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Chapter One

 


As the light turned green Peter checked over his shoulder for inattentive right-turners before breaking into a brisk walk across the street and toward the diner. It was a perfectly miserable evening. The sort of frigid mid-February weather that made him pine for the oppressive heat and humidity of summer he so hated.
 

He was glad he’d left the car home and walked to the gym from work. It was only twenty minutes and a great way to warm up before hitting the weights. He’d done his full ninety minute routine. He was a little sore, but the good kind. The timing had worked out perfect, too. Rachel was getting off work at eight and he’d be there just in time to pick her up.
 

A smile lit up his face as he thought of his pretty wife. He’d been bothered about her wanting to keep her waitress gig at the diner at first. He made more than enough to keep them comfortable. He’d always had it in the back of his mind that, once they married, she’d quit her job, stay home and tend house.
 

Not that he was a misogynist that wanted to keep her down. Not at all. She just had so much more potential that she wasn’t living up to. Taking orders and hauling plates of food was beneath her, or at least that’s what he thought.
 

But he’d come to understand that it was about more than just having a job for her. She wanted the independence her income brought. Wanted to know she was contributing. He should’ve realized early on she wasn’t the type to sit on the couch eating bonbons all day.
 

And that was fine by him. She was happy now. She’d been in a better mood the last few weeks. Had a few regulars who were big tippers. Won over a few of the grumpy old guys that sat nursing endless cups of coffee with her dazzling smile. If it made her happy then who was he to stand in the way?
 

He turned the corner onto fifth and pulled his earbuds out. Pocketed them and tapped his phone to turn off the music he’d been listening to. The street was nearly empty and the only shop with it’s lights still on was the Greasy Beaver where Rachel worked.
 

As he walked closer he saw the familiar outline of his wife leaning against the counter, head tilted back in what looked to be an uproarious laugh. She had her arms crossed over her chest. His smile faded as he laid eyes on the gentleman sitting next to her. He was chuckling, obviously in on whatever Rachel had found so hilarious.
 

Peter slowed to a stop and stared. He watched Rachel’s hand drift up to her neck. Saw her glance sideways over her shoulder at the guy she was talking to and smile. His pulse quickened as he watched their eyes meet. The gaze they shared lasted just long enough to spike Peter’s adrenaline.
 

He knew that look on Rachel very well. The sweet smile with something simmering beneath. A look with promise. Potential. A look he’d never seen her give any man but himself. His throat closed up.
 

He wasn’t sure why he stepped sideways and into the shadow of the entrance to the bank. Felt a little foolish creeping on his wife from halfway down the block. But the back of his neck all the way down his spine was tingling. Even when the look faded from her expression it stayed in his mind. Even as the conversation seemed to become more casual he couldn’t erase the vision of Rachel’s eyes locked in the strangers stare. It electrified him.
 

At first he tried to shake it off. Jealousy, he had always thought, was a petty emotion. One he was very careful not to harbour and, if he did, even more careful not to display. But he realized quickly that wasn’t what had him all charged up. Was he a little jealous that she’d looked at a guy that way? Sure. But it was a shallow resentment he could let go of easily.
 

No. This was something else entirely.
 

The man stood up and knocked back the last of his coffee. Turned to Rachel with a dark hand extended. Tipped his head toward the door and asked her something.
 

The way Rachel chewed her lip and smiled shyly at him got Peter’s heart racing even faster. When she raised her hand and wiggled her wedding ring with her thumb, his blood ran cold as ice. It was clear the man, a very handsome and rather large black man, had made an invitation. An invitation to spend some time with Rachel that evening. Time that, by the looks of things, he hoped might take a romantic turn.
 

Rachel’s reply, drawing attention to the fact that she was married, was met with an unworried shrug. The man reached down, took her hand and gave it a shake, then leaned closer and whispered something into Rachel’s ear. Something that made her turn a very bright shade of red.
 

This, too, took Peter’s breath away. He would have paid a week’s salary to know what the man had suggested. Just thinking about the possibilities had him blushing, too. He could hear his pulse in his ears and feel his heart pumping in his chest.
 

Another figure emerged through the door to the kitchen. Peter recognized Jerome, the line cook on the afternoon shift he’d met once or twice. A cheerful, outgoing guy who Rachel said always kept an eye out for her. Which Peter appreciated.
 

As Jerome came to stand next to the stranger, they bumped fists and Jerome said something to Rachel that made her laugh again.
 

An odd knot started to form just below Peter’s stomach. Hot and kind of ticklish at first. Like he was enjoying watching this, for some reason. A knot that felt uncomfortably close to arousal after a while.
 

Peter didn’t have the space in his mind to parse what it might mean. The entirety of his attention was focused on the scene playing out inside. Rachel giggling at their quips. The guys laughing together. He wondered whether what he saw as occasional stolen glances by Jerome at Rachel were real or if his imagination was playing games. He also couldn’t ignore the feeling of his cock engorging between his legs.
 

It was the most utterly bizarre end to what had been a mundane day. And it drove him a little crazy.
 

The guys wrapped up the conversation. The stranger started walking toward the door. Jerome, though, leaned sideways, pressed his cheek to Rachel’s, then turned his head and kissed hers.
 

The icy cold that washed over him at seeing that collided with the heat bubbling up from his loins somewhere in the center of his chest. He felt like he couldn’t breathe. Got a little dizzy standing there and staring as the two left the restaurant.
 

What really got him, though, and what he somehow knew would haunt him for a long time coming, was the way Rachel looked after them. Was that hope or longing in her eyes? Because from where he was standing it sure as hell looked like Rachel was entertaining some very inappropriate ideas. Ideas that, for some reason, he desperately wanted to hear about.
 

He shook his head and looked down at the ground. He was being crazy, he told himself. Seeing things were there was nothing to be seen. His mind was playing tricks on him. Of course Rachel wasn’t entertaining anything. She was being her usual likeable self, joking around with a couple of guys at the end of her shift. No big deal. Right?
 

When he looked up again and found her in the exact same position, leaning against the counter looking a little wistful about what had just transpired, he knew there was more going on there than just co-workers saying goodbye for the night. Even if he knew Rachel would never cheat on him or anything like that. Not in a million years. But what could she be thinking? Was she thinking about the stranger? Jerome? Was she imagining things like Peter was?
 

It threw him for the biggest loop of his life. In the two years they’d been married he’d never, ever seen her look like that after a guy. She had lots of guy friends. Nothing Peter had ever worried about. This was different. This looked like his sweet young wife was possibly, maybe contemplating something sordid. Something inappropriate for a young married woman to be thinking about. Possibly something extra-marital?
 

The thought sent a tremor shaking through him. Not so much because he thought Rachel would ever act on it. More because the idea of Rachel thinking about sex outside the boundaries of their marriage was darkly titillating.
 

Peter didn’t consider himself a prude. He was proud of being a good lover but he wasn’t kinky and neither was Rachel. They liked that just fine. And here she was entertaining thoughts of tall, dark strangers doing what? It was naughty. Very naughty. That, in turn, made it strangely exciting. He stood there staring for a few more minutes, watching Rachel chew her thumbnail and think her thoughts. He finally collected himself enough that he felt like he could face her without giving away his hand. He put what he’d just seen neatly away in a compartment in his mind, worked himself back into the head space he’d been in before he’d seen it and started walking briskly toward the diner making sure that he was smiling.
 

Rachel was just locking the front door when he got there. The way she smiled at him when she saw him warmed his heart. She was gorgeous even in her little waitress uniform.
 

Peter couldn’t help but notice the way her large breasts were outlined in the ever so slightly too tight shirt she had on. Had to wonder if Jerome and his friend had noticed it, too. Of course they had. They were men. And now there was a fresh waterfall of dirty thoughts tumbling through his mind.
 

Rachel dressed like that every day. Every guy that walked through that joint got to see her like that. How many of them were perverts? How many of them stole glances at his wife’s plump tits while she served them coffee and bacon over eggs? All of them, was the only reasonable answer. That got his blood pumping again. It was a struggle to keep smiling but somehow he managed.
 

Rachel twisted the deadbolt and pulled the door open a crack. “Hey sorry we’re closed,” she said, flashing a cheeky smile.
 

“I’m just here to get my wife,” he muttered. A strange possessiveness gripped him as he said it. A lingering shadow of the feelings that had rocked his world. Like he had something to prove. Like he had to show the world she was his and nobody else’s. Like he had to show her that, too.
 

She eyed him up and down, then smirked. “Oh. Okay. Well come in then, I guess,” she said.
 

He slipped in and she shut the door behind him. Spun around, which made her skirt flare up around her thighs. Put on a big smile and wrapped her arms around his neck. “Hey stranger,” she whispered.
 

He sensed her good mood immediately. The same good mood she’d been in the last few weeks after coming home. The thought clicked inside his mind and jolted him. Was this the reason for her cheerfulness? Jerome and his big friend paying her special attention at the end of the night? “Hey sweetheart,” he whispered back, though barely. His chest was constricted and his mouth was dry.
 

Rachel got up on her tiptoes and kissed him softly on the lips. “Just me give me a second to get my things,” she said.
 

He watched her spin around and saunter off toward the kitchen. Tried to recall whether that was the way she always walked? With her ass swinging side to side like that? Or was that a strut reserved for the diner? To squeeze a couple extra bucks in tips out from the lecherous regulars? She may have been working below her pay-grade but she wasn’t unambitious. And she was clever. She knew what it took to make a buck.
 

She reappeared, backpack slung over one shoulder, bundled in the down parka he’d bought her for Christmas that year. She smiled at him again and it melted his heart.
 

He was being ridiculous, he thought to himself as he turned and watched her flick off the lights. She was his beautiful, sweet wife and he was being jealous and accusing her having impure thoughts because of what? She’d showed a guy her ring instead of accepting an invitation? He was being preposterous.
 

“You gonna’ stay the night?” Rachel asked, standing in the door the cold wind blowing her hair around her face.
 

He smirked and walked past her through the door.
 

She twisted the key in the lock, tucked her arm under his and led him toward the subway.
 

As they walked he stole discreet glances at her out the corner of his eye. She seemed cheerful. Work made her happy. He liked that.
 

But he couldn’t chase away the vision of what she’d looked like after Jerome and company had left. Couldn’t put it out of his mind no matter how he tried.
 






Chapter Two

 


He lay in bed that night listening to the water running as Rachel indulged in one of her endless showers. His cock was solid and filled with pressure, as it had been all evening. He’d been distracted as they’d watched Games of Chance.
 

With Rachel cuddling up to him he’d spent the two episodes glancing down at her, trying to find a shadow of that look, an echo of the wistful longing he thought he’d seen in the diner. And as he’d done that he’d obsessed manically about what that look might have meant.
 

He’d kept a pillow on his lap to hide his erection, pretending it was a table for the bowl of chips. Now his cock was as hard as it had been all night and he was having doubts and questions.
 

Why? Why was he so aroused? Of course Rachel was beautiful and hot and sexy and they were still in love. But the spontaneous, frequent sex they’d had for months after their honeymoon had waned into something more predictable. They were both usually tired during the week. Weekends were for fucking now. Saturday night after they went out to work off some booze and lazy Sunday mornings to work off the inevitable hangover. They just didn’t do it that much Monday to Friday anymore.
 

And here he was on a Wednesday trying to think of a way to woo her. Which felt strange, too. He’d never had to think about how to initiate. They both just kind of knew when it was going to happen and went for it. Here he was feeling like a virgin who barely knew where to put his dick even if he could get the words out. It was confusing and disorienting.
 

Rachel finally came in wrapped in a big, fluffy robe. She peeled it off revealing her baggy flannel pyjamas, threw it over the back of the chair in front of the commode and quickly hopped under the sheets before she got too cold. She curled into him and tucked her knees up toward her chest.
 

When he looked down it seemed like she was going to fall asleep any second. He couldn’t have that. Selfish as it seemed there was no way he was getting any sleep with the boner he had on, or the thoughts racing through his mind. Even if he didn’t understand at all what was happening to him he needed release. A reprieve from his obsession. He knew it was only going to be found with his own hand or in Rachel’s tight, sweet little cunt.
 

“D’ya have a good day?” she purred, curling up against him tighter.
 

“It was alright,” he replied.
 

“That’s good. Me too. Made good tips today.”
 

“Good for you,” he told her. The gears turned in his mind. Hey how about a quickie? So awkward. Hey, you want to maybe, you know… Why was this suddenly so hard? What’d that guy say to you tonight?
 

His cock flexed at the same moment Rachel’s hand brushed past his groin. His face flared red with an embarrassed blush.
 

Her eyes popped open and she craned her neck to look up at him from his chest. “Hello,” she said, giggling. “What’s that about?”
 

He smirked and tried to make blow it off. Shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know. You’re hot. Sometimes I’m gonna’ get a hard on about it.”
 

She looked up at him, her blue eyes twinkling. “You want me to do something about it?” she asked.
 

He gave an awkward, coughing laugh. “That’d be nice, I guess,” he said. What the hell was wrong with him? He wasn’t like this! When he wanted it he took it. He fucked her like a man. Showed her the time of her life. He was acting like he’d never had sex with anyone before.
 

Rachel’s eyes narrowed. “Is something up?” she asked.
 

“Huh?”
 

“You’re just acting kind of funny,” she said.
 

“Oh. Heh. Nah. Just…kind of tired I guess,” he lied.
 

“Well hey if you’re that tired we don’t have to,” she said, giggling.
 

“Not that tired,” he said, grinning and leaning over her to kiss her. That was better. Up on one arm over her. Taking charge again. Remembering what it meant to be a man.
 

“Oh hang on. Can we do something different?” she asked, pulling the covers he’d pushed off, back over herself. “I’m all warm already and I don’t want to have to take another shower.”
 

“Uh…sure. Yeah. Whatever you want.”
 

She spun around and pushed her ass out towards him. Peeled her flannels and underwear off then pressed her ass against his leg and rubbed. She shot a devilish smile over her shoulder at him. “Come on in,” she whispered.
 

He chuckled. This was certainly unusual. Normally when they had sex they fucked. Like, athletic, muscular struggle-fucking they were both exhausted by. But hey. Different was good, right? He peeled his own underwear off. His cock sprang out. He shuffled forward, pointing it at her pussy.
 

“Hang on,” she whispered. She reached around herself and grabbed his meat. Dragged it up and down the slit that led to her vagina. On the third stroke he felt her juice come in and soak the head of his prick. It flexed in her hand. “Put it in,” she whispered. She guided him as he moved forward, parted her legs slightly, just enough for him to squeeze into her delicious tightness. “Ah!” she gasped, then closed her legs.
 

His eyes bugged and his cock throbbed at how tight she felt in that position. He plied into her, groaning as the walls of her cunt massaged his hard cock.
 

“God you’re so hard,” she whispered. Reaching around she grabbed his hand and drew it to her breast.
 

He started thrusting in and out of her. Slowly at first, savouring her wet heaven. Staring at her face and the way her upper lip curled each time he drove himself in. The dark parts of his imagination were banging on his brain, demanding to be allowed into the moment.
 

“Faster!” she gasped. “Harder! Fuck me!”
 

Her pleading drove him wild. Yes, she was sexy. Yes, she was his. But with her eyes closed did she even care that it was him inside of her? Did it matter that it was her husband plying her cunt or could it have been any man? And why were they closed? Normally when they fucked they locked eyes in a deep, entrancing stare. It brought them closer. What was going on in her mind, he couldn’t help but wonder? Was she thinking of him? Or had she brought home the memory of her encounter at work and slipped it between the sheets?
 

He squeezed her tit, gritted his teeth and started stabbing his prick angrily into her.
 

She gasped again, smacking her hand onto his hip and urging him on. “Yes!” she panted. “Just like that. Fuck me! Fuck my cunt so hard!”
 

His eyes popped wide. It wasn’t like her to use that word. It wasn’t like her to talk so dirty or plead for things. She was an enthusiastic lover, yeah. But she always let him take charge. Went along with whatever he was into but didn’t get in the driver’s seat. She was traditional that way. The man did the fucking, the woman did the taking.
 

So what had changed?
 

He knew he was being ridiculous. He couldn’t help himself. Something about seeing her wiggle her wedding ring at that guy, the guy who’d obviously propositioned her, was driving him crazy. Dirty little whorish slut! Except she hadn’t been! She’d been good! She’d told the guy she was married!
 

And what if she hadn’t?
 

An ominous and dark vision formed in his mind. The whoring slut Rachel on her hands and knees with her toes turned in. Her greasy little pussy spread wide open by a thick black dick. Pounding and pounding and pounding into her until she came…
 

She grabbed his hand and squeezed. Her pussy clamped around his cock. She squealed and wet squirted from her, splashing on his balls.
 

He clawed at her tit and drove deep. His cock flexed and a torrent of ejaculate shot through it and out the tip. He clenched his jaw and groaned as he filled his imagined whore with seed.
 

He opened his eyes as the pleasure receded. Felt like he was waking from a dream.
 

Rachel was smiling over her shoulder at him. “Well,” she said quietly. “That was something…”
 

“Heh,” he smirked. The usual, mild, post-coital awkwardness descended on them. Two people, no matter how close, no longer in the moment or in character having the realization that one of them was inside the other. He eased himself out.
 

As she went to pull up her underwear and pyjama bottoms a bubble of air trapped inside her vagina came spluttering out, followed by a glob of creamy sperm and a dollop of her own wet.
 

“Oh god!” she said, giggling. “Gross!”
 

His eyes shot down into the darkness.
 

She tried to clean herself off but it was too late. A dark stain had formed on the sheet where the liquid landed. “Did I get it?” she asked, patting the bed. She planted her fingers in the sticky mess. “Oh gross!” she said again.
 

“Whatever,” he said, leaning in to kiss her neck. “It’s okay. We’ll get it tomorrow.”
 

“Ew! I’m not sleeping in the wet spot! Go. Get out of bed. I’ve got to change the sheets.”
 

He did only because he knew there’d be no bargaining about this. He peeled the sheets off the bed then watched as she put on fresh ones. Studied her face trying to find a whisper of that look she’d put on at the diner. Tried his best to stash his dark ruminations in some backroom closet in his mind. It was no use. They were dancing and singing all over his brain.
 






Chapter Three

 


He hit the gym again the next day after work. Which was unusual because he normally only went three times a week. But Rachel was on the late shift again and she’d be closing up. He’d made it through the day alright. But every idle moment was swallowed by what now had become an obsession. Thinking of Rachel with her two black friends.
 

He put in ninety minutes and by the time it was over was sore as hell. It felt good. Took his mind off things. Hit the shower then bundled up against the cold and walked toward the Greasy Beaver. Slipped into the alcove of the bank entrance and held his breath.
 

They were there again.
 

Jerome was out front this time. His friend was there. They were nursing cups of coffee and chatting up Rachel, who was standing behind the counter.
 

It took some of the tension out of him. The fact there was a barrier between them. But when he saw her face his chest constricted again. The way she laughed at something Jerome said caught him by the throat. Not the polite oh you’re so funny laugh that all women humour men with. This laugh was sincere and filled with meaning. A laugh that might have been conveying well I’m married, but hey, who knows? Maybe there’s a chance?
 

Or was that just his imagination?
 

The stranger leaned in smiling.
 

Peter’s guts squeezed as he watched him take Rachel’s hand. Her left hand. The guy picked it up and lifted it, studying her wedding ring and the diamond engagement ring behind it. He raised his eyebrows and nodded, as if appreciating the jewellery.
 

It made him strangely proud. He liked knowing he did well enough to take care of her. He liked the rings he’d bought her showed that off. Liked knowing the guy holding her hand seemed to understand it, too.
 

And Rachel? She didn’t pull her hand away. Just stood there blushing and letting the guy examine the rings. Staring down at him like she meant something by that, too.
 

It was wild and crazy and he knew he should be jealous. But his cock was thickening at the sight of it, his imagination running away from him again. The way she was looking at the guy was driving him insane. Like she was actually contemplating something happening. Like maybe she even wanted it a little bit?
 

He’d seen her with other guys. Knew she liked attention. All women did. But reacting the way she was to this kind of attention? Wasn’t that almost like cheating?
 

The thought stabbed him in the bottom of his stomach. Rachel cheating. Rachel sneaking off with these two guys, maybe to the back of the kitchen, and getting on her knees. Giving them the attention she knew they wanted.
 

He had to adjust his boxers and pants. His cock was throbbing.
 

A woman walked by and shot him the evil eye for lurking.
 

He forced what he hoped was a friendly smile and pulled his phone out of his pocket, pretending he was checking messages. It occurred to him he could save a little memory of this for later. He held the phone up and swiped the camera app open. Pinched to zoom until it was just Rachel, Jerome and stranger-dude filling the screen. Pressed the shutter button and snapped a pic just as Rachel erupted in another burst of laughter. Staring down at the picture he’d taken tickled his nethers. He had no idea what was happening or why but this…this thing was consuming him. All he could think of was getting Rachel home and getting her undressed.
 

