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Prologue


 There's nothing like watching a thick, black cock covered in sticky white seed come snaking out of your wife's freshly fucked pussy. There's nothing like the sound of her laughter as she turns over to kiss her lover before he leaves. There's nothing like the feeling of sinking in between her thighs, pressing into her, slipping in easily because she's so full of another man's cum. 
 She smells like him. She smells like his sweat and his spunk and when it comes oozing out of her it trickles down my balls as they slap against her ass. 
 "Did you like seeing that baby?" she whispers, smiling. "Did you like seeing that big, black dick fucking my little pink puss?" 
 She's kind of good at the dirty talk. It wasn't always that way. 
 Her question makes me harder inside her and that makes her smile. "I guess that's a yes," she whispers as I start to piston into her harder, unable to resist the urge welling inside of me. "He stretched me out, didn't he?" Her breath is hot on my cheek and on my ear and I groan at the way it sends a shiver down my spine. "I have to tell you something," she says, even softer now. "I wanted it so badly, I wanted to feel his cum inside me so badly that I didn't put anything in. I just wanted to feel what it would be like, to have him explode inside me and spray as deep as he could. I hope you don't mind. I know it's risky but..." 
 I groan again. The thought of that hard, dark seeding muscle flexing and spewing, flexing and spewing deep inside Keira has me on the edge of an orgasm and soon there won't be any going back 
 "Yeah baby," she smiles. "It's your turn now. Fuck it into me and we'll see whose is better. Fuck your cum into me. It's a competition, remember? Whose seed is gonna make this belly swell?" 
 I stiffen against her. I cry out. A thick, sticky pleasure crackles down my spine until it explodes between my legs and I have to shout again. "Fuck!" My cock flexes. I feel the first spurt of cum spewing out. Flex and spew. Flex and spew. I'm soaring above the moment, outside of myself looking in. It peaks. Then it passes. I sink back in. 
 "Fuck, fuck, fuck," I rumble as my hips slam against her wide open, welcoming thighs. 

Thank-you for coming in my pussy, her smile says. It makes me shudder. I drive into her again trying to chase the pleasure that's already skittered away. 
 I slump over her, panting and sweating. Our bodies stick together in the heat. She lets me lie there for a while, running her fingers along my back as I try to catch my breath. After a few minutes she puts her mouth close to my ear again. 
 "When can I fuck him again?" she asks. 





Chapter 1


 It all started at a party. We'd been dating for about six months and things were going well. We were both in pretty demanding programs at college and studying hard but we spent what time we had off, together. We'd seldom go to parties but this one night we decided to let loose a little. 
 Keira's friend Heather who was a real party girl had invited us to her place. She'd also dared Keira to wear something other than her usual jeans and a hoodie. Something a little more revealing. Keira was reluctant at first but after we'd had a few drinks to warm up before the party I convinced her it would be a fun thing to try. 
 She put on a tight, white skirt and fishnets and four inch heels. She sort of did it as a joke, to see her friend Heather's reaction. The joke didn't have the intended effect, mainly because she ended up looking incredibly hot. Her legs were well toned from years of running and the heels only made her muscles look harder. Her ass pushed up high and her modest but perky breasts were also on prominent display because of the plunging neckline of the tight, white top she was wearing. 
 When we walked into Heather's house it seemed like every guy in the place turned to stare at Keira. 
 Heather was loaded. Or, her parents were. The place was a mansion complete with a marble mantle on the fireplace and a a chandelier in the front hall. The rooms of the first floor were dark with sheer scarves hung over table lamps. They were packed with people. The stairs leading to the second floor were blocked off with chairs but we could both hear there were people up there, too. Fucking. 
 We walked through to the kitchen. Heather came out with a guy on each arm. It took her a moment to even realize who Keira was. She looked that different. 
 "Oh shit girl! No you didn't!" Heather screamed. She ran at us and threw her arms around Keira's neck. "I can't fucking believe it! Damn girl, you are hot!" 
 That was the first moment I realized I had this thing. The first inkling that something about me might be a little...different. Heather was a little drunk so being more effusive than she usually was. But even seeing her looking Keira up and down was hot. She was really enjoying how attractive Keira looked and for some reason I was really enjoying that. 
 The commotion Heather caused made some heads turn in our direction. I looked around to see that a lot of the guys, even those who obviously were there with their girlfriends were looking at Keira. She looked around and as soon as she realized how much attention was on her she started to blush. 
