me, removing my shirt and then slowly tugging down my jeans. As she went to pull down my shorts, I stopped her. It suddenly felt weird, letting a room full of people see my dick, especially two other guys, one of whom I knew well but the other was a relative stranger.

		“Don’t get shy now,” Pamela told me. “You just made me get naked in front of everyone. If I can do it, you can too.”

		I closed my eyes and let go of Chantelle’s hand. She pulled down my shorts and my semi-erect cock popped out but no one commented. I opened my eyes just as Chantelle wrapped her fingers around my shaft and began to stroke me to hardness. Meanwhile, Carlton’s hands had started to explore Pamela’s body, brushing over her breasts and making her nipples stiffen.

		“This is insane,” I heard Greg murmur and turned to see him standing close by, his eyes trained on his girlfriend’s hand working my shaft.

		As good as it felt to have the blonde woman jerking me off, I became focused on Pamela. It was crazy to think that my wife was nude in a room full of our friends and a stranger that she’d never met before in Bella. I watched her undo Carlton’s belt buckle and unzip him as he tossed his shirt to one side, revealing his toned torso. I could see her hands trembling as she slowly pulled down the front of his shorts to reveal his semi-erect, thick, black, circumcised penis.

		“Oh, hello,” she giggled nervously, kneeling so that it confronted her at eye level. “That is a nice dick.”

		“Bigger than Nick’s?” Greg asked and I turned to look at him, surprised at how much the older man was talking in this intense situation. “Chantelle told me that Nick was big.”

		“I’ll tell you once I’ve got it nice and hard,” my wife replied smoothly, then leaned forward and took Carlton in her mouth.

		Even though I’d watched her suck two different dicks on the videos, watching her do it in real life was jarring and I felt myself go numb for a moment, the hand that Chantelle had wrapped around my own cock forgotten momentarily.

		Then something else happened which felt almost like a soft punch to the gut. Bella had climbed further along the bed, to be right next to her boyfriend and Pamela, and the woman reached out a hand, placed it on the back of my wife’s head and pushed her further down Carlton’s shaft. Pamela gagged slightly, saliva dribbling down her chin for a second, but then settled, accommodating the big black cock in her throat.

		I looked at Bella. Her eyes were wide, her pupils dilated with excitement. She was actually enjoying watching her boyfriend being sucked off by another woman. She and Carlton had only been an item for a short time, but still, it felt bizarre. This whole situation felt bizarre but I couldn’t deny it was incredibly arousing. But seeing her push my wife’s head down onto another man’s dick was also kind of degrading.

		Then Chantelle distracted me by taking my cock in her mouth. I saw Pamela look sideways at her friend, taking in the sight of her wrapping her lips around the tip before sucking me deeper and I wondered how it must make her feel.

		Similarly, Greg’s eyes switched from Pamela blowing Carlton to his own girlfriend giving another man head. At least I know exactly how you’re feeling right now, I thought to myself.

		Chantelle’s mouth felt warm around me and she began to suck up and down my length. The combined soft sounds of her wet mouth and the similar sounds coming from Pamela filled the otherwise silent room. Greg and Bella stayed silent as did Carlton and I as we watched our dicks being sucked for a while until eventually Pamela stopped.

		“You are really big,” she told my friend, stroking his dark length while admiring it, wet and shiny with her saliva. “Slightly bigger than Nick.”

		“Thick too.” Chantelle had stopped sucking me and was also having a good, close-up look at Carlton’s erection. “I could change my mind about who I want to fuck tonight.”

		“Fine by me,” Greg nodded. “I think I’d like to see how that dick looks inside you, rather than…” He pointed at my modest cock. “…No offence intended, but… you know… He’s huge.”

		“Right,” I sighed. “I get it.”

		“You’ve already had Chantelle,” Pamela pointed out. “Carlton hasn’t.”

		“I’m in charge here,” I pointed out. “This goes down how I decide, okay?”

		Pamela’s big brown eyes got even bigger as she stared at me. She took a moment, but she nodded. “So what happens next? Tell us. I’m horny as hell and don’t want to waste time talking.”

		“Get on the bed,” I commanded her, Bella moving out of the way so Pamela could obey. Pamela did as she was told, stepping up onto the high, soft surface. “Now spread your legs so we can all see your slutty pussy.”

		Again, Pamela followed my orders, parting her thighs and giving everyone in the room a clear view of her tight, moist slit.

		“Please tell me I can fuck her,” Carlton murmured, his eyes trained on my wife’s cunt.

		“Yes, I want you to fuck her,” I confirmed. “And fuck her hard.”

		As Carlton joined Pamela on our bed, stroking his cock in anticipation, I turned to Greg. “Why don’t you undress Chantelle and get her ready for our cocks?”

		“What?” He said, his mouth hanging open.