When he looked up again Jerome and his buddy were standing. Jerome jerked his head toward the door and held out a hand, as if in invitation.
 

Peter held his breath.
 

Rachel’s mouth opened. She drew in a breath and held it, like there was an actual decision to be made. Like she was actually contemplating heading off with the guys, to wherever they’d take her. After what felt like an eternity her shoulders slumped and she shook her head.
 

Staring at her intently he saw her mouth the words “I can’t.”
 

The feeling that came next was like a tire violently deflating inside him. He knew he should be happy. He was safe. They were safe. Rachel had resisted whatever temptation had been presented. But she’d considered it. He watched Jerome walk out through the front door, followed by his friend. Sighed in relief when they started walking in the opposite direction, chatting and laughing. Jerome would have recognized him for sure.
 

He waited until they were out of sight and Rachel was outside, bundled up in her parka and closing up the place. Then he jogged up the street to the diner. “Hey!” he called out from a few dozen feet away.
 

She turned and looked at him.
 

That first look she gave him froze him in place. She was still blushing from the encounter. Her pale cheeks a beautiful shade of pink. Her eyes were far away, too. Like she was still thinking about it. Remembering what they’d asked and chewing her lip about it wondering if she’d done the right thing.
 

The next look floored him, too.
 

A momentary, fleeting panic as she realized it was him. Her husband. Come to surprise her by picking her up from work. And her flirting with the cook and his partner in crime. He practically saw the click-click-click in her mind. How long had he been here? Had he seen anything? They’re just friends.
 

“Peter!” she said, a hint of desperation in her tone.
 

Sweet merciful fuck that sound was terrible.
 

His cock got even harder as he started toward her again.
 

“I didn’t know you were coming tonight!” She giggled as she fumbled with getting the key into the deadbolt.
 

He walked up to her and was certain he could smell the fear on her skin. It was incredibly alluring. The most erotic aphrodisiac he could imagine. What the fuck was wrong with him? “I thought I’d surprise you,” he said, touching her on the elbow and leaning in for a kiss.
 

A jolt of adrenaline burst through him at her first reaction. As she leaned a little further away, her guilt no doubt getting the better of her. “Everything okay?” he asked.
 

She turned and her eyelids fluttered as she looked up and to the right. Anywhere but into his eyes. “Yeah. Of course. Everything’s fine. I just wasn’t expecting you.” Then she got up on her cute little tippy-toes and planted a quick peck on his cheek.
 

What the hell? She doesn’t want to kiss me?
 

Did that mean something had actually happened? Was the taste of another man still on her lips? Or the taste of something else?
 

His guts started grinding against each other in his stomach as his mind careened.
 

Get a fucking hold of yourself.
 

“You seem…disappointed,” he said, chuckling.
 

“What? Disappointed? Don’t be silly!” she replied with a giggle. She hooked her arm under his and started marching them toward the subway. Away from the scene of the crime. Away from her nagging guilt?
 

“How was your day?” he asked, unable to keep himself from staring at her. Was she more hunched over than usual? Worried, maybe, that her lipstick was smeared? That there was some evidence she’d missed on her face? He couldn’t stop. Had to keep torturing himself with the thoughts over and over, self-flagellating with the visions of Rachel doing the nastiest of things with those two men.
 

“Ugh. Slow today. I hate it when it’s slow. Just drags on and on.”
 

A question swung through his mind on repeat. In between lewd imaginings. Who are your friends? He didn’t dare ask it. But he was desperate to know how she’d respond. Would she get defensive? Would that be a sure sign that she’d considered doing things she wanted him knowing nothing about? He kept toying with himself. Like a cat chasing it’s own tail.
 

As they descended into the subway station something akin to anxiety welled in him. A feverish paranoia, but one he chose to indulge. His motor was humming on high RPM’s but he couldn’t take his foot off the gas. Would he discover something that evening? A telling piece of evidence that would make his worries a certainty?
 

It was only under the institutional glare of the station fluorescents that he found any respite. When Rachel turned and looked up at him, beaming with that beautiful smile he’d been certain she saved only for him, that he realized the worry was for nothing. She was his. She was innocent. He was sure of it. Not a single smudge of her ruby-red lipstick anywhere but her lips. Not  a hair out of place.
 

She leaned toward him and kissed him again. This time slow and sensual. On the lips. Like she should have the first time. Maybe she really had just been surprised to see him and not guilty?
 

You are being a crazy person.
 

“How was your day?” she whispered.
 

He smiled at her. Slow and genuine. He’d never been happier to have her in his arms as he was in that moment. “It wasn’t slow. But it was good. Made some good money today.”
 

Her eyes lit up and she arched her brow. “Like…winter vacation good money?” she asked expectantly.
 

And just like that they were Peter and Rachel again. Him feeling like the big man because he could give his girl a nice wedding and rings and, yeah, maybe even a winter vacation if that’s what she really wanted. “I don’t know,” he teased. “We’ll have to see if you’ve been a good girl,” he said, patting her ass.
 

Normally when he did stuff like that she just giggled and rolled her eyes. Her reaction this time got him all twisted up again. Her eyes narrowed a little. She pressed her hands against his chest and leaned closer. Flashed the sultriest stare he’d ever seen on her. “What’s a good girl have to do to get a vacation?”
 

Arousal crackled through him at the way she asked the question. The lights of the subway train flickered into view from around the curve in the tunnel. He gazed into her eyes. Not knowing if she was trying to be sexy or just accidentally being amazing at it, he replied with an awkward chuckle.
 

She kept her eyes locked on his as her hand drifted down his jacket and between his legs. If she noticed that his cock was half-hard she didn’t mention it. “Seriously,” she whispered. “I’ll do anything to get a break from this weather,” she said.
 

The train roared into the station, the air it was pushing sending her hair flying up around her face.
 






Chapter Four

 


She was on him the moment they stepped into the house. Her unzipped parka falling from her shoulders as she spun around and unzipped his jacket. Sexy, demanding and aggressive as hell. She pushed the coat off his back and it fell to the floor.
 

Rachel fell to her knees.
 

His eyes bugged at her enthusiasm. This wasn’t Rachel. Rachel liked sex but she needed some build-up. Rachel didn’t give blowjobs in the hallway when they first got home. Not his Rachel.
 

But there she was, her hand in his pants, pulling out his still half-hard pecker, whipping it out of his pants. “Is this how good girls get vacations?” she asked, locking him in another sultry stare.
 

“Rachel, you don’t have to…”
 

But her mouth was already open. Tongue lolling out as she leaned forward and ensconced his prick in the delicious wet heat-cave of her mouth. Her cheeks hollowed as she started sucking him to life.
 

“Oh my god…” he groaned, his head rolling back, eyes to the ceiling. His dick was up in no time, nuts tight as a vise, ejaculate already churning and ready to launch inside them.
 

When she’d raised him to full-mast she popped off, grabbed him with her hand and started studiously pumping. Staring at the tip of his thickened organ like she couldn’t get enough of looking at it.
 

He looked down at her. It was a blissfully nasty performance. Also totally un-like her. Like she’d taken a master class on being a porn star and knew exactly what kind of dirty men wanted to see. He couldn’t believe it.
 

When she glanced up at him and found him staring she opened her mouth and flicked out her tongue again. Staring straight up at him she moved his cock side to side, licking his glans while she pumped back and forth with her hand.
 

It was insanely arousing. He was perched on the edge and she’d just started, what? A minute earlier? What the hell had gotten into her?
 

Her two black friends?
 

The thought pulled the trigger on his orgasm. “Oh god, babe, careful!” he barked as he tried to pull away.
 

She’d never been a fan of taking it in the mouth.
 

She wasn’t having any of it. She popped him back into her mouth and kept licking as she stroked his shaft. Eyes dead-set on his.
 

He groaned and his vision narrowed on her gaze. His groin clenched fantastically tight. At the sight of this beautiful creature emptying him into her loving mouth. Staring at him and looking like it was the most pleasurable thing she’d ever done for herself. His hips jerked as he shot his wad onto her tongue.
 

She didn’t flinch for a second. Took every drop like a champ. Sucking and jerking and licking until she’d drained him and he shuddered. Kept jerking him like she just couldn’t get enough.
 

It started to hurt a little. “Oh god, babe, god, you’ve gotta…that’s…you’ve gotta stop,” he said, chuckling awkwardly again.
 

She pulled her mouth off his meat. There was a tiny fleck of cum on the corner of her lips.
 

“You want me to get you a towel or something?” he muttered.
 

She held up a finger. Stared up into his eyes as she swallowed his entire deposit.
 

His jaw dropped at how filthily beautiful she looked.
 

She took the same finger and swiped the cum at the corner of her lips into her mouth. Then she licked off the finger like she was sucking on a popsicle.
 

What the fuck?!?
 

She grabbed his hands and hauled herself to stand up in front of him. “Do good girls who do that get winter vacations?” she asked. Her breath was cummy and sweet.
 

He just gasped and shook his head.
 

“I guess we’ll have to see what else I can do later,” she said. Then, finally she giggled, spun around and skipped to the bathroom.
 

It took a few seconds to realize he was still standing in the hallway with his cock hanging out after she’d left. He tucked himself in and buttoned up his pants. Stunned, he walked to the kitchen, poured out a glass of water and drank it. Jumped when Rachel came up behind him and wrapped her arms around his waist.
 

“Did I scare you?” she whispered next to his ear.
 

He smirked and looked over his shoulder at her. “Kind of, yeah,” he replied.
 

Her face was as red as when he’d met her in front of the diner.
 

She studied his eyes and frowned. “You seem kind of bummed,” she said. “Was that not what you were hoping for?”
 

He smiled and turned, wrapping his arms around her back and staring into her eyes. “That was amazing,” he said. “But I didn’t mean that you had to…”
 

“Shh,” she said, giving him a squeeze. “I was just trying to be playful. I know I didn’t have to do anything.”
 

“I know but…”
 

“Pete. It was just the good-girl, bad-girl thing. I thought it’d be sexy. I didn’t mean to stress you out,” she said.
 

A moment of silence passed between them. “It was sexy as hell,” he said.
 

She grinned. “Good. There’s more where that came from later if you want. But not if you’re going to get all dopey-mcsad-pants about it.” She lifted her hand and pressed the tip of her finger gently against his nose. “You get some food all day? Or you want me to make you something?” she asked.
 

“Uh…I’ll just make a sandwich or something,” he said.
 

She took her arms back and pulled away. “Nonsense,” she said. “How about a grilled cheese? I think we have brie.”
 

He watched her as she moved to the cupboards and pulled out a frying pan, then walked to the fridge. She was brushing this off but there was something different about her. He was sure of it. The blowjob first thing they got in and now she wanted to cook after a long day? There was a spring in her step. He could see it as she moved to the stove. He was sure of it.
 

Was he?
 

He sat down at the table and watched her as she cooked. Listened to her hum a little tune as she worked. Did she always do that? Or was that different, too? How could he have not paid this much attention to her all the time? She was an angel. He’d been taking her for granted. No, he’d been taking his time with her for granted. He’d never taken her for granted. He’d just not appreciated her enough. He got up and walked to the stove and put his hands on her shoulders.
 

She looked up at him and smiled.
 

“You’re beautiful,” he said. “I love you.”
 

“Love me or love my mouth on your dick?”
 

He winced as she twisted what he’d hoped would be a tender moment into a joke.
 

“Oh baby,” she cooed, turning and putting her hands on his cheeks. “I was only kidding. I love you, too.”
 

He blushed, grinned and shook his head. Was there anything more fragile than a vulnerable man’s ego? “It’s okay,” he said. “Sorry. I don’t know what’s gotten into me.”
 

She tipped her head to one side and smiled. “It’s okay,” she said. “Maybe some more quality time will fix you.” She winked, then turned back to the stove top and flipped the grilled cheese in the pan.
 

He took a step back, wiped his brow and made a vow to himself to pull his shit together. Couldn’t stop staring at his beautiful Rachel, though.
 

She plopped the grilled cheese sandwich onto a plate, grabbed an apple and chopped it up. Arranged it in a a pretty little pattern on the plate then walked it over to the table and sat down. She pushed the plate toward him.
 

“You’re not having anything?” he asked.
 

“I ate at work,” she said, smiling.
 

“What’d you have?” he asked before taking a bite of the sandwich.
 

“Just a hot dog. But Jerome made the most amazing cream pie donuts this morning!” she exclaimed, her eyes twinkling.
 

He nearly choked on the bite of food in his mouth. Jerome making cream pies for his sweet Rachel took a nasty twist in his mind.
 

Her expression grew worried. “Pete? You okay? Are you choking?”
 

He managed to get the food down the right hole and waved his hand. “I’m fine. Sorry. I need a glass of water.” He grabbed his glass, poured it half full and slammed it in three chugs. Put a hand on the counter to steady himself, to slow down his dirty, racing thoughts, before filling the glass again and returning to the table. He smiled at Rachel. Was she looking at him funny? Or was that just his imagination, too? “How’s Jerome doing these days?” he asked.
 

She shrugged. “Same as always. You know. He’s always so upbeat.” She drummed her fingers on the table.
 

He was aching to ask her more. To pry about who Jerome’s friend was and were they really hitting on her? But he had no idea how she’d react. Would she take it as an accusation? Get defensive and withdrawn? Even though he didn’t intend it to offend her would she take it that way?
 

She scrunched her forehead and stared at him.
 

“Hey what’s up with you? You seem like you’re in a weird mood,” she said.
 

Then there was the promised sex to consider. Not because he needed it or anything. But his cock was already heating up again just thinking about her and he had a feeling that by the time they got to bed he’d be wanting some more relief from this strange tension. “What, me? Nah. Sorry if I’m being weird. Just work stuff. What were you saying about Jerome?”
 

She narrowed her eyes but dropped it. “Jerome? Oh, yeah. Those donuts! I was in heaven. I think I ate like five of them. You want me to bring you some tomorrow? I’m gonna’ bring you some. You have try them.”
 

It was hard to swallow the bite of sandwich he’d just taken. Great. Rachel was going to bring home some cream pies from Jerome. Just what he needed.
 

“You know actually I’ve been thinking maybe we could invite him over some day? For dinner or drinks or something? Watch a game? He really likes baseball. You really like baseball. I think you two would get along really well.”
 

It was the most innocuous suggestion. But with everything going on his mind it threw up a big red sign flashing DANGER. He forced a smile. “Yeah, sure,” he said. “That’d be neat.”
 

He spaced out as Rachel returned to form and started babbling on about some customer she’d had that day. Retreated into the dark place where he conjured up some very inappropriate visions. Of Rachel. And Jerome. And Rachel meeting Jerome’s long, dark bone somewhere in their house. He only snapped out of it when he felt her hand land on his shoulder.
 

“You done your sandwich? You gonna’ finish that last bite?” she asked.
 

“Uh, no. It was delicious but…”
 

She snatched it off his plate and popped it into her mouth without waiting for the rest of his answer. Then she stood up and got behind him, put a hand on each of his shoulders and leaned over him. “Come on then, tiger. Let’s go upstairs.”
 



***

 


He watched her through the darkness as she played with the hairs on his chest. Sleep was close but he felt like he needed answers. Something to reassure him about this strange change in her behaviour. “Hey,” he whispered, squeezing her arm.
 

She looked up at him and smiled, the moonlight spilling through the window dancing in her eyes. “What’s up?” she asked.
 

“I’m not saying I don’t like it,” he began.
 

She narrowed her eyes playfully and flashed a skeptical smile about what he was about to say.
 

“But what’s with the…horny weekdays?”
 

She smirked at his description and cuddled up closer to him. “I don’t want you to get scared or anything,” she said. “But I feel like my clock started ticking or something.”
 

“Clock?” he asked, not understanding what she meant.
 

“You know what I’m talking about. She wrapped a hand around his wrist and drew his down to her belly. Looked up at him with big, round puppy eyes. “Pete how would you feel about making a baby?”
 






Chapter Five

 


He felt good about the talk they’d had the night before on his way to work the next morning. He hadn’t freaked out, which was always a good thing. He hadn’t expected it so soon, sure. He’d sort of had it in his mind that Rachel would work at the diner for a while, get tired of waitressing and sort out what she wanted to do next. Maybe go to college for nursing or something. That would suit her. She was so nurturing.
 

Her admission about her biological clock ticking had also brought a funny relief with it. It provided a nice, tidy reason for her heightened sexuality. She was craving offspring. It was weird that that would manifest in her becoming more flirty with other men. But, hey, people were animals too, right? They had natural urges. The difference was they didn’t act on them. And she wasn’t acting on hers. She was turning to him, asking him to get her pregnant.
 

He couldn’t lie, he did find that thought more than a little titillating.
 

The more he thought about it the more he liked her idea. Sure they were still in their late twenties. But they weren’t getting any younger. He was in a great career bringing home a nice fat paycheck. There was something appealing about thinking of Rachel out, her belly rounding out, shopping for the nursery. 
 

It was sort of the life he’d envisioned when they’d first married. He liked the feeling of taking care of his woman. And it would put to rest the weird kink he’d developed.
 

Which, when he thought more about it, seemed to create more of a problem than a solution. Because even now, sitting in traffic, he couldn’t stop thinking about it. Rachel doing nasty things with nasty men while he watched. It sent tendrils of thrilling jealousy through him. But he liked the feeling. Couldn’t stop juicing himself on it.
 

The day slipped by quickly. Work was distracting and he didn’t have time to think. But when five-thirty rolled around his mind went into overdrive. He’d brought the car instead of taking the subway. Rachel still had three hours left on her shift. The memory of seeing her with Jerome and his friend the two nights before started throbbing in his brain. Would they be there again? Well, Jerome surely would. Would the other guy? He was the one really playing hard. Trying to put the moves on Rachel even though he knew she was married.
 

He got so wound up about it he had to pull over. Pulled his phone out of his pocket and flipped to the picture he’d taken. Stared at it, his cock growing in his pants. Rachel in mid-laugh, looking as beautiful as ever, and the two guys eyeing her with looks like they were thinking of jumping her right there and then.
 

He got rock-hard thinking about it. The two of them crawling over the counter, overwhelming his sweet wife who was helpless to resist. Who didn’t want to resist. Who’d been inviting their attention with her flirty behaviour. Who, deep down inside, wanted what they were offering. Who succumbed and let them ravish her. Who was powerless to resist her own, base urges.
 

The short, sharp squeal of a police siren made him jump in his seat. He dropped the phone onto the floor as his eyes darted to the rear view mirror. Shit. Blue and red lights flashing behind him. The cop punching something into the computer next to his seat. He looked up and realized he was in a parking spot that turned into a lane between five and six in the evening. He glanced at the clock in the car. 5:59. He put his hands on the steering wheel, groaned and sat waiting for his ticket.
 

A few minutes later the cop was standing next to the car, leaning over.
 

He rolled down the window. “Evening officer,” he said.
 

“Evening sir,” the cop said. “Licence and registration.”
 

He pulled both out of his wallet and handed them over. A few minutes after that the cop returned with the documents and ticket for obstructing traffic printed on shiny, yellow paper. Handed them through the open window. “No parking between five and six,” he said.
 

“It was five-fifty nine,” he couldn’t help but mutter.
 

“It certainly was,” the cop said. “Have a nice evening, sir.”
 

His face heated as he stared at the ticket. Shaking his head he picked the phone up off the floor, tossed it into the passenger seat and threw the car into drive. He thought of driving home. But the call of the wild was stronger than ever. He turned right instead, headed for the Greasy Beaver.
 

As he turned onto fifth his brow furrowed. The Beav, as Rachel sometimes affectionately called it, was empty. No customers. Rachel nowhere to be seen. Inside was an old guy with a mop. The chairs were all up on the tables. Funny. Rachel hadn’t said anything.
 

His mind immediately swerved to a very dark place. Why hadn’t she said anything? Was she, right at that moment, off somewhere with Jerome? Had she thought he wouldn’t come and pick her up again and taken the chance of an illicit encounter? The possibility bored through him and filled him with dread and arousal.
 

He let the feeling pass through him. Then he shook his head and chuckled at his own paranoia. He was doing it to himself. Because he liked the feeling. What the fuck is wrong with me?
 

Still, he wanted to know what had happened to Rachel. He checked his phone. She hadn’t texted. That gave him the willies again. He parked the car by the curb and hopped out. Walked over to the door of the diner and gave it three knocks.
 

The old guy inside turned and waved at him. “We’re closed!” he shouted.
 

“My wife works here. I was supposed to pick her up. Do you know if she went home?” he asked.
 

The guy shook his head, plopped his mop in the bucket and waddled over, mumbling. He turned the deadbolt and opened the door a crack. “What works here?” he asked.
 