 My cock moved and I was glad that it was so dark in there because if there had been more light I was sure that Heather would have seen. There was something incredibly...intoxicating about all those people, all those guys suddenly being interested in Keira. Of course I felt a little jealous but that feeling only seemed to add to my excitement. 
 "Heath, stop it!" Keira chided, trying to hide behind her friend. 
 "Unh-uh. You need to work this honey. You got every set of eyes on you right now." 
 "Heather!" Keira hissed. 
 That was when I realized how much I loved watching other men enjoy Keira. She wasn't used to the attention and did a lot of giggling and blushing. 
 I followed her through the rooms, trying to find creative ways of hiding the massive erection that was bulging in my pants until we found a place to sit down. 
 "Oh my God, I'm so sorry I wore this!" she whispered when we finally managed to find a corner to ourselves. 
 "Why?" I asked. 
 "I feel like such a slut!" 
 I narrowed my eyes. "That's silly." 
 "No it's not! Did you see all those guys checking me out!?!" She sounded a little hysterical. 
 "I did." 
 "And?" she asked with wide eyes. "Doesn't that bother you? Doesn't it make you jealous?" 
 It did, a little bit. Actually it did a lot. Funny thing was, if I let myself sink into that feeling, let the jealousy really wrap me up, it was hot as hell. "Yeah. It kind of does." 
 "See? That's what I'm saying. That's why I'm sorry I wore this." 
 "You shouldn't say that though." 
 "What? Say what?" 
 "You shouldn't call yourself a slut." 
 Keira spun around. She'd been looking out into the room making sure no one else was checking her out. "What do you mean? Why not? This is a totally slutty thing to wear!" 
 "I just hate when girls do that. Look at all these guys." I nodded towards the room. "Each and every one of them is here with one thing on their mind. Sex. Getting Laid. You don't call them sluts. How come if a girl wants it she's automatically a slut?" 
 Keira didn't seem convinced. She shook her head. "I just...it doesn't feel right to have all these guys leering at me like that. I should have worn something less..." 
 "Sexy?" I asked with a smile. 
 She tried to brush it off but couldn't help a slight smile. 
 "Come on," I said, "you can't tell me there's nothing you like about it. All that attention. Something about it has to feel good, right?" I guess my motives were a little duplicitous. It was true that I didn't want her thinking of herself as a slut or anything like that. That just wasn't right. I wanted her to be confident and let herself be sexy and proud of the attention she got. But the real thing driving me to carry on the conversation was that curious feeling in my stomach. The one that wouldn't go away. There was still jealousy there, at having other guys look at her, but there sure was something else. It was making me hard as a rock. 
 "I don't know," she said, shaking her head and looking back over the guys in the room. "I'm not like that. You know that." 
 I watched her watching them for a while before I spoke up. "You mean to tell me you never think of other guys?" I asked. 
 "What?!?" she asked, her head snapping toward me again. Her eyes were wide and she was aghast. "What's that supposed to mean?!?" 
 I don't know why it amused me so much. I guess I was toying with her a little bit and that wasn't fair. I liked getting her riled up but I also liked the feeling it was giving me. Thinking of how she felt about all that attention from other men. "I'm just wondering whether you think of other guys in that way. The way they think about you when they look at you?" 
 "And how do you know what they think about when they look at me?" she asked, putting a hand on her curvy hip. 
 I laughed out loud and that made some of the other guests at the party look over to see what the commotion was about. I waved away their attention before turning back to Keira. "You are so deliciously naive sometimes," I said, leaning in for a kiss. 
 "What? I'm not naive!" she snapped. 
 "Baby, if you don't know that every single guy you meet is thinking about sex all of the time then yes, you are officially naive." 
 Concern furrowed her brow. "They are?" 
 I let out a little smirk again. "Yeah. They are. All those guys that were looking at you as you walked through the room? They had one thing on their minds. Fucking you." 
 Keira gasped and covered her hand with her mouth. Then, slowly, carefully, she turned back to look at some of the guys that had been checking her out as she walked across the room. I could tell she was thinking about it as she looked at them. She was thinking of the fact that when they'd been looking at her, they'd been thinking of what it would be like to have sex with her. I couldn't make out from her expression exactly how she felt about it. I sure was uncomfortable in my pants, though. Thinking about her thinking about other guys was somehow driving me wild. 