		“It’s okay,” the blonde replied, placing her hand on his cheek. “This is what we wanted, remember? Help me get undressed.”

		I didn’t know what to watch; Greg’s awkward assisting of Chantelle, pulling down her skintight jeans while she peeled off her top, or my black friend positioning himself between my wife’s thighs, ready to enjoy her like my two work colleagues already had.

		Ultimately, Pamela won out. Bella sat on one side of the two people about to fuck, while I sat on the other, and together we both had a good view of Carlton’s dark brown, circumcised head push against Pamela’s small pink folds before they gave way and he slid into her.

		“Oh, fuck,” my wife moaned at the intrusion of his thick shaft. “That feels so fucking good.”

		“God, you’re tight,” the black man breathed, pushing himself deeper into her, stretching out her labia around his thickness.

		“Nick and Mark both said that too,” Pamela smiled, then gasped as Carlton went deeper, thrusting slowly in and out, deeper each time. Then she looked at me, our eyes locked. “It feels so fucking horny with you watching. Does it look good?”

		“Mmhmm,” I nodded, unable to properly speak. Seeing my wife being taken by another man through the cameras was one thing, but being so close to happening, being able to smell the scent of her sex, hearing the soft wetness of her pussy as Carlton began to fuck her fast, was incredibly arousing and I became suddenly aware of how hard my cock was, almost throbbing between my legs.

		I watched, entranced as Pamela and Carlton fucked, raw and passionately on the bed for some time, Pamela’s cheeks flushing, her lips parted, clearly in ecstasy from the big dick filling her up. Then Bella’s eyes, looking past me, caused me to turn around and as I did, I became aware of the noise of sex happening behind me too.

		Chantelle was naked now, her smaller breasts bouncing as Greg fucked her from behind. He hadn’t undressed, he’d just pulled his trousers down low enough to get his dick into her and her arms pulled behind her, bending her forward so he could enjoy her. Both his eyes and Chantelle’s were on the bed, watching my wife coming close to orgasm as they fucked.

		Then it happened. Pamela’s hands clutched onto the big black man pounding away between her legs, her back arched and she thrust her hips forward to meet the upcoming thrust and then orgasmed. Her climax shuddered through her, but Carlton kept going, thumping his groin against hers, shoving every inch of his impressive cock into her, as she convulsed and moaned out loud beneath him.

		Once she finished shaking with the ecstatic orgasm and slumped back against the bed, Carlton pulled out of her, holding his dick tightly in his hand. “I don’t want to cum yet,” he told her softly, then sat down on the bed and beckoned over to Chantelle. “If you want to try this,” he said, waving his erection at her, “You need to do it now.”

		Chantelle looked over her shoulder at her boyfriend, who had slowed to a stop behind her. Then he nodded. “Go, before I change my mind,” he said quietly.

		The blonde walked over to Carlton, and without speaking straddled him on the bed. Greg stepped past me, standing next to his girlfriend and I saw him take her hand, supporting her as she guided her wet cunt onto the stiff, black cock and then slid down onto it.

		“Can someone fuck me, please,” my wife said softly from the bed. “I need fucking some more.”

		I turned to smile at her but before I could move, Greg pushed past me. I was about to object to the older man being so presumptuous but to my complete surprise, Pamela welcomed him on top of her, even reaching down to take his smaller but very hard penis in her hand and putting him inside her.

		“I can barely feel it but you can fuck me anyway,” Pamela murmured, her head craning forward to softly kiss the older man as he began to shove himself in and out of her.

		What the fuck was happening to us? This was crazy.

		“Oh, my God,” I heard Chantelle giggle, telling Carlton what was happening behind his back. “Greg’s fucking Pamela.”

		“Good,” the black man replied, enjoying the blonde riding his cock but not turning around to look. “That pussy of Pamela’s needs lots of cock to satisfy it, we know that. Paul is just going to have to get used to it.”

		As Greg fucked my wife and Carlton fucked my side-piece, I didn’t know what to do. The sight of the two couples fucking was incredibly horny. The room reeked of sweat and sex by now and the noises of Greg’s grunting, Carlton’s sighs and the combined moans of Chantelle and Pamela as they were fucked was all too much. My cock was throbbing and pulsing between my legs. I knew that if I touched it, I’d probably cum.

		“Let me deal with that for you,” Bella whispered and I looked to my side to see her kneeling at the edge of the bed. I’d almost forgotten about Carlton’s girlfriend and apparently, so had everyone else. She saw the look of surprise on my face and smiled. “Don’t worry. I don’t bite.”

		Then she peeled off her top to reveal that she wasn’t wearing a bra beneath and shuffled closer, taking my cock in her hand. Her breasts were small but firm, her body was smooth, sculpted like an athlete. Was this really happening?