“My wife. Rachel. She works here. I’m just wondering where she went. Why are you closed?” he added.
 

The guy turned his head side to side looking up and down the street before answering. “Health violation. No problem. Fixed tomorrow. City, she shut us down,” he said.
 

“Oh,” Peter replied. “Do you know where Rachel went?” he asked again.
 

The guy jerked his thumb left, toward the subway. “Headed that way a few hours ago.” He gave Peter an up and down once over.
 

“Oh. Okay. Thanks,” Peter said.
 

The guy sighed and was about to close the door as Peter turned to leave. “Hey buddy,” he said.
 

“Yeah?” Peter asked.
 

“She left with the cook.”
 

The blood drained from Peter’s face. “What…what’s that supposed to mean?” he asked, barely able to keep his voice from shaking.
 

The old guy held up his hands and waved them, shrugging. “Hey none of my business. I’m just saying. You keep an eye out for your pretty wife, eh?”
 

Peter’s jaw dropped. A wave of humiliation rolled through him. He was left speechless.
 

“Name’s Vito,” the guy said.
 

“Peter,” Peter whispered.
 

The guy gave him another once over. “You come in for a burger sometime, heh?” He closed the door, twisted the deadbolt shut and went back to his mopping.
 

His extremities tingled as he walked back to the car. The only thought he could hold in his mind was the vision of Rachel walking down the street with Jerome, her arm under his, laughing at something he’d said. In his mind he saw them disappear down the stairs to the subway before the depravity of his lust nearly overwhelmed him. He took three deep breaths and got back into the car.
 

It was nothing. He was making a big deal out of nothing. What the hell was wrong with Rachel walking down the street with Jerome? Nothing. He was being a jealous, possessive, perverted wreck. And yet it took every last ounce of concentration to put the car into drive and ease it into traffic.
 



***

 


The lights were on when he pulled into the driveway. He heaved a sigh of relief. Rachel was home. She’d forgotten to close the blinds, as usual, giving the whole street a view of their living room. But she was home. She wasn’t out dancing. She hadn’t gone to Jerome’s place (ridiculous!). She was at home waiting for her husband to come home from work.
 

He drew a deep breath and let it out slowly. Swore he wasn’t going to obsess about this. He needed to push this out of his mind. It was eating him up slowly. Rachel was his. Rachel wanted a baby. With him. Stop being a depraved pervert!
 

He grabbed his phone from the passenger seat and got out of the car. Grabbed his laptop bag out of the trunk and skipped up the stairs. He peeked in through the window and his heart skipped a beat.
 

Rachel was home, sure. She’d doffed her waitress uniform and put on a pair of black tights and a loose hoodie. She had one bare foot perched on the edge of the coffee table. Her legs were crossed, her other foot swaying slowly back and forth, her red-painted toe nails drawing his attention.
 

But what really drew his attention and got his blood boiling was her guest. Jerome was on the couch next to her. His legs were wide open and he was holding a bottle of beer right next to his crotch. He said something that caused Rachel to burst out laughing and throw her head back.
 

The sight of it brought alternating waves of hot and cold bursting through Peter.
 

Rachel laughing with abandon at something Jerome had said. Subconsciously signalling that she found him charming. Maybe even attractive. He was a good looking guy. Had good cheek bones. Her pretty, exposed toes hinting at the possibility that perhaps there was a chance Jerome might see more of her than just them. Signalling her sexual availability to an eligible male?
 

She’s having a friend over from work for beers, dude.
 

Peter breathed in and out a few times, calming himself. He really was descending into madness. Something that absolutely would not ever have been a problem in the past he was turning into a monumental possessive-husband freak out. But wasn’t she really doing all of those things? Or was it just his imagination? He felt like he couldn’t even trust his own reaction to the situation any more. Felt completely helpless. This thing was spinning out of control and he needed to reign it in.
 

He put his key in the lock and twisted to find it unlocked. Also typical Rachel. His sweet little thing not thinking ahead or behind just living in the now. Steeling himself, he swung the door open and stepped in. His eyes immediately darted to Rachel. Gauging her reaction. Surely she knew he’d be home around this time. Was there guilt in those eyes? Betrayal?
 

Nothing. She just smiled wider when she saw him and said “Hey Peter!”
 

The paranoia crept up the back of his head. Was she just really good at acting like nothing untoward had happened? Or had nothing untoward happened?
 

Of course nothing happened! You’re being a crazy person!
 

“Hey,” he answered, forcing a smile. “I swung by the restaurant. What’s going on here?” Shit! He hadn’t meant for it to come out that way. Like he was jealous or something. “You guys having some beers?” he added, twisting a grin this time to show there was no problem at all here.
 

Jerome’s smile faded for a moment and he glanced at Rachel.
 

Her expression turned funny. “We’re, uh, yeah we’re having some beers?” she said with an awkward giggle. “You remember Jerome, right?” she asked.
 

He set his laptop bag down by the door. Play it cool, guy. “Oh yeah for sure. Jerome. How’re you doing, man?”
 

Jerome hopped up off the couch and leaned over the coffee table to shake his hand. “What’s good, my man?”
 

Peter shook off his parka, then his jacket and threw them over the coat rack. “Save any for me?” he asked.
 

“Of course we did!” Rachel said, shaking her head, chuckling again and giving Jerome a strange look.
 

Peter’s face flushed red. Was he coming off as an ass-hat? He was coming off as an ass-hat. And he was questioning every single, goddamned thing he was doing. Dude. Chill. “I’m gonna go grab one.”
 

“They’re all in the fridge!” Rachel called out.
 

He jogged to the kitchen, grabbed a beer from the fridge and cracked the cap off with the opened lying on the counter. Sauntered back to the living room. He couldn’t help but notice Jerome had politely re-seated himself in the armchair next to the couch. A slight shame filled him at getting so jealous. And still he couldn’t stop thinking about whether something was going on. Pricking himself with the thought sent a potent lust coursing through him. He slumped down onto the couch with a sigh and took a swig of his beer. Looked at Jerome, who smiled and nodded his head. Looked at Rachel, who giggled. “I made it awkward didn’t I?” he asked.
 

Rachel nearly blew her beer out through her nose.
 

Jerome started chuckling.
 

A wave of relief washed over Peter at having defused the situation. He chuckled along with them and immediately felt better. “So what shut the Beav down?” he asked.
 

Rachel and Jerome exchanged glances and shared another chuckle. “Rats,” Rachel said.
 

Peter’s eyes popped open wide.
 

“One rat,” Jerome clarified.
 

“They have rats?” Peter asked.
 

“We don’t have rats,” Jerome said. “Busser left the back door propped open going for a smoke. Rat got in. Cleared the place out. Someone must have called the city. Bam, Vito gets slapped with a health violation twenty minutes later. Poor guy. We helped out the best we could before he told us all to go home, that he’d take care of it.”
 

Rachel scooted closer and cuddled up next to him, which made him smile. He put his arm around her and gave her a squeeze.
 

Jerome tipped his bottle up and polished off his beer. He set the bottle down on the coffee table and stood up. “I should probably get going anyways,” he said.
 

“Aww, what? We were just getting started!” Rachel complained. “You bought all that beer!”
 

Jerome waved a hand. “Don’t worry about it. I’ll come back and drink it some other time. You two have yourself an evening.” He leaned over the coffee table, his hand balled in a fist.
 

Rachel leaned forward, her own hand balled, and they tapped knuckles together.
 

Peter’s insides twisted at the friendly gesture. Something she’d never done with him. He’d been foolish thinking there was something going on, he saw that now. But there was a connection there. A bond of friendship that made him the tiniest bit jealous again.
 

“Nice seeing you again,” Jerome said to him as he put on his jacket.
 

“You really don’t have to go on my account,” Peter said. “I feel like I ruined the party.”
 

Jerome chuckled again. “Don’t. My boy Lucius’ waiting for me anyways. We’ll catch up some other time.” He nodded at Rachel. “Besides your woman’s got needs,” he added with a laugh. “See you tomorrow Rachel.”
 

“Aww hang on,” Rachel said. She jumped up off the couch and threw her arms around Jerome’s neck in a tight hug.
 

Peter’s eyes bugged and his cock tightened between his legs. Seeing Rachel’s pale skin against Jerome’s dark complexion got his head spinning. He couldn’t stop staring at them. Couldn’t help but wonder how it would feel if he were to watch Jerome open his mouth and kiss her. To watch his hands wander over her body, groping at the soft bits. His face flushed. His whole body heated.
 

“See ya’,” Rachel said, releasing Jerome.
 

Jerome turned and walked out the door.
 

As Rachel turned and sauntered back to the couch he looked away. He was sure she could see him blushing but there was nowhere to hide. No excuse to leave now that she was sitting down next to him again.
 

She flashed a wicked smile at him as she placed her beer bottle on the table, then plucked his from his hand and did the same.
 

“Hey I wasn’t finished with that,” he muttered.
 

She swung a leg over his lap and grinned.
 

His cock throbbed at her gentle touch as she placed a hand on his chest. “Hey,” she said. “Look at me?”
 

He looked at her sideways, ashamed by his own behaviour.
 

“Hey mister weirdo,” she said, giggling. “What the heck was all that about?”
 

“What was all what about?” he asked defensively.
 

“Oh Peter come on!” she said, smacking him lightly on the chest. “You were being a total weirdo just then. You’re never like that. Is something wrong?” Her expression turned serious. “Did something happen at work?” she asked.
 

“Nothing happened at work,” he mumbled.
 

“Then what is it? Do you not like Jerome?” she asked.
 

“Jerome…Jerome’s fine,” he said. “Did you have dinner already?”
 

She shook her head. “No. Unh-uh. You’re not getting off that easy. Come on tell me what’s wrong?”
 

He shrugged and turned his hands up. “I don’t know. It was kind of weird, I guess. You hanging out with Jerome. At our house. Alone, or whatever.”
 

“Weird? What do you mean we…” She paused.
 

Peter saw the exact moment she clued in. Like a light bulb turning on above her head. The thoughts clicking inside her brain one by one until her mouth opened at the realization. “Peter. Are you jealous?” she asked, a smile flirting with the corners of her mouth.
 

“Hey I’m not jealous,” he countered trying to push her away.
 

She wouldn’t budge. She bit her lower lip. Her hand moved sideways and she tweaked his nipple gently.
 

“Stop that,” he said trying to swat her hand away.
 

Her shoulders sagged. “I’m just kidding. Peter you don’t have to be jealous of Jerome. That’s so silly! I never knew this about you!”
 

He let out an exasperated sigh and rolled his eyes. “This is not a thing about me. It was just a little weird finding you here with him. I was just surprised is all,” he said. His cock was throbbing in his pants. Before he knew what was happening Rachel was crawling onto him, hands on his shoulders as she knelt over his lap.
 

She’s going to feel it.
 

“I know something that’ll make you feel better,” she whispered.
 

“You know I think I should probably shower first. They had the heat turned up so high at work.” He tried to gently push her off but she wasn’t having it. She bent her knees, sat down on his lap and shuffled forward. Her eyes went wide as she felt his rigid erection touch her pelvis. She looked down between them, eyes so wide, unable to believe what she was feeling. Reached down between her legs and touched the outline of his cock with her hand before looking back up at him. Her smile had faded. Now there was a wondrous curiosity on her face. “Your so hard,” she whispered.
 

His face turned a deeper shade of red as he looked away.
 

“Peter,” she whispered.
 

He turned to look at her again, bathing in his own shame. He closed his eyes and shook his head. They shot open when she stirred on his lap and he caught a whiff of her arousal.
 

She peeled her tights and underwear off.
 

His eyes dove to the neatly trimmed thatch of hair above her sex. His cock throbbed with arousal and lust, his mind craving the inside of her more than he wanted to admit.
 

She leaned forward and kissed him gently on the lips. Her hands drifted down to his crotch and she unzipped him, then undid his belt and the button on his pants.
 

“Rachel the blinds are open. Anyone who wants to can…”
 

“Shh,” she said, kissing him again. Her warm hand wrapped around his cock, the other pulling his pants until they were halfway down his ass. As she pulled away she looked down at his cock and feathered it with her fingers. “It’s so hard,” she said again.
 

“Can we at least take it upstairs?” he asked, eyes darting to the window. Though if someone was outside there wasn’t much to be done about it. He couldn’t see much out in the darkened street.
 

“I want it like this,” she said. She lifted herself and shuffled closer, her pussy hovering above his erection warm and damp. Grabbing his cock she pointed it at her sex then swiped it back and forth a few times, lubricating him with her body’s moisture.
 

“Oh god,” he sighed.
 

She sank onto him.
 

His cock slid easily into her hot, wet cunt.
 

She bit her lower lip and drew in a breath, obviously pleased at his presence inside her. “It feels so good. You feel so good this hard. Did Jerome do this?”
 

His eyes shot open wide again. “What?!?” he gasped. “What are you talking about?”
 

Her eyes were locked on his, her stare boring down into the deepest part of him. “I don’t know. You come home and find me here with another man. Next thing I know I’ve got you inside me with the hardest boner I’ve ever felt. On you, at least,” she said.
 

The thought of a different boner inside her made his own twitch against the soft walls of her snatch.
 

Her lips parted, eyes opening wider still at this new button she’d found to press. “You like hearing about me with other guys?” she asked. She squeezed his cock with her pussy.
 

“Oh god, Rachel,” he said, groaning and turning his head to one side, unable to bear the cocktail of lust and shame she was serving him.
 

“Hey,” she said, putting a finger on his chin. “I want you to look at me.” She turned his head back so his eyes were on hers again. “I heard about this once,” she said.
 

“Heard about what?” he muttered.
 

“Some guys, they get aroused. Like when they feel threatened or whatever.”
 

“I did not feel thre…”
 

“Shh,” she shushed him. “This is so hot. Don’t break it. Please?” She rocked back and forth on his lap.
 

It took him a moment to process what she’d said. This is hot? Really? “It’s…it’s hot?” he whispered.
 

“So hot. Peter? Did Jerome make you jealous?” she asked, rocking back and forth again.
 

The pressure of her walls against his rigid prick was exquisite. He could feel her juices leaking out of her, coating his balls. They’d be on the couch soon but he didn’t care. This…this new revelation was astonishing. She thought this was hot? How hot? Hot enough to…
 

“Peter? Stay with me. Did Jerome make you jealous?” she asked, nodding twice in encouragement. She rubbed her pussy back and forth on his lap.
 

“I…I guess. Kind of,” he admitted.
 

She swallowed, her face heating with lust. “Say it,” she ordered. “I want to hear you say it.”
 

He locked eyes with her again. She looked almost…crazy. Like she wanted to consume him. Like this…fantasy, dirty talk, whatever it was, was about to consume her. His resolve to continue resisting, to alter the narrative, crumbled. “Seeing you with Jerome made me really fucking jealous,” he said, caving to his own craving. “And it made me want to fuck you so hard,” he growled.
 

Her eyes rolled back into her head. Her head rolled back onto her shoulders and she moaned at the ceiling as her hips started rocking back and forth on his lap. “Oh god!”
 

He was both awed and terrified by the effect his words had on her. The craving deepened. Could he take it further? Would she get upset if he said something she didn’t want to hear? Only one way to find out if they really were on the same page about this thing. “I got jealous because I thought you were in here being a little slut,” he whispered, putting his hands on her back and pulling her toward him.
 

“Oh god!” she moaned again, lost in her own moment.
 

What was she thinking? Was she imagining, as he was, of what it would be like to be a slut with Jerome? Of doing the same thing with Jerome she was now doing with her husband? He desperately wished he could crawl inside her brain and see what she was thinking. He glanced at the shifting mounds of her breasts and realized they were far more fluid than he’d expected. His eyes widened. He grabbed her hoodie and yanked it up to find her bra less.
 

The revelation plunged down to his cock. His sweet wife with her bare feet had been sitting next to Jerome with no bra on. Pretty little Rachel just being causally sexy. Maybe a tiny bit on purpose to get some attention? “You were sitting here without a bra on?” he asked through clenched teeth. He wasn’t even sure if he was just getting into it or really pissed.
 

Her head fell forward, her cheeks rosy as she rode him, a bead of sweat on her forehead. Her was sticking to her skin. She nodded. “I sat here with no bra on,” she panted.
 

“Like a little slut?” he demanded.
 

“Like a little slut,” she mewled.
 

He grabbed her breast and kneaded it.
 

“Yes!” she cried out.
 

He let the full feeling engulf him. Anger and jealousy and lust all at once. “Did he touch you?” he demanded. “Did you let him touch you, you little slut? Did he fuck you?”
 

She was riding him hard now. Chasing a pleasure she was so close to catching. She looked at him through narrowed eyes, sweat now dripping off her brow. Her lip curled up in a lusty snarl. “I let him touch me. He fucked me,” she said.
 

His convulsions began. A violent squeezing gripped his groin. His middle bucked up, meeting her rolling hips as he shot his load into her. Is she serious?!? spun around and around in his mind.
 

“Oh fuck!” she screamed as she came.
 

As he crested his climax he summoned the vision. Rachel riding Jerome, wild and dishevelled. Consumed by lust, a slave to her biological clock who just couldn’t resist succumbing to her temptation and getting herself off on Jerome’s big, black dick.
 

He roared, a sound utterly unfamiliar to him. A sound he’d never made. He felt each tightening of his testicles, each pulse of his cock as it drained seed deep into her.
 

His orgasm waned before hers did. He had the pleasure of watching her as she finished herself off on his cock. Her body made shapes it never had. She grabbed her breasts and squeezed them when he let go, wringing out the last drips of bliss.
 

She finally slowed. Her pussy gently rubbing on his softening prick, the tiny pubic hairs scratching his pelvis. Her head rolled forward and she opened her eyes. Looked at him and licked her lips. Leaned forward and pressed her forehead against his. “Oh my god,” she sighed. “That was amazing.”
 

He said nothing. Couldn’t believe she’d found this as hot as he’d been feeling about it. Wonderful coincidence? Or terrible temptation? Because now that they’d fantasized their way through it a powerful urge was building inside him already along with a dizzying fear.
 

Could he really watch her do this for real?
 






Chapter Six

 


“Why do you think it’s something to be ashamed about?” she whispered through the darkness.
 

He rolled over onto his side and looked into her eyes. She’d been pestering him all evening. With tiny questions about what it was that made it so hot for him, and had it really been as hot for him as it had been for her? Asking if they could do it again and was he okay?
 

It wasn’t irritating. He just wasn’t that open. Sure they’d dirty talked a time or two but nothing like this. Nothing like calling her a slut, then asking her if she’d fucked another man.
 

He was relieved that had just been part of the fantasy. She’d admitted it right away, without being asked. So at least she got that he didn’t immediately want her to run off and get fucked by some guy. But while Rachel liked talking her way through things he preferred to have his thoughts arranged before a conversation as intense as the one she wanted to have. He sighed. “I don’t…it’s not like I’m super ashamed or anything,” he said. That part was true. “It’s just, a guy’s not supposed to want his woman to have sex with someone else, right?”
 

She furrowed her brow. “Who cares what you’re supposed to want?” she asked. “It’s sex. You get what you get. We’re wired the way we’re wired. Just don’t worry about it. Besides it’s just dirty-talk. It was fun. I’m so glad we did it. I didn’t know how to bring this up but I’ve been kind of wanting to, you know, mix things up a bit.”
 

He eyed her for a moment. “Why didn’t you say something?”
 

She burst into giggles. “Because, Peter. What am I supposed to say? Hey would you mind choking me and calling me a slut next time we have sex? When? Over Chinese food?” She laughed again. “I was getting around to it. There just wasn’t a good moment yet.”
 

He smiled and chuckled. “Yeah. I guess I can see that,” he said. He mulled over what she’d said, his mind reaching back to the bit about it’s just dirty-talk. Was that all this was for her? Would asking that be too much?
 

“Watcha’ thinkin’ about?” she asked, smiling.
 

He returned the smile and shook his head.
 

“Come on, mister. I can see something’s going on up there. Please? I feel really close to you right now.”
 

Oh god.
 

His heart squeezed at her sincerity. If he dropped the question would it ruin everything? She was the one that wanted to hear what was on his mind, though. She was the one prodding him. He decided to take a chance. “So when you said it’s just talk, like, that’s all you’d ever want it to be. Right?”
 

Her smile faded as she realized what he meant.
 

“You know what, never mind. Forget I said any…”
 

“No hang on,” she said, putting a hand over his. Her eyes moved to the pillow as she thought, then back to his. “Are you asking would I actually ever do something like that? Sleep with another guy? Is that what you’re asking me?”
 

He sighed, embarrassed to have to spell it out. “If you’re really going to make me say it then…yes. That is what I’m asking you right now,” he admitted.
 

She thought some more. Her eyes staring through him more than at his. It took a few minutes but she finally focused on him again. “How would that even work?” she asked.
 

It struck him as the funniest thing she could have said and he started laughing. “I have no idea,” he confessed.
 

She smiled. “Do you mean with Jerome?”
 

The blush returned to his face and he was glad they were shrouded in darkness. He smirked. “I don’t want this to change anything between us,” he said.
 

She shook her head. “I don’t want that either. Do you think it would?”
 

He shrugged. “I once again have no idea what the hell would happen,” he said.
 

“But were you thinking about Jerome?” she pressed.
 

The question made his stomach squeeze. Why did she want to know so badly? Had all this triggered something inside her? Was she as eager to see it through as he thought he was? “Were you thinking about Jerome?”
 

“This wasn’t really my idea,” she replied. “But Jerome is pretty hot,” she added.
 

His chest felt like it was expanding. His cock throbbed to life again, stiffening between his  legs. “Jesus, Rachel,” he hissed.
 

Mischief sparkled in her eyes. Her hand slid toward him under the covers and gripped his hot prick. “That’s so hot.”
 

“What is?” he asked, breathless.
 

“That this turns you so much. Are you jealous?”
 

He groaned. The last thing he thought he’d be doing tonight is spilling all his secrets to his wife. But she was so turned on he could smell her lubricating again. “A little bit,” he admitted, playing along.
 

“Could you take it? Watching Jerome get between my legs?” She squeezed him as she said it and pumped her hand up and down his length a few times.
 

“Oh god, Rachel,” he groaned. “I don’t know…”
 

She was getting excited again. Chewing on her bottom lip, eyes sparkling as she stroked him. “Guess we’d have to put the baby thing on hold for a while if we actually did this. Wouldn’t want a whoopsie knocking me up. Then you’d have to raise another man’s kid,” she giggled.
 

His eyes bugged and blood flooded from his brain, engorging his cock in her hand.
 

“Oh wow,” she whispered. “Baby. That’s some breeding fantasy you have there.”
 

A lusty anger surged through him. He rolled onto her, pushing her thighs apart with his knee.
 

A wild smile formed on her lips as she tilted her pelvis to help him enter. “I promise I’ll do my best not to let him knock me up,” she said.
 

He touched the soaked entrance of her cunt with the tip of his prick, then speared into her.
 

Her back arched, pussy clamping down on his organ as she let out a lusty moan.
 

Remembering what she’d said earlier, he put a hesitant hand around her neck.
 

She writhed beneath him. “Oh god yes, Peter! Harder! Choke me!” she begged.
 

He only slightly tightened his grip. This kind of rough play wasn’t something he’d ever done. He didn’t want to hurt her. How had he not known this about her? Had she wanted this all along? Why hadn’t she said something sooner? Hoping he could last long enough to get her off, he cocked his hips back then started hammering into her at a steady clip.
 

“Oh fuck!” she squealed. Her pussy squeezed him. She put two hands on his wrist and closed her eyes. She looked like she was in heaven.
 

He’d never felt comfortable getting rough with anyone. Hated that alpha shit. But it seemed like that’s what she wanted, holding his hand in place around her throat. He dared himself to take it to the next level with more dirty talk. “You gonna’ be a good little whore and fuck another man for me?” he demanded. As soon as he’d said it he wondered if he’d gone to far.
 

Her pussy squeezed again, juice squirting about between them. “Oh fuck yes! I’m gonna’ be a good little whore for you!” she squealed.
 

He started fucking harder, the bed squeaking beneath them, headboard bouncing against the wall. Got wrapped up in the moment and took his hand off her throat.
 

Her eyes flew open, her expression turning desperate.
 

He put his fingers on her lips.
 

She immediately opened her mouth and let him shove them in.
 

He almost winced at what it felt like. It felt mean. If she hadn’t seemed like she wanted it so bad he would have felt awful.
 

But Rachel put her hands on his wrist again, plunging the fingers deeper until he felt the back of her throat. She made a series of filthy gagging sounds then squeezed her eyes shut tight and squealed again.
 

He pulled his fingers out of her mouth, thinking he’d hurt her.
 

Her hands flew around him and smacked down on his ass. She broke into a full-on crazy rut. Her hips flying up and down in time with his cock pounding into her.
 

It was the wildest sex they’d ever had. He tried to keep his mind away from his groin and in some far-off, un-sexy place. He was about to erupt. But feeling her fuck him back like that made the prelude to an orgasm tickling his nuts swell to a desperate need for release.
 

“Oh fuck…oh fuck…oh fuck…” she panted. She looked up and locked eyes with him. “I’ll fuck him just like this if you want,” she hissed.
 

The vision blossomed. Imagining Jerome’s black cock smacking in and out of her sent a rush of pleasure to his brain and pulled the trigger. He groaned as ejaculate flooded through his urethra and shot into Rachel’s cunt.
 

She screamed, locked her legs around his trunk and rode his dick hard through her climax.
 

It was intense and over far faster than the last one. He fell onto her panting, his body as sweaty as hers. His thrusting slowed and he milked that last few shots of pleasure out of the moment as his the remnants of his semen drained from his balls.
 

Rachel held him softly as he finished.
 

When it had passed completely he rolled off her and onto his side. “Are you okay?” was the first thing that came to his mind.
 

She put an arm on her forehead and blew a few stray strands of hair out of her eyes. “Holy shit, Peter. That was so fucking hot.” 
 

His body warmed at the compliment. His heart squeezed again, at this new side of her he’d uncovered. This door that had been opened that they were considering walking through together. Where it would lead he had no idea. But he felt closer to her in that moment than he ever had. He shuffled closer and kissed her forehead. “I was worried I was hurting you,” he whispered.
 

She giggled. “I mean, you were hurting me,” she said. “But that’s kind of what I was hoping for.”
 

He still couldn’t understand it. Nothing about pain was erotic to him. But Rachel seemed genuinely pleased by the encounter. No, not pleased. Thrilled. So he decided to take her at her word. “So, um, you liked that rough stuff then?”
 

She cocked her head to one side and flashed a funny smile. “Did I seem like I was having a bad time?”
 

He laughed. “No. You didn’t. I just…that’s not very me. I don’t know if I can do that for you every single time.”
 

“No one said we had to do it like that every single time,” she replied. “It’s just fun to do it different every now and again, don’t you think?”
 

“Yeah,” he agreed.
 

“Stop worrying,” she whispered. 
 

“Huh? I’m not worr…”
 

“I can see it in your eyes. You’re up in your mind going over and over this. That was hot sex, Peter. I liked it. I hope you liked it, too. We enjoyed ourselves. Next time will take care of itself.” She rolled over and turned her back toward him. “Now give me a back rub please,” she said.
 

He could hear in her tone that she was smiling. Decided to put his doubts away and enjoy this thing they were getting into. Whatever it was. Next time would take care of itself.
 






Chapter Seven

 


The text came, blessedly, close to the end of the day.
 

Why don’t you pick me up after my shift ends tonight?
 

Might be a surprise waiting.
 

He was in the middle of a team meeting when he read it. It jangled his nerves and got his heart beating.
 

They hadn’t had a chance to talk that morning. He’d left while she was still asleep. Made a conscious decision not to obsess about their new thing. Buried himself in spreadsheets and earnings reports at work to keep his mind focused. It hadn’t drifted and he was glad for that. Glad he still had the self-control to do his job well.
 

But the text was like someone walking over to him and shoving him sideways. A surprise? What kind of surprise? Did it have to do with the dirty things they’d done the previous evening? Did it have anything to do with the secrets he’d confessed? And, most importantly, did it have anything at all to do with Jerome?
 

“Uh, Peter? You gonna’ make a decision on that now? Or do you need some time? ‘Cause we’ve gone through the whole agenda here and there’s still forty-five left in the day so…”
 

He nodded as he set his phone aside. The way everyone was looking at him he just knew they knew he’d been rattled by whatever news he’d received. “Great work guys. I think we’re in great shape on this file and that’s one hundred percent to each of your credit. Kylie?” he said to his assistant. “Can you go ahead and set up a date and time for our next chat? And can you book the bigger board room. It gets a little stuffy in here with twelve.”
 

The suggestion was met with a round of polite chuckles around the table.
 

“On it,” Kylie said with her usual efficiency. She started tapping on her tablet.
 

“Thanks guys and gals,” Peter said, standing to indicate the meeting was finished.
 

Laptops were closed and papers shuffled into file folders. Kylie turned off the projector, flipped the lights and stowed the screen. She turned and flashed a polite smile. “I’ve got you on a nine o’clock call with corporate tomorrow and lunch at noon with Bill. Other than that your day’s clear,” she said.
 

He nodded. “Great work, Kylie,” he said. “Why don’t you go ahead and call it a day?”
 

She scowled. “I’ve got a few emails to send. And I want to make sure I get the better board room for next time so I’ll probably just go ahead and book it straight away.”
 

His shoulders sagged a little. Kylie was amazing. In at eight every morning and busy as a bee all day. But she had a tendency to hover and he needed some time to himself. “That’s fine,” he said. “I do need to make a few calls though so…”
 

She held up a hand. “Got it. Do not disturb.”
 

He smiled weakly. Kylie was great. “Have a great night and see you tomorrow,” he said.
 

She gave a corny salute and practically goose-stepped out of the conference room.
 

He sat back down at the table and picked up his phone. The screen illuminated and the message came up again.
 

Why don’t you pick me up after my shift ends tonight?
 

Might be a surprise waiting.
 

It didn’t rattle him this time but sent a surge of adrenaline coursing through him. It was four fifteen. He didn’t want this to be a mystery for the next four hours. He started typing out a reply.
 

Want me to bring the car? Or you want to do subway? What’s best for the surprise?
 

He waited, thumbing through the news on his phone. It vibrated a moment later.
 

Car’s probably better. Only if you want, though. No big deal. Just some fun antics.
 

Followed by a winking smiley.
 

A smile curled on his lip. He was pretty sure it did have something to do with last night now. Probably something to do with Jerome, too. But that didn’t stress him out now that he’d had some time to parse it. Rachel’s tone was chill. Not crazy. He wasn’t going to show up at the restaurant to find her half-naked with her legs wrapped around Jerome’s trunk.
 

He leaned back in his chair and savoured the heat that sent through him. Took a stroll through the memory of asking Rachel the night before if she’d ever consider doing it in real life. Had she ever given him a clear answer? Picturing it happening got his cock awkwardly hard, for being at work.
 

He talked himself down, cooled himself off, picked up his phone and tablet and walked to his office.
 

Kylie was studiously typing up emails on her computer and didn’t even look at him.
 

He stowed the work phone in his drawer and put the computer on his desk. Grabbed his winter gear and locked the door to the corner suite. “I’m gonna’ head out a little early,” he said.
 

“Gotcha,” Kylie replied without taking her eyes off her screen.
 

He smirked. She was adorably dorky. “Have a great night,” he said.
 

She gave him a thumbs up as he left.
 

He rode the elevator down to the garage and got into his car. Looked at his watch and groaned when he saw it was only quarter to five. The only thing that was going to take his mind off Rachel’s surprise was some heavy sweating. He hadn’t packed his gym bag so he drove home, grabbed his stuff, then drove all the way back to the gym. That killed almost an hour. He got through another hour with some cardio warm-up, a weights workout, then another fifteen minute cool down. After the gym he grabbed a coffee and a muffin, in case Rachel hadn’t eaten and she wanted to do dinner somewhere.
 

Finally, after some procrastination at the coffee shop he got to seven-thirty. Got back into his car and drove to the diner. He parked across the street. The place was empty and Rachel was nowhere to be seen. The lights were still on. His heart jumped as he realized she was probably in the back, in the kitchen chatting up Jerome and trying to pass the last half hour with no customers.
 

His phone buzzed.
 

He picked it up and swiped at the message.
 

Back door. Be discreet.
 

Shit. She was up to something naughty.
 

He swore he felt his blood pressure spike. He got out of the car and crossed the street. Walked down the darkened, windy alley and toward the light coming from the window in the back door to the kitchen. His phone started buzzing.
 

It was Rachel. Calling him? Why was she calling him? He swiped to accept. “Hello?” he said softly.
 

“Shh,” was all she said. Then a clattering sound like she’d dropped it.
 

“…not picking you up tonight?” came the tinny voice. Even though it was compressed it was clear it was Jerome’s. There was water running in the background. Probably Jerome finishing up some dishes.
 

Peter crept toward the door and peered through the window. The scene inside took his breath away.
 

Jerome hung a pot from a hook over the sink then wiped his hands with a towel. He flashed a smile at Rachel that was more than just friendly.
 

She flashed a coy look back at him, smiling as well. She looked so damn sexy. But now, instead of cheerfully resisting his coming advance, she looked like she was going to invite it. Maybe even accept it.
 

“He’s going to be a little late. Work thing,” she said.
 

“Oh yeah? What’s he do for work?” Jerome asked, leaning on the food prep counter next to Rachel and folding his arms over his chest. He checked out her chest.
 

Peter’s heart skipped a beat.
 

“He’s in management,” she replied casually.
 

Jerome smirked and gave a lazy nod. “Oh yeah? You got yourself set up real good then, huh?”
 

Rachel shrugged, still smiling. “He does alright,” she said. “Might take me on a winter vacation. If I’m a good girl,” she said. Her smile turned sly.
 

Peter’s throat tightened and seeing, and hearing, his wife bating Jerome. She knew exactly what she was doing. It had the intended effect.
 

Jerome’s eyes wandered down her body again. “Oh yeah? And what’s a good girl do to get a winter vacation?” he asked.
 

“Oh I can’t tell you that part,” Rachel said, getting pretend-serious. “That’s private.”
 

Peter’s vision tunnelled. She was flirting with him. It was the same feeling he’d had when he first creeped on her. Except now he could hear everything, too. It was a torturous heaven.
 

Jerome laughed at her answer and Rachel giggled with him. “So you hooked yourself a sugar daddy,” he said. “And he got himself a cute little waitress he gives nice rings and winter vacations in exchange for being a good girl, huh?”
 

The conversation was wandering into very private territory. Certainly not the sort of conversation Peter would ever have with a co-worker. An HR nightmare of a conversation. But here, at the diner, with just the two of them and no HR department and Rachel leading him on it wasn’t a problem. It was perversely titillating, watching it happen.
 

“We love each other very much,” Rachel said. “I think we’re going to try for a baby.”
 

Peter’s shoulders sagged a little. That wasn’t sexy, was it? Wouldn’t that just kill the mood? What was her game here?
 

“Oh yeah?” Jerome asked, raising an eyebrow. “What’s his name again?”
 

Rachel frowned. “The baby? We don’t have a name yet.”
 

Jerome threw his head back and laughed. “Nah, smoosh,” he said. “What’s your husband’s name?”
 

Smoosh? What was smoosh? A pet name Jerome had for Rachel? It was a little jarring to hear him ask about Peter’s name. Especially since Jerome had taken up such an out-sized space in their marriage and his head. To Jerome, Peter was an afterthought. Couldn’t even be bothered to remember his name.
 

“Peter, you jerk! You know that!” Rachel said, giving him a playful slap on the arm.
 

Jerome chuckled. “Ouch,” he said. “Good girls don’t slap,” he chided.
 

Rachel rolled her eyes.
 

“So you got everything you need then?” Jerome went on.
 

Peter swallowed the saliva that had built up in his mouth. He couldn’t tear his eyes away from the scene for even a second.
 

“We’re doing great,” Rachel said.
 

Jerome locked his eyes on hers and for a long, soaring moment, looked like he was going to try and kiss her. “You ever step out?” he finally asked.
 

“Step out?” Rachel asked, scowling.
 

“Go playin’. Sneak. Get a little sumtin’ on the side?” Jerome asked, grinning.
 

Rachel’s sly smile returned and she shook her head. “Good girls aren’t supposed to do that,” she said.
 

Jerome smirked again. “Good girl ever get the itch?” he asked, his eyes moving to her lips.
 

Rachel shrugged. 
 

“He packin’?” Jerome pressed, like an animal moving in for the kill.
 

Peter gasped. Had Jerome just asked about the size of his package?
 

“We do alright,” Rachel said.
 

“Good ‘nuff?” His hips swayed and bumped against Rachel’s.
 

It was the gentlest touch. But the insinuation drove Peter crazy. He wondered if Jerome, if given the chance, would have sex with her right there and then. It certainly seemed like it.
 

“Good enough that I’m a good girl. He’s probably gonna’ be here soon.”
 

“I thought he was late? Work stuff. Not even eight.”
 

Rachel’s back stiffened at being caught in her lie. “Oh. It isn’t? It seemed later.”
 

“Why don’t you go lock up. Nobody out there. Then come back here. I’ll show you somethin’.”
 

She bit her lip and her eyes meandered to Jerome’s. She stared at him for an excruciatingly long time. Making it perfectly clear that she was definitely contemplating the invitation. “Good girls don’t do that,” she whispered.
 

Jerome’s smile stretched a little wider. “Smoosh. You know you want it. You ever had a black dick?”
 

Peter’s world compressed around him. It felt like his vision zoomed in on Jerome and Rachel, still staring at each other, the air between them crackling with sexual energy.
 

“Unh-uh,” Rachel said.
 

Jerome’s arms dropped and he grabbed his package. “This one’s big. Good’n thick, too. Bet you got a tight pussy, don’t ya’?”
 

Rachel demurred, looking down at the floor.
 

Jerome kept staring at her, dominating her with his gaze. “I bet you do,” he said quietly. “Be the ride of your life. I guarantee it.”
 

She smirked and shook her head like it was No. Big. Deal. that she was letting him talk to her that way.
 

Peter’s blood was boiling in his veins. Was she always like this? Was the banter always this sexual at the end of the day? Did they talk like this when Jerome’s friend was there? Had they been talking to her like that since she’d started work there? Why hadn’t she said anything?!?
 

This was sexual harassment. Totally inappropriate. Except who was she going to tell? Vito? He’d probably laugh at her if she said anything. He was old school. That was just the way it was back in the day.
 

Peter would have felt absolutely terrible knowing this was what his wife was dealing with at work every day. If it hadn’t been her idea to invite it he would have been devastated. But they’d given each other a sort of permission the night before, hadn’t they? He’d insinuated she could invite this and she, in turn, had intimated that he could enjoy it guilt-free.
 

And so he stared and listened, his heart pounding and palms sweating at what would happen next. Would Jerome make a move? Or would that be going to far? His stomach sank as he realized there was no way this was a first. Jerome wasn’t stupid. He wouldn’t talk to a new girl like that. No. He’d spent weeks, probably months buttering her up to this. So why hadn’t Rachel enthusiastically resisted his advances?
 

That hollowed Peter out so completely he felt like he was made out of air.
 

“He’ll probably be here soon,” Rachel repeated.
 

Jerome nodded. “You better lock up then,” he said.
 

Rachel shot him one last, sultry glance. “I better lock up,” she said. She picked her phone up off the counter.
 

Peter saw her fumbling with it as she tried to hang up.
 

“Smoosh,” Jerome said.
 

Rachel glanced over her shoulder at him. “Huh?”
 

“It’ll be right here when you’re ready,” he said, grabbing his cock again.
 

Rachel shrugged.
 

“Hot and hard. Ready and waiting,” Jerome said before the line went dead.
 

With his heart hammering in his chest, Peter stepped back into the shadows.
 






Chapter Eight

 


He came to understand what bated breath actually meant as he stood in that alley waiting for Rachel. The sensation of, at once, being breathless and yet full of air. Hand clapped over his mouth in disbelief of what he’d just seen. His mind spinning as he remembered and remembered all the dirty things Jerome had said and how flippant Rachel’s reactions had been. How coy, how sultry, how totally depraved she had acted with another man.
 

She was a new woman to him. It was like seeing her for the first time all over again as she slipped out of the back door of the diner. Her lips parted in anticipation of meeting him. Probably wondering how he’d react. Maybe a little worried, too. Will he be mad? she might have been thinking.
 

“Rachel,” he whispered.
 

She jumped at the sound of his voice. Drew in a sharp breath. Then a smile formed on her lips. Her eyes twinkled. She walked to where he was standing. Put a hand on his cheek. Caressed his face. “Did you hear it?” she asked. “Did the phone thing work?”
 

“It worked,” he said, nodding.
 

Her smile faded. She probed his eyes with her stare. An eternity stretched between them.
 

He felt all of the feelings. Then none of them. Then all of them again as his love for her blossomed like fireworks on a dark sky. She’d been so nasty. She’d let Jerome say so many dirty things to her. And all for him. For Peter. What was true love to a man if not that? All of the dirty things.
 

“Did you like it?” she finally said.
 