		Yes, it was. Her full lips touched the head of my cock and it was everything I could do not to explode right then. I closed my eyes, the sounds of sex in the room seeming to become louder. The musky smell of pussy was overpowering. The sensory overload was completed by Bella’s warm, hungry mouth taking me deep but I managed to somehow find a sense of calm, concentrating on the feeling of her pleasuring me.

		I let her suck me, her soft mouth gliding up and down my cock expertly. Carlton was right, Bella was sexually experienced. I’d never had anyone suck my cock so well, taking me to my balls before coming back up to gently massage the tip with her tongue.

		“Don’t cum inside her.” Chantelle’s words finally broke me out of the trance-like state I was in. I don’t know how long I’d been standing there, my eyes closed, focused on the head I was getting but now I became aware of movement around me and I opened my eyes to see Greg thrusting away hard and fast between my wife’s legs.

		Carlton and Chantelle had finished fucking and were standing on the other side of the bed.

		“One second,” I said softly to Bella but the redhead didn’t stop. Instead, she just slowed down but continued working my cock as I turned to look properly at the bed.

		“Greg, I want to see you cum on her face,” Chantelle was saying. “You like doing it with me. I want to see you do it with Pamela.”

		“Ah, okay,” the older man said, stopping and pushing himself to a sitting position, his small, grey-haired cock jutting up from his groin stiffly.

		“I want Carlton to cum inside her,” I said and it was only then that anyone seemed to notice me and Bella. My black friend grinned as he saw his girlfriend still sucking me off.

		“Are you enjoying that?” he asked with a chuckle and then Pamela, out of breath on the bed, also turned to see.

		“Yes,” I nodded, then pointed to my wife, still lying there with her legs spread obscenely wide. “Now fuck her and fill her up.”

		“As you wish,” Carlton replied and Greg moved out of the way, sliding up the bed to rest by Pamela’s face. Then my black business associate pushed his dick into my wife. It slid in easily, her pussy wet and used by now but Pamela still grunted as he drove it in, the much bigger size making her body tense up slightly.

		I looked down at the gorgeous redhead working my cock as they began to fuck but my attention was drawn back to the bed as I heard Chantelle whisper, “Let me do it.”

		I saw the blonde take hold of Greg’s dick and begin to jerk him off, next to Pamela’s face. It took maybe thirty seconds for him to cum, my wife turning to look at the older man’s small cock as he finished, a long thread of white liquid bursting from the tip to land on her nose and cheek.

		“Open your mouth,” I called over and Pamela did, sticking her tongue out to catch the second jet of Greg’s cum. Chantelle’s boyfriend grunted his approval as she continued to wank him off, squeezing every drop of cum into my wife’s mouth.

		“Fuck,” Carlton moaned right then. “I’m gonna cum.”

		“Do it,” I encouraged him. “Do it inside her.”

		“Aaaargh,” he moaned loudly and I watched Pamela reach down, her hands gripping his hips, pulling him deeper into her as he came. I saw the muscles on his back flexing as he delivered his loud into my wife’s slutty cunt and at that moment, I felt myself about to climax too.

		“I’m cumming,” I told Bella and she nodded, then took me all the way into her mouth so that I could finish into her throat.

		The feeling was exquisite, my entire cock buried in the redhead’s mouth as my balls tightened and then I felt my release, my cock hardening and then shooting my load down her willing throat.

		Carlton was still holding himself inside my wife as I finished cumming in his girlfriend’s mouth, then my legs gave way and I staggered sideways to sit on the bed heavily.

		“Holy fuck,” I moaned, sitting next to Pamela and taking a moment to gather myself until Carlton lifted himself away from her. “That was amazing.”

		“It really was,” my wife breathed. Her face was glistening with Greg’s juices and my eyes drifted down her sweating body to see Carlton’s white fluids ooze from her gaping pussy and onto the bed. Seeing my wife, so well used, lying on the bed, spunk dribbling from her was suddenly jarring and I became aware of everyone watching me.

		“Happy birthday, Pamela?” I said in a questioning tone. It was the only thing I could think to say and it was the right thing because immediately, the awkward tension in the room was broken and everyone began to laugh, including my wife.

		“Best birthday ever,” she giggled, finally finding the energy to push herself to a sitting position. “Thank you.”

		What did Carlton, Bella, Chantelle and Greg think of me, I wondered at that moment. I was a husband who had just let two men fuck his wife while everyone watched and fooled around too. One of the men had cum on her face and the other had filled her cunt with his spunk and all I’d gotten out of it was a blow job. I had to show them that I didn’t care. I owned this situation. I was in charge.

		“You did good,” I found myself saying, as though I was congratulating an employee or something, then, “I love you.”

		“I love you too,” Pamela smiled, her eyes full of adoration as she gazed at me. “We’re going to make this work, aren’t we?”

		“We are,” I nodded. She was right. She needed more cock than I could ever give her and I was going to let her have it… and watch and enjoy every single fucking moment of it.
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