The question felt like a test. A test not only of his resolve to step into this space she’d created but a test of his trust for her, too. Could he really do this? Could he really release her and watch her indulge her biological urges and then still believe she was his? Or would it be too painful? Would decades of social conditioning prevent him from indulging in the glorious pleasure of seeing their marital contract shattered before his eyes? Could he give this consent?
 

Finally he felt himself breathing. Felt his cock throbbing at Rachel’s body pressed against his. Saw the steam rising from his lips into the cold night air. “I loved it,” he whispered. The words sprang to life in the darkness between them.
 

Her smile crackled back to life. She threw a hand around his neck and pulled him into a wet kiss. Her tongue probed his mouth, wrestling with his. Demanding submission and at the same time celebrating the freedom he’d given her.
 

He kissed her back fiercely.
 

When she pulled away her lips were moist and glistening. “I want to put my mouth on your cock,” she said, staring deeply into his eyes.
 

“I…I want that,” he stammered.
 

She giggled. Glanced down the alley to make sure the coast was clear. Sank to her knees and undid his zipper. Reached in with her slender hand and pulled out his stiff organ, the frigid air searing his hot flesh. She kissed the tip gently then opened her lips and swallowed the head of his prick.
 

The sensation, the chill of winter melting away by the wet heat inside her mouth, was magnificent.
 

She looked up with her big, blue eyes as she sank deeper onto him. Took nearly the entire length of his shaft inside her mouth and started bobbing gently back and forth. Her lips made the most wonderful wet smacking sounds as she worked. Cute-filthy.
 

She did not crescendo. Her rhythm stayed slow and steady. Her tongue forming a wet concave pillow that caressed the underside of his engorged staff, nudging him toward the brink of ejaculation.
 

He stared into her lovely eyes wondering how he could gotten so lucky. How they both could have been blessed with this gift? Him with wanting to see it and her with wanting to show him it made her so desperately horny that she was willing to blow him in a back alley after a casual exchange with Jerome. It seemed unbelievable. Impossible, even. And yet there she was, lovingly sucking on his dick as it throbbed in her mouth.
 

That hit him, too. It was so dirty. Trash cans piled up against the back wall of the diner. A dumpster down the way. And his angel on her knees sucking cock like a whore. Not for money, though. For this attention she craved from him. Or whatever was driving this impulse. Maybe her own dirty needs? It didn’t matter in the moment. He didn’t care. All he cared about was the excruciatingly blissful surges of pleasure flooding his brain.
 

He reached out and stroked her pale, porcelain-like skin with a finger. Didn’t want it to be over yet. But it wasn’t up to him. “I have to come,” he whispered.
 

Without taking him out of her mouth, she nodded. Filthy-cute. Her face shaking hands with his dick, giving him permission to spew, sir.
 

“I want…I want to come into your mouth,” he said. Arousal crackled through him at his dirty request.
 

Her eyes widened and smiled. She shook her head again. Kept up the pretty pace she’d set. Didn’t turn into a wild cock-gobbler the way they did in the porno movies. Suddenly gagging and coughing like they were desperate to get it over with. No. Just kept staring up at him with her round eyes and round mouth slipping and gliding along his shaft. Her smiling eyes saying I love you. I love doing this for you. Giving him the one thing men wanted most but few would admit. Acceptance. I am ready to accept the most precious thing you can give.
 

His groin squeezed. Pelvic muscles flexing, propelling seminal fluid through his urethra and hurtling it against the back of her throat. Dribbling onto her tongue for a moment before another powerful contraction sent a second blast deep into her luxurious oral cavity.
 

And still she worked at the same pace. Just a gentle back and forth of her head. Her cheeks hollowing as she suckled, the inside of her mouth rubbing delicately against the sides of his cock-head.
 

He stifled a groan. In case anyone was passing by the mouth of the alley he clapped a hand over his mouth as he came. He kept his eyes on hers, though, the connection between them as strong as the one between her lips and his penis.
 

He rode the delicious waves of agony. His heart sagged as the contractions retreated. As he came into himself again, as the sweet cocktail of hormones that had blocked the world out ebbed.
 

She drained as much as she could out of him with her mouth. When he thought she was done she brought up a hand and gently stroked the base of his prick with a thumb and a finger. Milking him. Eking out the last of his fluids and generously accepting them into herself. Made a lovely show of swallowing, her neck flexing as she downed his offering. Pulled away with a soft smack and stowed his member back in his pants.
 

She stood up and took his hands in hers. Gazed into his eyes and smiled. “Thank-you,” she whispered. As if he had done her the favour. Her breath smelled like semen. His semen.
 

He kissed her again. He was in heaven.
 

They pulled away from each other.
 

“Take me home and fuck me?” she asked.
 

She giggled as he yanked her hand, breaking into a jog towards the car waiting out on the street.
 



***

 


“What was so hot about it?”
 

This time he didn’t have to stifle a cringe. They’d fucked twice after getting home. Once in the hallway with her bent over the banister, then again in the bedroom. He was exhausted. He had to get up early again in the morning. None of it mattered. All he wanted was for her to feel a fraction of how he felt. He wanted to meet every last one of her needs. He’d given her three orgasms. Now he wanted to give her what he knew she really wanted. Closeness and affection.
 

He shook his head as she curled up closer to him. “It’s really hard to put my finger on,” he said.
 

“Try?” she asked.
 

He nodded. “I will.” He cleared his throat like he was about to give a lecture. She wanted some vulnerability? He was going to give her everything he could dredge up. “There’s the…the total wrongness of it all,” he said. He felt her scowl next to him. Turned and kissed her forehead. “Not wrong like I feel bad about it. Wrong like I feel good about it,” he confessed.
 

“You feel good about it being wrong?” she asked.
 

“Maybe it’s hard for women to understand. It’s…guys like dirty things. But we’re told all our lives dirty things are wrong. Love and sex should be warm and caring. Marriages should be based on mutual love and respect, right?”
 

“Sure,” she said, nodding.
 

“This just breaks all of that. It’s obscene. Why would I encourage you, my wife, my life partner and the future mother of my children, to open your legs for another man? It goes against all of these social norms. It goes against biology. Yeah, I know you’re on birth control but…” He wasn’t sure he could say the next part. It was a little too personal.
 

She waited for him to finish the sentence. When he didn’t, she brought her lips to his ear. “But there’s always a chance?” she whispered.
 

He shuddered at how perfect it was that she’d finished his thought for him. His eyes darted to hers. “It doesn’t mean I want…”
 

“Him to breed him?” she asked, her eyes wild-ening.
 

“It doesn’t mean I want him to breed you,” he said, after daring himself to speak the whole sentence out loud.
 

She chewed on her lip a few times, nodding. “I get that,” she said.
 

She wanted more, though. He could tell. She wanted to know all of the things that made him tick. And he realized it was the same thing he wanted. To deepen their connection. To use this crazy adventure to get even closer than they already were. “And then there’s…you’re just so beautiful and perfect. When I heard him talking to you like that, when I heard you flirting with him…oh god,” he groaned.
 

She giggled. “I’m glad you liked it so much.”
 

“I loved it, Rachel,” he admitted. “What about you?”
 

“What about me?”
 

“What was so hot about it?”
 

She shrugged. “I don’t know. Girl things, I guess.”
 

Oh no. She wasn’t doing this. But just as he was about to admonish her he came to understand that she didn’t want to keep her secrets. She wanted them coaxed out of herself. She wanted the attention that came with that, too. “Come on baby. It would be so hot to hear you say it,” he said, turning onto his side and staring into her eyes.
 

Her eyes moved side to side. She was almost there.
 

He steeled himself for his next question. “Is it him?”
 

She looked up at him from under her brow. Uncertain. Maybe a little scared.
 

He cupped her hands in his. “You can tell me anything. I won’t get upset,” he promised.
 

“It’s…maybe a little bit him,” she admitted.
 

The admission twisted his insides. Wasn’t that horrible? Wasn’t it supposed to be? Shouldn’t he be raving mad with jealousy? Except lying there with her so close he didn’t give a fuck about shoulds and shouldn’ts. It drove him crazy with lust again. “That’s so fucking sexy,” he said.
 

“Really?” she asked.
 

“So very really,” he replied, squeezing her hands with his. Another question came to mind. He wondered if this one would push him over the edge into raging? “Has he talked to you like that before?” he said.
 

She suddenly looked very sheepish.
 

“He has, hasn’t he?”
 

She nodded.
 

“Tell me? Please?”
 

“I don’t…I don’t want to hurt your feelings.”
 

“You won’t. I promise. I swear.” He had no idea if he was lying or not. Had no idea how he’d react. But he needed to know so desperately. What dirty things had Jerome whispered to her before either of them had known about any of this? And how had she taken it?
 

“Him and his buddy Lucius are always saying that stuff. At the end of the night when it’s time to close. He comes in sometimes. They go to the gym together or something. I don’t know.”
 

Jeeezus.
 

“Baby what do they say? Please? I need to know. I need to know so bad.”
 

She scrunched up her nose. “It’s pretty dirty,” she said.
 

Duh. “God I just want to know so bad,” he grovelled.
 

She huffed out a breath and shrugged. “They tell me, they say I bet you have a pretty pussy, don’t you?“
 

He groaned.
 

Her eyes widened at his excitement. “They tell me they’d…that they’d double team me if I wanted.”
 

His eyes bugged.
 

“Like one of them in my…” A fierce blush washed over her face.
 

Of course he knew exactly what she was about to say. But he desperately wanted to hear her say it. “One of them in what?” he asked.
 

“One of them in my pussy and one of them in my bum,” she finally said.
 

His cock was throbbing again. Thinking of that, sweet little Rachel mounted up on Jerome’s lap with the big brute Lucius probing her ass hole with his big, black dick. “Holy shit,” he said.
 

“You promised you wouldn’t get mad!”
 

“Baby I am not mad. You have no idea what this is doing to me.”
 

One of her hands dipped down between his legs and found his cock stiff. She stared at him in amazement. “You’d like that?” she said.
 

“I think I’d love it,” he replied.
 

“Wow,” she whispered.
 

He laughed. “What’s wow about that that isn’t about all the rest of it?” he asked.
 

A silence passed. “Wow because I think I’d really like that, too.”
 

He rolled onto her with a growl and shoved his cock into the snatch he’d defiled twice already.
 






Chapter Nine

 


“Tonight gonna’ be the night?” Jerome was standing in front of Rachel, who was pressed up against the wall. His lips were just an inch or two from hers. The fluorescent lights in the kitchen at the back of the diner had developed a flicker and it gave the scene an eerie feel.
 

Peter stood outside, as he had for the past three nights, phone pressed to his ear. He’d developed the unseemly habit of shoving his hand into his pants and jacking off as he watched events unfold. He knew he should be ashamed. Pervert fiddling with himself in public as he watched his wife stringing her black boyfriend-to-be along. Shame was the farthest thing from his mind, though. He couldn’t think about anything but greedily satisfying the urge that had suddenly consumed him. To watch Rachel go all the way. She hadn’t even kissed Jerome yet and it was driving Peter crazy.
 

“I told you I’m not like that,” Rachel said, looking coyly off to one side. Her cheeks and neck were flushed. Nipples erect and poking through her shirt, her body telling a wholly different story than the one she was feeding Jerome.
 

He knew it, too.
 

Peter could tell he knew. Jerome wasn’t going to force himself onto her. He wasn’t that kind of guy. But he knew he had her wrapped around his little finger. Jerome thought he was toying with her. Had no idea this was their game and that they were the ones doing the toying.
 

“Bullshit,” Jerome muttered, his eyes on Rachel’s lips. “You think you’re playing with me right?” he asked.
 

Rachel feigned offence. “What?” she gasped.
 

“Yeah, yeah,” Jerome said, inching closer. “You think you’re clever, don’t you?”
 

Her offence turned to shock, mouth open and eyes wide, like she couldn’t believe what he was saying.
 

Jerome smiled as if he knew it was all just an act. “You go home and fuck your fancy husband after I get your pussy wet?” he asked.
 

Rachel’s acting faltered at this uncomfortable detour towards the truth.
 

Peter brought a fist up to his mouth and bit his finger. Don’t spoil it, baby.
 

Jerome grinned. “Yeah, you do. Look at you. I know your type. You want to be a little slut so bad but it feels so wrong, am I right?”
 

Rachel swallowed and turned to look at the door where Peter was standing. She looked startled. Like she wasn’t sure what to do. As her eyes met his she quickly looked the other way.
 

Jerome leaned in and sniffed her neck. A feral-looking whiff. His nostrils flared. “Yeah, baby, you smell like you need it bad,” he said.
 

“Ew, gross!” Rachel said, scrunching up her nose.
 

Jerome shook his head. “Not ew gross and you know it. That pussy’s drooling right now, isn’t it? I bet if I put my hand down there it’d be dripping wet. Am I right?”
 

Peter’s pulse was pounding in his ears. Was this the moment he’d been waiting for? Was Jerome going to take Rachel tonight? The only flicker of regret he felt was that they were using Jerome this way. It wasn’t really fair. But it made it so much more exciting.
 

Rachel turned her head forward and looked into Jerome’s eyes.
 

Jerome’s smile returned. “Yeah,” he purred. “What do you say? Time to do this? Or what?”
 

Rachel shook her head. “I can’t have sex with you tonight,” she replied.
 

Jerome nodded. He seemed pleased. Like he understood that not tonight didn’t mean not ever. “That’s alright,” he said. “How ‘bout a little rub, huh? If you want I’ll get you off. Get you started and you can go home and go wild on your man. How’s that sound?”
 

Rachel bit her lip.
 

Peter’s heart squeezed. Her performance was brilliant. Had been the last three nights as well. He’d already had the idea to call a buddy he knew in TV and get her in for an audition. She was a natural.
 

“I want to show you something. Can I show you something?” Jerome asked.
 

Rachel hesitated, then shrugged. “Sure, I guess,” she said.
 

Jerome hooked a thumb on the waistband of the sweatpants he was wearing. Pulled them down until his cock sprang out between them.
 

Peter gasped, as did Rachel. Her eyes darted down to what had to be an eight inch python of a cock. Half-hard, the skin as dark as the rest of Jerome’s complexion, a gnarled vein bulging on it’s side.
 

It was a bigger dick than any Peter had ever seen. And there it was presented for his pretty wife to contemplate. To wonder what it would feel like inside of her. Surely that was what she was thinking.
 

“You like that?” Jerome asked.
 

Rachel’s wide eyes were glued to the cock.
 

Jerome grabbed his cock with one hand and stroked it a few times. He put his other hand flat against the wall above Rachel’s head and leaned in even closer. “How about I rub that wet little pussy with it?”
 

Peter watched as the cock swayed ominously close to Rachel’s crotch. Another half-inch and it would be touching her. Touching her softest place that only Peter was supposed to know. His cock flexed in his hand at the thought.
 

Rachel finally tore her gaze away from the prick and looked up at Jerome. “I don’t think I should take my clothes off,” she said.
 

“Alright. Alright. You leave your panties on your pussy. I’ll just rub it a bit through your tights, alright?”
 

Rachel glanced down at the thickening monster and gave the slightest nod in reply.
 

A slow smile spread across Jerome’s lips.
 

Peter pressed a hand against his chest. He watched as the head of Jerome’s cock mashed against Rachel’s black tights. Lust shot through him as the shape of her body changed. Her back arching, breasts pressing against Jerome’s chest as tendrils of pleasure flickered up her spine. Her hands shot up to Jerome’s shoulders and she grabbed them to steady herself. Then, as Jerome swayed slowly back and forth, her hands swept up his back, up onto his neck.
 

Jerome tilted his head to one side and kissed the side of her neck, his cock rubbing in between her legs.
 

Rachel turned her head toward the window. Locked eyes with Peter, her mouth hanging open, hips swaying, matching Jerome’s rhythm as she sank into the moment.
 

Peter was transfixed. His eyes moving from Rachel’s to the sight of Jerome sucking on her neck. The way Jerome’s dark skin contrasted with her porcelain complexion was just as titillating. Watching the way this black man had seduced his wife was powerfully arousing. He jerked his own cock, the frigid air not bothering him one bit he was so hot.
 

He nearly came when Rachel’s body shook with a climax. At the way her eyes squeezed shut and her lips twisted into a silent, primal scream.
 

“Yeah, girl,” Jerome cooed. “You ride that dick. You gonna’ be so wet for your man tonight.” He shoved his dick deeper between her legs.
 

Rachel clung to him, her hips bucking uncontrollably, face contorted in pleasure.
 

Jerome pulled away from her neck and leaned back, but kept the same rhythm with his hips as he stared into her eyes. His hand fell from the wall to the back of her neck. “Let me see those titties,” he said.
 

Rachel immediately grabbed the hem of her shirt and yanked it up over her breasts. She did the same with the underwire of her bra and her boobs came tumbling out, smacking against each other, the nipples stiff and red.
 

“Shit,” Jerome grunted. “Ten times better than I thought.” He grabbed one and leaned forward. Plopped the nipple into his mouth and gave it three long sucks.
 

Rachel moaned, back arching even more as she smashed her tit against his face.
 

Jerome pulled away with a wet smack and grinned. “Oh shit you gonna’ be such a good little whore, aren’t ya’?”
 

Rachel gasped but didn’t object.
 

“You like it a little rough? You like it, don’t ya’?” Jerome asked. He pinched Rachel’s nipple between a finger and thumb and gave it a quarter turn.
 

Her legs shook and she grabbed him by the arms again. “Oh fuck!” she squealed.
 

Peter’s eyes bugged as another orgasm rippled through her body. How was he enjoying this as much as he was? Watching Rachel get debased like this. Watching this brute twist her nipple and make her come? He was so hard and ready to blow at any moment.
 

Jerome’s dark hand fell from her breast. He caressed her stomach and his palm finally settled over her navel. “This where hubby gonna’ put your baby?” he asked, his hand moving slow circles around her belly button.
 

Rachel got a wild look in her eye. She nodded frantically looking like she was on the verge of another climax.
 

Jerome put a hand around her wrist and brought her hand down to her belly. He pulled his cock out from between her legs and closed her hand around it. He stroked her hand back and forth over the ridge of his glans, staring into her eyes. “Better be careful,” he said.
 

“What?” Rachel gasped.
 

“I might get there first.” A fat stream of ejaculate shot from the head of his cock and splattered against the top of Rachel’s belly. It immediately started oozing down her tummy as Jerome kept stroking. He pumped three more hot squirts of cum out of his cock.
 

Peter gaped at the unbelievably voluminous amount of semen Jerome had produced. Watched Rachel shudder a third time as an orgasm gripped her at the same sight.
 

Jerome took her hand away from his cock. He grabbed it with his own and gave it a shake, emptying what was left in the urethra onto Rachel’s coated stomach.
 

That set Peter off. He awkwardly pumped himself through his own climax, crotch muscles flexing as he dumped his own load into his underwear.
 

Jerome stepped back, admiring his handiwork.
 

Rachel stood with her hands at her sides, cheeks flushed, her tits pointed down from the pressure of the underwire on her bra. Her toes turned in, the creamy ooze spilling down onto the top of her tights now. She looked to the side, embarrassed. “I should get this cleaned off,” she whispered.
 

Jerome reached out with both hands. He tucked her tits back into her bra, then pulled her shirt down over the sticky mess. Put a finger under her chin and brought her eyes up to meet his. “Your man gonna’ know you were up to some funny business, huh?” he asked.
 

Rachel tried to look down at her soaked shirt but Jerome held her chin with his finger. She gave a quick nod.
 

“He asks you tell him what happened here, alright?”
 

The jolt of adrenaline that sent through Peter cleared the fog of lust he’d still been surrounded by.
 

“What?” Rachel whispered, aghast for real this time, it seemed.
 

“You heard me. He asks, you tell him Mr. Jerome left his mark. You tell him you let another man drop a load on your pretty belly. You understand?”
 

It was a bizarre thing for Jerome to say and left Peter utterly confused.
 

Rachel stared for a long time into those dark eyes.
 

Jerome stared back at her, as if daring her to object.
 

Finally she looked away and gave two quick nods.
 

Peter gasped.
 

“That’s right,” Jerome said.
 

Peter stepped sideways and out of view just as he saw Jerome turning towards the door. He quickly moved around the corner and crouched behind the trash cans.
 

A moment later Jerome walked through the door in a jacket and a hoodie, turned towards the alley and disappeared into the night.
 



***

 


“Hey baby,” Rachel said sheepishly as he stepped through the back door into the kitchen of the diner. She looked worried.
 

“Baby,” he whispered. He walked up to her and cupped her face with his hands. “Oh god baby that was so hot,” he said. He kissed her on the mouth. Long and hot. When he pulled away she looked up into his eyes.
 

“Was it?”
 

“It was so hot I can’t believe it,” he reassured her. “Was it hot for you?”
 

She bit her lip. Her eyes darted to one side for just a moment before returning to his. She nodded. “It was pretty hot,” she said. She still looked worried.
 

“Is everything okay?”
 

She nodded again. “Yeah. I think everything’s fine.”
 

“What the fuck was he talking about at the end?” he asked. “About telling your husband? What was that?”
 

She shook her head. “I don’t know. I don’t know what that was,” she admitted.
 

Peter pushed the thought aside. His eyes fell to her belly. He pinched her shirt with a finger and thumb and pulled it up. Jerome’s ejaculate had caked on Rachel’s stomach. Her black shirt was soaked. “Oh my god,” Peter whispered. His eyes shot back up to hers. “Baby I need you,” he said, unbuckling his pants.
 

“Here? Now?” she asked.
 

“Please!” he begged. His cock was stiff again as his pants fell to the ground. He pulled it out of his underwear.
 

Rachel looked nervously side to side. “Okay. I guess I can,” she said, bending over.
 

“No,” Peter said, grabbing her by the shoulders and pinning her against the wall. “I need to be inside you.”
 

Her eyes widened at his insistence.
 

It wasn’t like him. He never made demands like that. But what he’d just seen had cast a spell over him he couldn’t break. He needed so badly to feel the inside of her it felt like he might burst.
 

“Okay,” she said meekly. She pulled her tights and panties half-way down her thighs and stood a little wider.
 

Leaning up against her, Peter drove his cock up into her snatch. He groaned as a gush of her lubricant spilled from her, coating his balls. She was soaked. As wet, or more, as Jerome had said she’d been.
 

The position wasn’t optimal. Peter, at six inches erect, was above average. But he didn’t come close to what Jerome was packing. His cock penetrated an inch or two into Rachel’s pussy but most of the shaft rubbed against her pubis. He didn’t care. He needed to get off. And he needed, for some reason, to do it inside her. Nothing else would do. He grunted as he started thrusting furiously in and out of her.
 

She put a hand on the back of his neck and whispered next to his ear. “It was so hot that you watched that, baby,” she said.
 

“Oh god,” he groaned.
 

“That’s why I came so much. ‘Cause I knew you were out there watching,” she went on. “Yeah. Keep doing it just like that. Oh baby you’re gonna’ make me come again.”
 

Tingling bursts of pleasure shot up Peter’s spine as his climax loomed. He squeezed his ass cheeks and tried to remind himself he was in a diner kitchen to try to slow the release.
 

“Baby I want his big dick inside me,” Rachel mewled. “Will you let me do it? Please? Can I take his big, black dick inside my pussy? I’ll do anything!” she begged.
 

Peter buried his face against her neck. The same spot Jerome had kissed her. He gasped at the reddish-purple hickey that had formed there. Another mark Mr. Jerome had left on his wife. “Fuck yes. Please. I need to say that,” he panted, voice raspy.
 

Rachel’s pussy squeezed hard at his permission. She squealed, nearly deafening him in one ear as her body convulsed in another climax.
 

He groaned with pleasure and let himself sink into his own. Tipped his hips forward to try and stab his cock as deeply as he could into Rachel’s cunt. An obsessive urge to seed her as well as he could gripped him. Even though she was still on birth control, to try and shoot so much and so deep that he’d conquer that defence and breed her. In case Jerome got to her first.
 

He grunted and groaned through a frantic, spasming climax as Rachel rubbed her pussy against his thrusts.
 

A few seconds later it was over and they were left panting against the wall trying to catch their breath. He pulled his slimy cock out from in between her legs and tucked it back into his underwear. He kissed her as she pulled her panties and tights back up. Caressed her hair and gazed into her eyes. “What the fuck are we doing?” he asked.
 

She smiled, her cheeks a cheery red, sweat matting her hair against her forehead. “I don’t know,” she said, shaking her head.
 

He kissed her again. He didn’t really care what they were doing. Didn’t really care where this was coming from or why. He felt like he was flying. They’d never had this kind of sex and he felt closer to her than ever. If a nasty make out session with Jerome could do that what would watching him fuck Rachel make him feel like? “You want…you want to go do something, like, I don’t know, get a beer or something?” he asked.
 

She giggled and covered her mouth with a finger. “On a weeknight?” she asked.
 

He shook his head. “I don’t think I’m going to be able to sleep for a few hours,” he said.
 

She put a hand on his cheek. “Then let’s not sleep,” she whispered. “Take me home and fuck me again instead.”
 






Chapter Ten

 


He pulled up to the diner the next evening to find the front empty. His stomach knotted as his imagination took off, wondering what compromised position Rachel was in in the back. He turned the car off and step out into the cold. Looked both ways, then crossed the street and walked up to the front door.
 

It had been Rachel’s idea to bring it out into the open that evening. She wasn’t sure how Jerome would react but she had an inkling that it wouldn’t be a problem. Not after what he’d said the night before.
 

Peter was nervous. This was so far outside the boundaries of any sexual scenario he’d ever experienced he had no idea how to act. Had no repertoire of behaviours that might normalize the situation. There was the tiniest undercurrent of humiliation running beneath his arousal. At surrendering his beautiful wife to this muscled black stranger and at being aroused by the possibility of watching it happen. But it was just a shadow of a feeling. Lurking in the corner of his mind and easily overlooked by focusing on the lust that filled him.
 

He pulled on the door. It opened, Rachel having told him she wouldn’t lock up until he got there. He crept across the dining room, walked up to the round window in the swinging door leading to the kitchen and peered in. He drew in a sharp breath at what he saw.
 

Jerome had Rachel pressed up against the wall. One leg between both of hers and a hand on her crotch. He was rubbing and squeezing her pussy through her tights and every so often kissing her with his plump lips.
 

Rachel’s head was rolling side to side against the wall. Her eyes were closed and she looked lost in the throes of pleasure.
 

Peter was gripped by an instinct to touch himself but he resisted. He was out here in the open, after all. Anyone walking by on the street would see some pervert squashed up against the door fondling himself. Probably call the cops, too. He pried himself away from the window, darted back to the front door and twisted the deadbolt. Darted back and pressed his nose against the window again.
 

Jerome was whispering something in Rachel’s ear but his voice was too low to hear.
 

Peter stared at Jerome’s fingers rubbing Rachel’s cunt, his cock growing longer and straining against his jeans.
 

Rachel’s head rolled sideways and she opened her eyes and saw him. She gasped.
 

Jerome turned his head in Peter’s direction and locked eyes with him. For a long moment the two of them stared at Peter, Jerome looking totally calm, like it was a completely normal thing that he’d been caught with his hand in Rachel’s kitty by her husband.
 

Peter’s heart started to pound. What was he supposed to do here? Should he walk in and ask Jerome what the fuck he thought he was doing? Wasn’t that what any other man would do? He had no desire to do that, though. If anything he wanted to walk in and tell Jerome to keep going. Just as long as he could watch, he wanted to tell Jerome to go ahead and do whatever he wanted with Rachel. Rachel’s lusty stare was driving him wild.
 

Finally, when the silence and stillness started to feel awkward, he pushed the swing door open and stepped into the kitchen, eyes darting from Rachel and Jerome’s to Jerome’s hand still in between Rachel’s legs.
 

Jerome turned to look Rachel in the eye. “You tell your man what I said last night?” he asked.
 

Rachel kept her eyes on Peter as she nodded.
 

Jerome looked at him again. “You good?” he asked, glancing at Peter’s midriff.
 

Peter was certain he could see his erection. He swallowed the saliva that had built up in his mouth and nodded. “I’m good,” he said.
 

Jerome smiled and gave a nod. He stepped away from Rachel who looked like she was going to melt down the wall. Walked over to the coat rack and grabbed his hoodie and pulled it on. Then grabbed his jacket and put that on, too. Grabbed Rachel’s and handed it to her before walking up to where Peter was standing. Held out a fist.
 

Peter looked down and realized it was a greeting. He made a fist of his own and tapped Jerome’s.
 

“We gonna’ do this?” Jerome asked.
 

Peter nodded, unsure of what to say.
 

“You bring the car this time?” Jerome asked.
 

Peter gave another nod.
 

“Let’s go for a ride,” Jerome said.
 

“O-okay,” Peter stammered.
 

“Lock up the back door. We’ll go out the front,” Jerome said to Rachel.
 

She peeled herself off the wall and trotted to the back door to lock it.
 

“After you,” Jerome said, pointing to the swinging door.
 

Peter turned and walked back into the dining room, feeling a little zombie-like. His senses felt like they were on overdrive. The light seemed brighter. His footsteps louder, the smells of frying grease and dish washing detergent tickled his nostrils. He walked to the front door and waited for Jerome and Rachel to catch up.
 

They all stepped out into the night. Rachel fumbled with her keys and locked the front door. Then they crossed the street towards the car.
 

Peter opened the driver’s side door.
 

Rachel jogged around to the other side. The excitement in her eyes was wild.
 

“Nah, girl. You ride in the back with me,” Jerome ordered.
 

Peter and Rachel exchanged a glance. She looked unsure of herself, like she was waiting for permission from Peter to do what Jerome had asked. Strangely enough it reassured him. They were in this together. This was their game and she was checking in to make sure she was playing it right. He gave her a few quick nods and she smiled. Closed the passenger side door and slipped into the back seat with Jerome who’d taken up position behind the driver’s seat.
 

A woman in a heavy jacket walked by, shoulders hunched against the chill. She glanced at the scene and quickly looked away.
 

Peter wondered if she suspected what was going on. Did she suspect he and Rachel were husband and wife? And that Peter was about to drive her and her new black boyfriend home so he could watch them fuck? A slight swell of embarrassment worked through him. Until he reassured himself there wasn’t any way for the woman to know anything like that. And even if she did, so what? He got into the car and started the engine. Pulled out into the empty street and pointed them towards home.
 

A glance in the rear view mirror gave his heart a kick. Rachel had her arm around Jerome’s neck and they were making out. She looked hungry as hell for it. Like she couldn’t keep her hands off him, she wanted it so bad.
 

A sliver of worry wedged into him. What if Rachel got emotional about this? It was hot as hell thinking of them fucking but what if Rachel got attached? What if Jerome became more than just a way to live out this shared fantasy? What if he got between them in their marriage?
 

They’d been so busy fucking they hadn’t talked about anything like that. He dismissed the thought. Rachel was his. They were married. And they loved each other very much. Jerome was just a dick, a dildo, really, to let them explore this crazy lust that had cast a spell on them. It was just the way she was kissing him made it look like he was more than that.
 

He focused on the road and getting them home.
 

Rachel kept her lips locked on Jerome’s the whole drive home. They finally detached when he pulled into the driveway and turned off the engine. “We’re here,” Peter said quietly. He glanced in the rear view mirror.
 

Jerome leaned forward and looked up at the house. “Well shit,” he said, clapping Peter on the shoulder a few times. “Management does alright.” He smiled at Peter in the mirror.
 

Peter forced an uneasy smile back at him. Was this alright? Were they supposed to be joking around like they were friends or something? What did Jerome think of him? Did he look down on him for this? For wanting to watch his wife get fucked? It was all so awkward for Peter and yet Jerome seemed so cool with it. Had he done this before with other people?
 

Rachel got out of the car and trotted around to Peter as he got out and closed the door. She gazed into his eyes and smiled. “You ready?” she asked in a soft whisper.
 

He wasn’t sure if he was. Certainly didn’t feel as ready as she seemed. Not any more. If she’d asked the same question last night he would have replied with an unequivocal “hell yeah!” Now that it was on the verge of happening he wasn’t as convinced. “I love you,” he blurted, needing to feel some connection with her before anything happened.
 

She made her aww face and gave him a kiss on the cheek. “I love you too, baby,” she whispered against his ear.
 

“Come on lovebirds,” Jerome said. “Too cold out here. You can get kissy-face inside.”
 

Rachel giggled.
 

Peter smirked and his unease ebbed from how relaxed Jerome was. Maybe this would be fun. It would be fun. He wanted this.
 

Jerome put an arm over Rachel’s shoulder and walked her toward the house.
 

Peter followed, locking the car doors with his key fob.
 

Rachel opened the front door and her and Jerome walked inside.
 

Peter walked in after them, shut the door and twisted the deadbolt locked.
 

Jerome glanced around the house, then slipped his coat off and hung it on the coat rack. He turned to Rachel and slipped hers off her shoulders and hung it up. Kicked his boots off then stepped closer to Rachel and grabbed her tits. He squeezed them a few times staring deep into her eyes.
 

Rachel blushed, looking a little ashamed at such an overtly sexual gesture in the front hallway.
 

Jerome reached around her and grabbed her ass and kneaded that. He gave her a few kisses on the neck, then kissed her on the mouth. He lifted a hand off her rear and smacked it. “Get your ass upstairs,” he growled.
 

Rachel giggled, spun and skipped up the stairs.
 

“Anything she don’t do?” Jerome asked, turning to Peter.
 

Peter opened his mouth to speak but hesitated.
 

Jerome gave a nod. “She’ll do it tonight. I’ll do her good and dirty for ya’.” He winked and walked up the stairs with a confident swagger.
 

Peter stood and watched, lost in a trance-like state wondering just how dirty was dirty for a guy like Jerome. His cock flexed as he thought of all the ways Jerome would defile his wife. He was yanked back into reality when Rachel gasped, then giggled from the bedroom. He darted up the stairs, taking two at a time, not wanting to miss a single second of watching Jerome and Rachel coupling.
 






Chapter Eleven

 


He staggered into the room just in time to see Rachel sink to her knees in front of Jerome. Her shirt and bra were lying on the ground, her beautiful big boobs hanging out. She peeled Jerome’s sweat pants and boxers off.
 

The fat, black club came swinging out and nearly smacked her on the cheek.
 

She giggled again as she leaned back to avoid it.
 

Her laugh was a magical sound to Peter. It sent shivers racing up his back and enveloped him in a syrupy warmth. The contrast of Rachel’s angelic smile so close to Jerome’s thick cudgel was nasty and incredibly hot.
 

“No, no,” Jerome said, taking his cock in one hand and putting the other on top of Rachel’s head to keep her in place. “You gotta’ get acquainted,” he said. He tipped her head back so she was looking up at him and gently smacked her cheek with his cock a few times.
 

The sight and sound of it jarred Peter. He took a few steps back, unable to really, truly believe what he was seeing. Slid along the wall and slipped into the armchair in the corner of the room.
 

Rachel’s cheeks turned a deep red and it was clear the blush was from embarrassment. She glanced at Peter and suddenly looked very uncomfortable.
 

Jerome turned her head and smacked her other cheeks with his cock.
 

Peter put his elbows on his knees and his hands over his mouth. “Holy shit,” he whispered, his voice barely above a breath.
 

Jerome chuckled. “See? He likes it. He’s a dawg. Aren’t you?” he asked.
 

Peter sat motionless, unable to speak or even nod.
 

Jerome laughed again. “He likes it,” he said. “All guys like it nasty. You gonna’ show him what a nasty little slut you can be?” he asked Rachel.
 

Still blushing, Rachel turned and looked at Peter. Gazed deep into his eyes for a good long while. She stuck her tongue out the side of her mouth and ran it along the vein on Jerome’s cock.
 

Jerome threw his head back and laughed. “Ha ha! Oh yeah! We’re just getting started,” he said.
 

He pointed the head of his cock at her lips and pushed the tip into her mouth. Poked it against the inside of her cheek and stretched her mouth out with it.
 

Rachel held Peter’s gaze as Jerome fucked her mouth with his cock.
 

Peter’s head started to spin. They’d had some nasty sex the last few days. But it all paled in comparison to what was happening now. Seeing Rachel with another man’s cock in her mouth, staring at her husband with that lusty look in her eyes was mind-blowingly erotic. His cock throbbed at the sight.
 

“Squeeze those titties for me,” Jerome ordered.
 

Rachel grabbed her boobs and pushed them together. She tipped her head back and looked up at Jerome.
 

“Oh yeah,” he growled as he stepped forward and fed more of his dick into her mouth. He put a hand on his hips and swayed them back and forth, fucking deeper into Rachel’s mouth with each thrust.
 

Peter dropped a hand to his crotch and gave himself a rub. Groaned at the intense pleasure and pressure that drove up through him. He was desperate to come but didn’t want to rupture the insane tension gripping him. He pulled his hand away and put his elbow on his knee again.
 

Jerome pulled his dick out of Rachel’s mouth with a wet pop. He reached down and fondled her bare breasts, then gave both nipples a quarter twist in opposite directions.
 

Rachel gasped and thrust her chest out.
 

Jerome smacked one breast, then the other.
 

Rachel glanced at Peter, her upper lip curling with arousal. The flush on her cheeks spread to her chest.
 

“Strip,” Jerome ordered, stepping out of the sweats pooled around his ankles. He peeled off his t-shirt and threw it onto the floor. His musky scent filled the room.
 

Rachel scrambled to her feet and pulled her tights and underwear off.
 

What had been confined to dreams and imagination was suddenly happening in front of Peter’s eyes. Rachel’s beautiful naked body exposed and vulnerable to this handsome, fit black man with a powerful erection.
 

Peter’s mind shot back and forth. Soon she’d be on her back on the bed. Legs spread, her pretty, pink pussy exposed and opening for the thick seeding muscle about to penetrate it. What sound would she make as Jerome entered her? What shape would her body take? Would she scream as he pounded her with his thick prick? Or would they make soft and gentle love, the same way she did with Peter before any of this happened?
 

A terrifying jealousy ripped through him. Rachel was about to have sex with another man. Rachel was about to have sex with another man. This was insane. Why were they doing this? What if it all went wrong? What if he felt terrible afterwards? What if it wasn’t just sex but turned out to be something he couldn’t get out of his mind? Oh god what had he done?
 

But there was Rachel already on her back with her legs in the air. Her beautiful gash was drenched with her own wetness. Her toes were pointed straight up toward the ceiling and Jerome was crawling onto the bed, their marital bed, with his cock in hand, wet from her saliva.
 

She looked at him with a wild excitement in her eyes. Shock registered on her expression as Jerome spread her thighs with his hand and crawled between them. “Wait. Wait!” she panted. “Not like this. I want to do it different. I want Peter to be here.” She swung her leg around Jerome’s body and flipped over onto her stomach, then got onto her hands and knees.
 

Jerome scowled. For a moment he looked like he didn’t like what was happening. Rachel taking control and calling the shots didn’t seem like the kind of thing that would be in his repertoire. But then he cracked a smile and shuffled around behind her. He tipped his hips forward and kissed her greasy crack with the tip of his cock.
 

“Wait!” she said, putting a hand on his abs and stopping him from pressing into her. “C’mere baby,” she said, turning to Peter.
 

Peter’s eyes widened. In his mind, in his fantasy this hadn’t been how it had gone at all. In his imagination he was just the passive observer. Huddled in a corner or peering in around the door frame as Rachel got her freak on with another man. Getting close to it seemed…dangerous somehow. Getting involved scared him. “I don’t know baby,” he said, giving his head a shake.
 

Rachel’s smile faded. She pushed Jerome back onto his haunches and looked directly into Peter’s eyes. “We’re doing it like this or not at all,” she said.
 

It dawned on him quickly that she was dead serious. For whatever reason she wanted it a certain way. He hadn’t thought about that much. That maybe Rachel would have an opinion about how she was going to get fucked. Felt a little selfish as he walked over to the side of the bed.
 

She grabbed his shirt and pulled him down onto his knees. “I need you here. I need you with me this first time,” she whispered.
 

He felt twice as bad when she said that. Duh. She was trying to include him. Trying to make sure this was about them and that he knew it. He glanced up at Jerome.
 

Jerome raised an eyebrow and shrugged.
 

“I’m here for you, baby,” Peter said softly. He leaned forward and kissed her. His eyes darted to her tits as he pulled away.
 

She put a hand on the back of his neck and glanced over her shoulder. “Okay. You can do me now,” she said, then giggled.
 

Jerome chuckled.
 

Peter got a stab of jealous lust in the gut. You can do me now. What a thing to hear your wife say as she gave another man permission to enter.
 

Jerome licked his fingers and swiped them over the head of his cock. He pressed it against Rachel’s dewy petals and swiped up and down, collecting her moisture.
 

Rachel drew in a breath and her back arched. “Oh my god he’s touching me,” she whispered, gazing into Peter’s eyes. “His cock is on my pussy, baby,” she said.
 

The heat from his face sank and the cold in his gut rose, mingling somewhere in the middle of his chest as he watched her expression.
 

Her lips parted. Her eyelids fluttered and her eyes darted down to the bed before returning to his. “He’s…he’s inside me,” she said. “Kiss me.”
 

A heady lust swirled in his mind. His cock was throbbing relentlessly between his legs. He leaned in, closed his eyes and kissed her on the mouth.
 

“Shit that’s tight,” Jerome muttered from behind Rachel.
 

She moaned into Peter’s mouth and pulled away from the kiss. “Oh god. Oh god!” she cried. “He’s inside me! Fuck! Slow! Go slow, please?” She swatted at the air behind her.
 

Jerome pulled his cock out until just the head was inside her. He gave her a moment to adjust.
 

She wiggled her hips like she was trying to find a comfortable position. “Okay,” she said, breathless. “Keep going.”
 

Jerome grabbed her ass cheeks and stretched them apart. He pushed his thick, black shaft into her glistening puss, staring at the way it disappeared into her.
 

Jerome did a few in-and-outs until his dick was good and wet with her lubricant. He gave her ass a quick slap.
 

Rachel gasped.
 

“Oh yeah. Loosened right up. She likes it rough, huh?” he asked, grinning at Peter.
 

Peter was speechless. Completely enthralled by the thrill of Rachel having a big, black dick stuffed into her.
 

Jerome did a few more in and outs and furrowed his brow. “Hey. Give her titties a pinch,” he said.
 

Peter looked at Rachel, who blushed even hotter. She gave a few quick nods, confirming what Jerome had already figured out. She wanted it rough.
 

Peter reached under her with both hands. He found her nipples and caressed them before giving them a light pinch.
 

Jerome grunted as he slipped another inch into her.
 

“Harder,” Rachel panted.
 

Steeling himself (god how he hated the idea of hurting her), Peter did what he’d seen Jerome do. He clamped down on her nipples and gave them a vicious quarter turn in opposite directions.
 

“Yes!” Rachel cried out.
 

Jerome leaned forward, spearing the rest of his length into her with the sound of a watermelon being cracked open.
 

Rachel mashed her lips against Peter’s, then thrust her tongue into his mouth and moaned. Her body was on fire.
 

Jerome pulled out and pushed in a few times. Got a rhythm going, the bed shaking slightly as he fucked her.
 

“I want your dick in my mouth,” Rachel panted.
 

This Peter had not prepared for either. He glanced at Jerome, wondering if he’d be cool with that. Maybe they should have discussed some of this stuff? How this would go? Laid out a game plan instead of just diving right in? But his cock also felt like it was on fire and the thought of sticking it in Rachel’s pretty mouth as another man fucked her had him scrambling to his feet and undoing his pants. He looked at Jerome again, worried he’d be offended.
 

Jerome was in his own world. Staring at his cock sliding in and out of Rachel’s cunt and didn’t seem to care about much else.
 

Peter tugged his dick out. His pants fell down around his ankles. He waddled forward and Rachel grabbed it.
 

She tugged him closer and wrapped her plump lips around his shaft, staring up into his eyes. She moaned when Jerome smacked her on the ass again.
 

Peter felt an immediate surge of pleasure as she took him deep into her mouth. He groaned and closed his eyes, hoping he could last more than few minutes. Hoping this could last forever. When he opened his eyes again they fell squarely onto Jerome’s thick organ. The thing was stretching Rachel out so wide he thought it might split her in two.
 

He looked down at her.
 

She was still staring up at him but now with a desperation in her eyes. She wanted something. She wanted more. He just didn’t know how much more. She popped off of him, grabbed on wrist and put it on the back of her head. Her eyes darted up. “Use me,” she said, looking off to one side like she just couldn’t bear to say it while looking at him.
 

“Use you?” he asked.
 

“Use my mouth. Like a fuck hole.”
 

He shuddered at the lewd request. How had she been hiding this for so long?!? He put his other hand on the back of her head and stuffed his dick into her open mouth.
 

She moaned and closed her eyes. The vibrations it sent down his prick tickled his balls. 
 

He cocked his hips back and then shoved his meat into her mouth until his balls slapped up against her chin.
 

She moaned again, slapped a hand on his ass moved it back and forth. More. She wanted even more. She wanted to be nothing more than a fuck toy for two men.
 

He matched Jerome’s rhythm as he started fucking her in the mouth. Pulled his shirt out of the way so he could watch the way her nose mashed against his abdomen. His eyes wandered over her hourglass figure, past the slim waist and wide hips to where Jerome was defiling her pussy. Each thrust brought a slick, wet shwush each withdrawal a sucking sound, almost like a reverse fart.
 

The whole thing spun into a tight cord of lust running taut through his whole body. He could feel his dick throbbing, his nuts pulling up under his legs as his body prepared for ejaculation. He fucked her face a little harder, a little anger mingling with his arousal at how she could bring herself to do something like this. He didn’t even warn her that he was going to come.
 

Regressing fully to a purely sexual animal he groaned as ejaculate shot through his shaft and flooded her mouth. He stared at Jerome’s black dick invading her pussy. Tightening and preparing for it’s own release. Preparing to blow it’s own load into her bare cunt. The thought sent his climax soaring to a height he’d never experienced. As pleasure flooded his brain he threw his head back and roared, almost unable to bear the incredible feeling.
 

He shot over the crest of his orgasm and it ebbed just as quickly. Sending him sinking down into the land of the living, the human. The caress of her mouth on his cock became painful. He staggered back, falling out of her lips.
 

When he looked down at her he realized she must have had her own orgasm. Her eyes were bleary and looked like she couldn’t quite focus. Her lips were curled up in a dazed smile. A rope of cum was clinging to her chin, swaying back and forth as Jerome fucked her harder. When Jerome smacked her ass, her smile widened.
 

Peter walked backwards to the armchair, unable to tear his gaze away from his beautiful wife. Jerome was a blur behind her. All Peter could see was her beautiful smile and the filthy semen dripping from it.
 

The blur grunted.
 

Jerome stabbed his cock deep into Rachel, sending her tumbling onto her stomach. He followed, his hips erupting into a fierce pounding as he delivered seminal fluid to the deepest parts of her.
 

Peter grabbed his cock and started stroking himself back to life. His mind filled with a single imperative. Get yourself ready and get into her as soon as Jerome is out. He’d never been so driven by such an incredibly singular compulsion.
 

Rachel’s arms dangled over the end of the bed, her body limp as Jerome finished inside of her.
 

As his thrusts slowed, he gave one final lunge, his cock stuffed deep inside Rachel’s reproductive tract. He let out a low groan and gave her ass a slap.
 

Rachel looked like she was in heaven. Eyes closed, wearing a beatific smile at having been used like a whore by two men. As Jerome pulled out of her she let out a soft sigh.
 

“Shower this way?” Jerome asked, walking toward the hallway.
 

Peter gave a nod. By the time Jerome had left the room he was on his knees on the bed, stiff cock in hand. He paused as he was about to shove it into her. His eyes widened.
 

Her pussy was gaping. He’d never seen it stretched so wide. Just inside the entrance was a copious amount of cum. He couldn’t imagine how much more was up close to her cervix. He jabbed his dick into her. It took a moment for her walls to tighten around him. He started fucking her furiously. Unable to get enough friction he pulled out, grabbed a pillow and hauled her hips up. Stuffed the pillow under her then stuffed himself back inside.
 

She purred and squeezed him as Jerome’s spunk oozed out of her like toothpaste out of a tube.
 

Peter closed his eyes and the thought that he was fucking another man’s sperm out of his wife sent him soaring over another intense climax.
 






Chapter Twelve

 


“We did it,” she whispered, turning her face and looking at him out of the corner of her eye.
 

He flexed inside her.
 

She was still glowing from the fucking Jerome had given her and looked more beautiful than ever.
 

He dismounted, pulling his shrinking cock out of her and rolling onto his side on the bed. “I can’t believe you did that,” he whispered back, staring into her eyes.
 

Her eyes twinkled as she smiled. “Did you like it?” she asked. She put a hand on his cheek and rubbed her thumb on his stubble.
 

“It was amazing,” he admitted. He leaned forward and kissed her. 
 

“You get your rocks off?”
 

They both turned to see Jerome come strutting into the room, his big cock dangling between his legs. He rubbed the white towel hanging over his shoulders against the back of his neck.
 

Embarrassment flared through Peter. The hazy erotic shroud had lifted and now they were just three naked people in a room together. He glanced at Rachel, who didn’t seem at all perturbed by her lack of clothes. Peter cracked an awkward grin as Jerome walked over to the bed and tossed the towel onto the floor. He crawled up onto the mattress on his hands and legs and spread Rachel’s pale thighs apart.
 

“Hey!” she protested, giggling and trying to close her legs.
 

Jerome gave her a sharp smack on her ass which made her gasp.
 

The spanking seemed to subdue her resistance. She let her legs be pulled apart as she turned to Peter, red-faced.
 

“Hey yourself,” Jerome said as he pushed his fingers into her pussy. “We’re just getting started here.”
 

Rachel’s eyes opened a little wider and a her expression turned to worry. “I…I don’t know about that. I’m pretty sore after…that thing,” she said, glancing at his penis and giggling.
 

Fresh embarrassment swelled through Peter. His wife commenting on how another man’s penis had stretched her. It put him back in the space, though. Back in the zone where all he wanted was to see more of her getting fucked.
 

Jerome dipped two fingers into her pussy and twisted his hand a few times. He brought them out covered in their emissions. “You got more than one hole from what I can see,” he said, flashing a sly smile at Peter. He pressed his middle finger against her sphincter.
 

Her hands shot out to her backside as she tried to push him away. She let out an awkward chuckle. “Um, I don’t do it back there,” she said.
 

“She doesn’t do it back there,” Peter added quickly, shaking his head. But deep down he thrilled at the thought of watching Jerome take his wife’s virgin ass hole.
 

Jerome gave her other rump a clap, reddening her pale flesh. “You do it where I tell you. That’s how this works.” He pushed his middle finger into her anus.
 

Rachel moaned and grabbed the mattress as he drove it in to the second knuckle and twisted.
 

Peter’s cock began engorging at the expression on Rachel’s face. Something between terror and a deeply curious pleasure.
 

“Oh my god,” Rachel moaned as Jerome plied deeper into her back hole.
 

“Yeah?” Jerome asked. A smug smile formed on his lips as he nodded. “Now you like it, don’t you?”
 

“I…I don’t know,” Rachel said, looking a little perplexed.
 

“Course you like it. They all like it if you do it right. You been keeping this ass closed up tight from your husband? Bad bitch,” Jerome said, smacking her hard on the ass again.
 

“Hey now,” Peter said, holding out a hand.
 

“Hey now don’t get all fussed,” Jerome replied. “Bitch likes it. Don’t you bitch?” He smacked her again on the other cheek.
 

Rachel flushed and bit her lip. She glanced sideways at Peter and stared at him for a moment before nodding.
 

“Yeah. Of course you do. Say it.”
 

“Say…say what?”
 

Jerome smacked her ass sideways. “Tell your husband you like my finger in your ass,” he ordered.
 

Peter’s heart was pounding. This was more erotic than anything he could have imagined. His wife succumbing to being humiliated by her black lover. Having a finger shoved into her ass and being made to say she liked it. His cock was hard as steel again watching.
 

She glanced between his legs and her eyes widened at his arousal. She pushed back against the mattress driving Jerome’s finger deeper into her cavity. “I like his finger in my ass,” she whimpered.
 

Fresh arousal washed over Peter. He crawled to the edge of the bed. “I can…I’ll go sit in the chair,” he muttered.
 

“Nah, nah,” Jerome said, waving him toward the headboard. “That’s a front row seat you’re in there. I don’t care. I’m putting my dick into this ass whether you’re here or there,” he said.
 

Peter paused for a moment, wondering if it would be awkward to be so close while Jerome drilled Rachel’s ass. In the end the promise of seeing it up close proved to great. He shuffled up against the headboard and dropped his hand between his legs. He glanced at Jerome, not sure if that was okay.
 

Jerome shrugged. “Knock yourself out, man,” he said. He went back to studiously stretching out Rachel’s ass, preparing it for his girth. He dipped his fingers into her pussy, crooked them, then pulled them out covered in fresh semen. He drew a circle around the rim of her ass hole before stuffing a bunch of it in. “Best lube,” he said.
 

Rachel glanced over her shoulder at his swelling prick wearing a worried expression. “Seriously I don’t know if it’s going to fit, Jerome,” she said.
 

Peter groaned. Hearing her casually say Jerome’s name as he fingered her ass was incredibly stimulating for some reason.
 

“You don’t worry about nothing,” Jerome said. He reached between his legs and jerked his cock a few times until it was good and stiff. Getting up on his knees he crawled onto Rachel and let his cock rest in her ass crack. He rubbed it back and forth a few times, collecting sperm on the underside, then pressed the tip against her slightly gaping ass hole. He pried her round cheeks apart, stretching the hole a little wider.
 

“Go slow,” Rachel said in a breathy voice.
 

Jerome reached forward and wrapped her hair up in a fist. He pulled her head back gently, tipping her chin up. “I’ll go how I go. You don’t worry about that, you hear me? Flick your bean or something. Take your mind off things.”
 

Rachel gasped and her face flushed even redder.
 

Peter wondered again if he should intervene. Did she really enjoy being treated like this? Being humiliated.
 

“O-okay,” Rachel whispered.
 

Jerome smacked her ass. “Yes sir would be better,” he said.
 

“Y-yes sir,” Rachel panted. Her hand shot down to her crotch. She shoved it between her body and the pillow and started rubbing her clit.
 

Jerome pressed two fingers against the head of his cock, mashing it against her ass hole until it slipped in.
 

Peter stared, aghast and humming with excitement at the sight of the dark slab of meat pressing into Rachel’s virgin back hole. He tightened his grip on his cock and jerked it harder.
 

Jerome let go of her hair. He got up on his fists like he was about to do a push up and slowly lowered himself toward the bed.
 

A low moan rolled out of Rachel, climbing steadily in pitch. “Oh…my…goooood,” she wailed.
 

Jerome didn’t relent. He sank lower, his thickening girth stretching Rachel wider and wider. Cum seeped out around the black stick of flesh. “Fucken’ tighter’n her puss,” he said. “Fuck that’s tight.” He looked over at Peter. “Bitch’ll be wanting it in the ass all the time after this,” he said.
 

Rachel’s rubbing turned frantic. She closed her eyes and a bead of sweat formed on her brow. As the thickest part of Jerome’s cock filled her, her legs thrashed against the bed and she screamed as she came.
 

Jerome grunted as her ass clamped around his muscle. He pulled his cock half-way out then drove it back in fast and hard.
 

Rachel screamed again, masturbating furiously.
 

“See? You like it in the ass after all,” Jerome said. He drove in down to the root of his prick, pinning her against the bed. “Up in her guts. Nice and warm in there,” he said to no one in particular.
 

Peter sat staring and jerking his cock as Jerome found a rhythm. His eyes darted between Rachel’s red face, twisted in arousal, and Jerome’s giant cock fucking her ass.
 

Even as her orgasm faded, Rachel kept fondling herself.
 

After a few minutes of fucking Jerome stopped, planted a foot on either side of her hips and pulled her up by the waist so her ass was up in the air and her face against the sheets. Crouched over her he fucked straight down, drilling his dick deep into her guts, his heavy balls slapping against her soaked pussy. His nose crinkled. He gave her ass a slap.
 

Rachel screamed as she came again.
 

Jerome let out a short breath.
 

Peter watched the root of Jerome’s prick pulsing as he dumped his load into Rachel’s ass. Pleasure overwhelmed him at the sight. Ejaculate spurted from the head of his cock as he came, landing in a sloppy wet mess on the sheets.
 

Jerome fucked through his climax like he was jumping on a trampoline. Pounding into Rachel’s rag-doll of a body until he’d drained what he had into her. When he was finished, he put his hands on her ass and slowly drew his cock out of it.
 

Peter gasped at how stretched Rachel was. As Jerome stood up and hopped off the bed he scrambled to where Rachel had flopped down on her side and stared at it. As the hole closed a thick and steady stream of creamy white ejaculate dribbled out, ran down her ass cheek and pooled on the bed.
 

Jerome walked over to his sweats and reached into one of the pockets. He pulled out a phone and started tapping out a message.
 

Peter became very self-conscious again. Jerome seemed perfectly confident strutting around the room, occasionally admiring himself in the mirror. “Baby are you okay?” he asked Rachel.
 

She didn’t open her eyes. Nodded sleepily, a faint smile sprouting on her lips.
 

Peter was desperate for some alone time with her. He crawled off the bed and got his underwear on, then walked over to where Jerome was staring at his phone. “Well, um…thanks,” he said with a chuckle. “That was great.”
 

Jerome looked up at him, scowling. “Ain’t over yet,” he said. “Got my boy Lucius on the way,” he said, tapping the screen of his phone.
 






Chapter Thirteen

 


“Look, man, I don’t mean to be rude or anything. It’s just I really don’t think she’s into it right now.”
 

“Relax,” Jerome said, popping the bottle cap off the top of the beer he’d fished out from the fridge with a wet hiss. He took a swig. “You watch. Lucius shows up and she’ll loosen right up. Just chill. I’ll take care of it.”
 

Peter wrung his hands together as Jerome walked past him into the hall.
 

Jerome had put on underwear but nothing else. He peered out into the dark night through the small window next to the door.
 

Peter had no idea what else to say. After Jerome had left the bedroom Rachel had asked him to go down and tell Jerome the party was over. She was going to shower, then go to bed. Peter had done just that but Jerome wasn’t having any of it. It was a little maddening. He knew he needed to get assertive. But he felt like a bit of a jerk about it since Jerome had participated in their depraved little game.
 

The other troubling thing was that, while Peter would do anything for Rachel, he harboured a not so small desire to see what would happen when Lucius showed up. He and Rachel had never done anything as racy as a threesome until that evening. What it would be like watching her with two fit, hung black guys? Just the thought put his cock into a permanent half-erection.
 

“Listen, dude. I know this isn’t going to be the last time Rachel does this. I saw it in her eyes while…while, you know, you were fucking her. She’s hungry for more. I’m sure of it. I think she’s just tired and sore today.”
 

Jerome took another swig and waved a hand at Peter. He glanced down at his phone as the screen lit up. “Don’t worry,” he said. “He’s here.”
 

“He’s…what?” Peter’s stomach sank. Now he was going to have two guys to turn away. And Jerome still had his clothes upstairs. And as much as he was aching to know what Jerome and Lucius would do to his little princess, he was also feeling like he was getting walked on by Jerome. And he’d never liked that feeling. Didn’t like it just then, either. He shook his head and climbed up the stairs, taking two at a time.
 

Rachel was still in the shower. Which was just as well. If he had to get firm with Jerome and Lucius it’d be better if she wasn’t there. They were co-workers, after all.
 

He swept up Jerome’s clothes off the floor. They reeked of kitchen grease. Bundled them up under his arm and walked back downstairs just as Jerome was letting Lucius in.
 

Jerome turned to Peter and pointed the bottle at his buddy. “This my boy Lucius,” he said.
 

Peter flashed a smile and walked up to Lucius. Shook his hand. “Pleasure to meet you,” he said.
 

“Pleasure’s gonna’ be all mine I hear,” Lucius said, his lips cracking into a grin.
 

Peter pressed the clothes against Jerome’s chest. “Look guys. I don’t mean to be a dick. But this isn’t happening. Rachel’s tired. She’s done. If you two are up for it some other time then hell yeah. Let’s party. But tonight’s not the night. Now I’m going to have to ask you to leave my house.” He nodded at the door.
 

Lucius and Jerome exchanged a look, then looked at Peter again. “Man you wound up tight,” Lucius said. “What’s a matter?” He looked at Jerome. “Man you fucked this all up. What gives?”
 

Jerome shook his head. “Nothing’s fucked up. Chill, Pete. We goin’ upstairs and it’s gonna’ be a good time. Trust me.” He put his hand on Peter’s arm to move him out of the way.
 

Peter didn’t budge. He looked Jerome right in the eye. “I am chill,” he said. “But it’s time to get the fuck out before…”
 

“Actually…it’s okay.”
 

Rachel’s voice coming from the top of the staircase had them all turning their heads.
 

Peter’s eyes widened and he drew in a breath. She was covered only in a towel. Her long legs and luscious thighs on full display, her breasts barely contained. She looked spectacular.
 

Putting a hand on the railing she walked slowly down the stairs, stopping on the last step before the landing. She took a long look at Lucius, her eyes roaming up and down his big frame. She bit her lip.
 

Peter turned and walked over to where she was standing. “Hey listen. I was taking care of it. Really. If you’re tired then it’s not…” He stopped in mid-sentence when she drew a finger down the front of his shirt and dropped it to his cock. She pulled it down like a spring, then released it and watched it bouncing in his underwear. She leaned forward and pressed her lips against his. Thrust her tongue into his mouth and swirled it against his in a lewd kiss. Pulled away and flashed a lusty smile before pressing her cheek against his. “I changed my mind in the shower,” she said. “I want more dick.”
 

He gasped and heat flared on his face.
 

She pulled back and looked into his eyes again. “Is that okay?”
 

Peter was speechless for a moment. He felt a little sheepish for taking such a hard line with the guys a minute earlier. That was quickly drowned by the visions of Rachel with Jerome and Lucius that flooded his imagination. “Whatever you want, baby,” he said in a whisper.
 

Rachel made a slow turn until she was facing the stairs. Released the towel, which fell onto the first step. Then, with her round ass swaying seductively side to side, climbed the stairs and disappeared into the bedroom.
 

Peter stood with his mouth hanging open and his cock hard as steel, staring at the top of the stairs. “Okay boys. You heard the lady. Get your asses upstairs.”
 

Behind him someone snickered.
 

He didn’t give a single shit.
 

Jerome tapped him on the arm as he squeezed past him. “See man? I told you it was gonna’ be alright.”
 

“’S’cuse me,” Lucius said as he squeezed past Peter to follow Jerome up the steps, his cock already bulging from the sight of Rachel’s naked posterior.
 

As the two men disappeared Peter was pulled from the trance Rachel’s ass had put him in. He jogged up the stairs and turned into the bedroom. He stopped and put his arm up on the door frame.
 

Rachel had piled the pillows up against the headboard. She was reclining against them, one knee folded daintily over the other, arms stretched out on either side of her body, looking like a queen. She’d combed out her hair. It was spread out over her shoulders. Her gorgeous, round tits were out, the nipples already stiff. Despite her recent shower the room already smelled of sex as her pussy lubricated again, preparing for penetration. A slow, feline smile spread along her lips as she stared at Peter.
 

In his peripheral vision Peter saw Lucius disrobing. Jerome was already naked, tugging on his cock and staring at Rachel. His own arousal came roaring back as he anticipated what was to come.
 

He glance at Lucius as his underwear came off. His eyes bugged. The man had the fattest black dong Peter had ever seen. It was thicker than Jerome’s, even. There was no way that thing was going to fit anywhere inside Rachel.
 

Rachel turned and stared at it, too. A hungry need flickered to life in her eyes. As Jerome began climbing onto the bed she held up a finger. Turned her hand, looked at Peter and crooked it a few times, beckoning him to her.
 

Jerome, surprisingly, obeyed and backed off.
 

Strangely enough, Peter understood why. There was an air of authority about her now. The submissive cock slut had turned into a dominant empress, all of them nothing more than her playthings. Her sexual subjects. He walked over to the other side of the bed and sat down, his eyes drawn to her breasts and curves.
 

She put a hand on his cheek as he leaned closer. “Baby,” she whispered. “Can you eat me out a bit?”
 

He gazed into her eyes, amazed and awed by this sudden confidence and change of heart. What had happened in the shower? Did it matter? It didn’t. “Anything you want, baby,” he said. He crawled up onto the bed and toward the foot of it. Turned as she parted her thighs and lay down on his stomach between them. Closed his eyes and took a deep whiff of the sexual aroma emanating from between her legs. Stuck his tongue out and licked up along the line of her clit. He parted her with two fingers and started lapping at her soft folds that were already wet. She’d showered thoroughly and there wasn’t any lingering sex smell or semen. Pressing his tongue deeper into her made his cock flex.
 

She purred and moaned softly as he worked at her. Tipping her hips and guiding his head with her hand to where she wanted him. Got him onto her clit and pressed his mouth harder against it. “Suck it,” she said.
 

He obeyed, loving the way she was taking charge. He was vaguely aware of the sounds of dicks being massaged behind him. The fleeting thought shot through his mind that this might be vaguely humiliating. Preparing his woman to be taken by two other men. But he felt none of that. Just a profound and constant arousal at how his beautiful woman was indulging their shared fantasy.
 

After a few minutes Rachel lifted her knees off the bed. She slid forward off the pillows and rolled onto her stomach, swinging a leg over his head. Then she bent at the waist, thrusting her ass up into the air and closer to his face. “Can you get my ass hole too?” she asked, prying herself apart with her hand.
 

Peter got up on his elbows. lust pulsing through him at the dirty request. He locked his lips against her sweet ass and slathered saliva over her sphincter with his tongue. The smell of her now-broken back hole was a potent aphrodisiac. His cock pulsed and pre-cum oozed out the tip.
 

“Oh god yes,” she sighed as his tongue slipped into her anus. She made him eat for a few minutes before pushing him gently away. “Go sit in your chair,” she whispered. “I want you to be able to see everything.”
 

Before he slipped off the bed, he crawled up and kissed her cheek. “I love you,” he said.
 

She smiled, filling his heart with warmth. “I love you, too. Enjoy yourself.”
 

As Peter walked to the chair, one hand tucked into his underwear, Lucius lay down on the bed next to Rachel. He put a finger on her chin, tipped her mouth up and kissed it. “Told you we’d get here,” he said.
 

It sent a pulse of white hot jealous lust tearing through Peter. Was that what they’d said to her when he’d first seen them? When he’d first stared through that window and watched these two big black men obviously flirting with his wife? Had they really known that they’d bed her?
 

The jealousy nearly got away from him. Took every last ounce of will he had to rein it in. We’re in this together. Who cares if they knew or didn’t? This is about me and Rachel, he kept repeating. It tamed the fire that had threatened to turn ugly and upend this whole thing.
 

Lucius put his hand on her breast and squeezed it. His touch was soft and his gaze softer. Despite being bigger than Jerome his personality was nowhere near as abrupt. He was almost like a big teddy bear.
 

Jerome stroked himself and watched Lucius wooing Rachel.
 

She reached down and wrapped her hand around his thick cock. Her middle finger didn’t even reach her thumb, he was that thick. “Holy shit you’re huge,” she said as she stroked him.
 

“You better get on top,” Lucius said, caressing her cheek with his finger. “That way you can take however much you want,” he added.
 

It was an oddly sensitive thing to say to the wife of another man you were about to have sex with.
 

Instead of mounting him, though, Rachel slid down the bed until her mouth was over his lap. She took that big black dick in hand and opened her mouth to try and fit some of it in. He was so thick she scraped him with her teeth. “It won’t even fit into my mouth,” she giggled.
 

The sound sent shivers racing down Peter’s spine.
 

“Go on. Get your pussy on it. It’ll fit there, I promise,” Lucius said. He pulled her up over his legs.
 

She swung a leg over his and shuffled up until his cock was lined up with her pussy. She looked down between her legs, gripping his prick. She bent one leg out wider and started fitting him into herself.
 

Peter stared on in a thrilled horror as she twisted and adjusted, her hips shifting first one way then the other until finally the mushroom shaped head of his cock slipped into her pussy.
 

She drew in a slow breath and her eyes widened.
 

“How’s that feel?” Lucius asked in his deep baritone, on the verge of a chuckle.
 

“It feels…it feels fucking amazing,” Rachel said.
 

The chuckle rolled out of him and he reached up to paw at her breasts. “You take it slow now.”
 

But Rachel didn’t seem to want it slow. Relaxing her muscles she slipped down lower and lower onto that black pole until it was half in her. She pulled up a little. The dark flesh glistened with her slickness. Then she let go completely, impaling herself fully on his organ and pressing her hands against her chest. “Holy fuck,” she whimpered. “I’ve never been so full in my life.” She rocked back and forth ever so gently.
 

“Yeah?” Lucius asked, smiling. “You like that?”
 

“Um…can I stay on here forever?”
 

A hot embarrassment washed over Peter. To hear your wife say something like that? To another man? She’d never said anything like that to him. The jealousy flared up again, threatening to engulf him this time.
 

Then Rachel looked over her shoulder at him with that sweet smile and his heart melted. “You know I’m joking, right baby?” she asked.
 

He smiled back, mesmerized by the way she was looking at him and the knowledge she had another man in her. “You have a good time,” he said. It was corny but he didn’t care. He just wanted her to know how beautiful she was to him in that moment and how much he loved her.
 

She blushed and turned back to Lucius who pulled her down onto his chest. He tilted his hips up, pressing his monster of a cock deeper into her pussy. Then he pulled out nice and slow and squeezed back in.
 

“Oh god!” Rachel moaned. “Oh god it’s so good!”
 

Lucius found a gentle rhythm, pumping up into her, fondling her breasts and every so often giving her a gentle kiss. It was like he knew he could hurt a woman with that thing and had long ago learned this was the only way to first-time fuck an uninitiated lady.
 

As he fucked her Rachel started gasping and breathing a little heavier. She laid her hands on his big biceps and squeezed them. Then she snaked them around his neck and held on, her whole body tensing.
 

Peter knew she’d started coming because her sphincter started winking and her body shaking. But she stayed completely quiet and still, clinging to Lucius as he gently stretched her with his long, fat stump.
 

When it was over she opened her eyes and stared into his.
 

Again Peter remembered that first night he’d seen them in the diner. Had she thought about this? Had she wondered then what it would be like to ride Lucius? How big he’d be? Whether she could fit him? Had those thoughts played in her mind before she’d discovered Peter’s fetish?
 

The thoughts haunted him until he decided to set them aside. They were in this together. Maybe he’d ask her later or maybe he wouldn’t. She was his and that was all that mattered.
 

“Alright enough of this lovey-dovey shit,” Jerome said, cracking the tender intimacy of the moment.
 

It made Peter feel better when the three of them laughed and he even joined in.
 

Jerome got up on the bed and crouched over Rachel. He spat on his hand and slathered it along his dick. Then he spat on her ass a few times and rubbed that up into her hole.
 

Rachel put a hand up to her blushing face, then buried it in Lucius’ neck, giggling at the vulgar lubrication.
 

For a moment Peter felt like he lost her. Her body trapped between the two big men, her face hidden. Like she was hiding from him. His guts twisted.
 

But as Jerome pressed his cock into her ass she got up onto her hands and knees. She swung her head to look over her shoulder, her hair covering part of her face. She flashed that same lusty smile he’d seen earlier and instantly they were connected again. Lucius and Jerome just a couple of fuck buddies doing their thing. Rachel and Peter, eyes locked, minds connected, lost in their thing. Sharing their fantasy.
 

As Jerome stretched and filled her the smile faded. Her mouth made an “O” shape and her eyes rolled back in her head. She wiggled her hips like she was desperate to have more of him in her. Her hand shot back to the side of his ass.
 

“You okay, baby?” Lucius said.
 

Rachel looked back, dug her nails into Jerome’s flesh and erupted in a stream of “Don’t stop, don’t stop, don’t stop!”
 

Jerome tipped his hips forward, pressing the last two inches of his cock into Rachel.
 

Her curvy body shook between them as she came again.
 

The undulating began. Rachel’s hips rolling back and forth as her body sought more pleasure. Lucius’ hips tilting up and down as he fucked her cunt. Jerome swaying back and forth as he took her ass, staring down at his cock disappearing in and out of it.
 

Peter sitting in the chair, gaping at the human hexapus flailing on the bed. Grunting and sloshing, leaking and squeezing, each head with a mind of it’s own lost in the the profane lust playing out before him. All three of them trying to scratch the same itch.
 

Staring at the scene he experienced what he would later come to describe as a spiritually transcendent revelation. A de-coupling of his love and his lust, it felt like to him in the moment. 
 

There was Rachel, the woman he loved so dearly, so close in proximity and yet so far away in her mind from him. How jealous he should have been! That she was debasing herself with these two men. Violating the sacred vows they’d shared. And, to top it all off, doing it for him.
 

He felt none of that jealousy. He felt serene. Serene in the knowledge that when it was over Jerome and Lucius would be gone but Peter and Rachel would still be there. No amount of flexing and flailing would take that away. No amount of sexual experimentation and taboo-breaking would change the love that they shared. No jealousy would drive them apart.
 

That was his choice to make and he made it.
 

It descended upon him, slowing his heart and cooling his skin. His cock was erect and he was still brimming with sexual energy. It ballooned as Rachel crested another orgasm. Hardened even stronger when Jerome erupted inside her ass and Lucius filled her cunt with seed.
 

But he watched it all without touching himself. Saving his own release for when he could be with her again.
 

“Oh shit!” Jerome said, pulling his cock out of Rachel’s ass with a wet pop. A river of seed gushed from her ass hole and onto the bed.
 

Exhausted, she flopped sideways off of Lucius’ cock and onto the bed.
 

Peter caught a glimpse of her stretched pussy leaking before she closed her legs.
 

“What’d I tell you?” Jerome said to Lucius as Lucius sat up on the bed. “So fucking tight, right?”
 

Lucius chuckled and rubbed a hand on his forehead.
 

“Gonna’ fuck her in the mouth next,” Jerome said, bouncing around the room, his cock slapping against his legs.
 

Peter took a deep breath and stood up. Didn’t even care he was still naked. Rubbed his hands together until Jerome and Lucius both looked over at him. He smiled. The serenity brought strength. “Party’s over boys,” he said.
 

Lucius shrugged. Jerome scowled. “Hell no, man. Party’s over when I say it’s over!” He clapped his hands together and bounced up and down on the spot.
 

Peter could tell he was agitated. All that sex, all that fucking another man’s wife, had him all hopped up. He walked over to where Jerome was humming with energy and got right up in his face. So close that Jerome had to lean back a little. “It was real fun,” Peter said. “But the party’s fucking over. Now get the fuck out of my house before I have to do something about it.” He saw that quick flicker of young man rage in Jerome’s eyes. It sent a jolt of adrenaline through him. But he was ready. Whatever was going to happen, he felt ready.
 

Thankfully Lucius with his calm energy and his big teddy-bear personality was already scooping up clothes off the floor. Got in between Peter and Jerome and gave his friend a push backwards. He looked back at Peter and held out a hand. “Thanks man,” he said with a smile. “Helluva time. We’re up for it any time you guys are,” he said. “Say hello to the little lady when she wakes up.”
 

Peter shook his hand and returned the smile. Watched as Lucius ushered Jerome out of the room muttering shut-the-fuck-ups at him. Almost felt a little bad for the guy. He remembered being that young. Remembered thinking the world owed him something. He waited until he heard the door shut downstairs before turning to the bed.
 

Rachel looked…defiled. Arms stretched out, legs splayed. Covered in sweat and semen and looking like she was going to pass out with her eyes closed. His body pined for her. So hard he felt like groaning. But he knew it would have to wait.
 

He walked over and sat on the bed. Put a hand on her arm until her eyes fluttered open. Smiled down at her. “You okay?” he asked quietly.
 

She nodded.
 

She pulled on his hand, drawing him closer. “C’mere,” she whispered. “I need you. I need to feel you…”
 

He had a hard time believing it. Rachel, used and spent, wanting more sex from him. “We don’t have to do this,” he said.
 

She pulled him closer still.
 

He curled up on the bed next to her.
 

She rolled onto her side, staring into his eyes. “I don’t think I can fuck you right now,” she said.
 

“It’s okay,” he replied.
 

She reached down and touched his hard cock. “But I want to feel you with me. I want to…”
 

“It can wait,” he said.
 

She shook her head. “No. I need to connect.”
 

His heart swelled.
 

She stroked him gently. Gazing into his eyes, she rubbed her hand back and forth on his cock. It felt magical. Three times she brought him to the edge. Slowing each time and waiting until his orgasm ebbed.
 

On the fourth he thought he was going to burst he was so full of lust.
 

She pressed her forehead against his. “Now. I want you to come now. Come for me, baby,” she whispered as she rubbed him over the edge.
 

His body convulsed on the mattress. He kept his mouth shut and tried to stay as still as he could. Focused his mind on the intense pleasure emanating from between his legs as Rachel’s soft hand led him through the garden of bliss. She kissed him deeply at the peak.
 

It waned as slowly as it had built. A seemingly never-ending set of contractions between his legs as Rachel’s massage continued. When it finally finished he opened his eyes and stared into hers and knew he had been changed forever. And changed only for the better. “I love you,” he said.
 

“I love you,” she whispered.
 

“You’re mine,” he said, touching her lips.
 

“Always was and always will be,” she replied with a giggle.
 

He smiled and turned out the light on the bedside table. Scooped her into his arms despite all the mess and hugged her as close to himself as he could. “You’re mine,” he said again.
 

“Always was and always be,” she repeated.
 






Epilogue

 


“It’s just so damn boring!” she said, setting the spoon and empty ice cream container down in the sink with a clatter. She stomped her foot like a toddler, then waddled over to where he was sitting at the kitchen table with his coffee. She was enormous, even for thirty-eight weeks. A  big, beautiful bundle of promise.
 

He put a hand over hers, then leaned over and kissed her. “Find a hobby. Why don’t you learn French? I’ll take you to the French Riviera this winter.”
 

She frowned. “The same way you took me on winter vacation last winter?” she asked.
 

He burst out laughing and she joined him a moment later. His groin heated at the memory of what they’d done, as it always did. She’d probably never let him forget it and he liked it that way.
 

It had turned out to be a one-time thing for them. The biological clock that had propelled her to play out their shared fantasy had started ticking faster and harder. The promise of a family had overtaken her desire to dabble in more perverse proclivities. He had managed to successfully inseminate her a month after she stopped birth control.
 

Which had made her very horny and needy and prone to whisper things like “give me that strong seed” when they did the nasty together.
 

Two months later he told her he was giving her a stipend and could she please stop waitressing at the diner? For no other reason than he wanted it that way and this time, somehow, she’d agreed. Turned into a happy homemaker growing bigger with each passing day, feeding him homemade dinners when he got home after work.
 

“This time I’ll take you for real,” he promised.
 

She stared at him and dead-panned. “Just to be clear when you say ‘French Riviera’ you don’t mean getting two big black guys to stuff their dicks into my holes. Am I getting that right?”
 

He burst out laughing again even as arousal swelled through him.
 

She stared at him smiling, looking pleased with herself.
 

He glanced at his watch. Because this was their game now. When Rachel was horny she’d just drop a vulgar recounting of the act and he’d be on her in a minute. Pregnancy had made her very horny. He looked back up at her and smiled again. “We’ve got to be quick though. I’m already late,” he said.
 

She hoisted herself up from the chair. Spun around and bent over the island in the middle of the kitchen, flipped up her pyjamas and pulled down her underwear.
 

Peter’s cock hardened as he stood up and unzipped. He walked over to where she was standing, bent over her and kissed her cheek.
 

“Quick as you can,” she whispered.
 

He chuckled as he found her sex with his, then pushed himself in.
 


THE END
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Honeymoon Lodged


Nigel and Theresa, newly married, arrive at their honeymoon destination, Moosehurst Lodge. A gift from Theresa's controlling father, sending them to the fly-in resort where she grew up.
George and Martha, the lodge owners and as close as anyone could be to Theresa, are a little quirky. They drink too much. They cuss. And after a few they like to call each other names.
Nigel notices George has a hard time keeping his eyes off of Theresa. Finds out Martha has a hard time keeping her hands off anyone who isn't George.

Worst honeymoon ever? Not if George can help it.

But is Nigel man enough to let him?




Finley's Secrets : A Hotwife Fantasy

Beautiful house. Beautiful wife. Beautiful life. Jacob has it all.

Well...okay. Maybe not everything. Things could be more adventurous in the bedroom. Turns out all he had to do was ask. Doing it with the lights on? No problem! Who would have thought?

Then Quinn shows up with her big, tattooed, motorcycle mechanic boyfriend Johnny. Johnny doesn't talk much. Mostly works on his bike.

Which leaves Quinn and Finley lots of time to catch up. They haven't seen each other in ages, after all. But why are they always whispering?

Who could resist listening in?

Finley wasn't always the sort of woman Jake thought he married. Finley's been keeping secrets. Secrets that could blow Jake and Finley's life apart...




Sharon Hits the Deck: A Hotwife Fantasy

Mark’s neighbor, the refrigerator sized Reggie Decker, invites him over for a beer. Turns out he’s as crass and oafish as he seems. High school football star turned retail worker who’s still riding high on memories of better days.

He also has a thing for Mark’s wife, Sharon. He doesn’t mind sharing what he’d do to her if he could get his hands on her.

Mark gets mildly unsettled at this but not in the way he feels he should. There’s something tantalizing about the thought of the big bull next door having his way with his uptight wife. Arousing, even.

But Sharon would never go for it. Not in a million years. She’s too busy spending their staycation tidying up the house and purging the basement. Except when Sharon stumbles onto them having a beer in Reggie’s garage she seems not the least bit put out by the attention he pays her. Which gets Mark thinking very dirty things. And wondering if maybe there’s a way after all…



Scarlet Learns to Swing: A Hotwife Fantasy

Steven overhears a conversation intended for "Girl's Night Only." A lewd admission by his wife. She wants to know what it's like with another man.

He finds the morsel strangely thrilling.

It haunts him though. Follows him to work. Infects their intimate moments.

Soon it's all he can think about.

Funny thing is, Scarlet's appetite for intimacy has been on the rise as well.

Will Steven confess his growing kink? And what will Scarlet say? 
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