 "Why don't you go and talk to one of them?" It was out of my mouth before I even had time to think about it, really. 
 She looked at me again. Again, aghast. "What?!?" 
 I chuckled. "I'm serious. Why don't you go over and talk to one of the guys. Or hell, just stand in the middle of the room. You'll have guys swarming you in no time. Guaranteed." 
 "I can't believe you're saying this Mark! I'm your girlfriend! Aren't you supposed to protect me and keep me all for yourself?" She was doing a pretty good job of concealing her excitement at what I'd suggested. I already knew her well enough then to see that she was titillated by it. 
 "Meh," I shrugged. "I guess it depends on what you're into." 
 She looked at me, a little puzzled, but not nearly as shocked this time. "What do you mean 'what you're into?'" she asked. 
 "I mean, what if I told you that I think it's pretty hot, seeing all those other guys looking at you." 
 She arched an eyebrow. "Do you?" She really seemed curious. She'd dropped the good girl act and now really wanted to find out whether this was how I really felt. 
 "I do, actually." 
 Her eyes opened wider. 
 My cock got hard. We were pretty sexually conservative up to that point and this felt like an exciting departure from that. 
 "So you're telling me that if I went out and started talking to some other guy you would...like that?" I saw her glance down at my crotch. I had my back to the room because the bulge in my pants was so tight. So no one else could see. But Keira did. Her eyes opened even wider as she realized I was for real. She looked back up at me. 
 I shrugged. "Can't really lie to you about it now, can I?" I said with a half-smile. 
 Something changed in Keira's demeanour in that moment. Her expression relaxed. Her smile looked a little more natural, a little less forced. Her shoulders, which had been a little tight, lowered and she stood up a little straighter. 
 I looked up and down her magnificent body. It made me realize how lucky I was to have a girl like her. 
 She leaned in. "So, do you want me to do it?" 
 "Do I want you to go and talk to some other guy?" I asked, making sure that's what she meant. 
 "Uh-huh," she replied, nodding. 
 "Hell yes," I whispered. 
 She bit her lower lip and smiled. Her eyes darted back and forth between both of mine. She glanced at my mouth, studying my expression to make sure I was being sincere. 
 "Are you sure?" she asked. 
 "Positive. I think it'd be super hot." 
 She giggled. She blushed. Her cheeks went a little rosy but she looked past me again, scanning the guys in the room. "Okay," she said finally. 
 I felt the first sweet, addictive pulse of jealous adrenaline of my life. From that moment I was hooked. 
 I turned to see if she'd picked one of them out. "Which one?" I asked. 
 "I don't know. I haven't picked one. I want to see if your theory about me standing in the center of the room will work." 
 "Try it. I know it will." 
 She looked at me again, deep into my eyes, as if she was making sure that I was sure of what I wanted. I nodded, trying to reassure her that it would be fine. She leaned in, kissed me on the cheek, then stepped around me and sauntered towards the center of the room. 
 It took about a minute for a guy to come up to her. He was a pretty big, pretty burly guy. Looked like football team material. Heather had a few friends who were cheerleaders and I expected he'd come with one of them. He had broad shoulders and tree trunk legs and a square jaw. Sort of a Captain USA kind of guy. 
 Keira started giggling as soon as he started hitting on her. I'd set myself up in an armchair with a drink so I could watch what was happening. It didn't take long for the guy to turn my way. Keira must have told him we were a thing. He frowned at me but when I lifted my glass towards him his expression changed to surprise. Keira just stood there, giggling. 
 He looked at her, then back at me, like he was asking if this was alright. I gave him one nod then took a sip of my drink. It was more than alright. I was more aroused than I'd ever been in my life and this was just at the sight of Keira talking to another guy. 
 When he saw my little 'cheers' his eyebrows went up for a moment, then he smiled. He shook his head, chuckled, then went right back to talking to Keira. Except now that he realized he was part of some game that the two of us were playing, he seemed to really ham it up. He got her laughing. Every time he said something he stepped a little closer until the two of them were not much farther apart than the two of us had been. It was the kind of closeness reserved for couples not for people who had just met. 
 The sight of it had me harder than a rock. 
 There she was, my beautiful Keira, standing in the center of the party looking stunning. With each sip of her drink her body got a little looser, a little more easy. She began to play with her hair, twirling her wide, blonde curls. After a little more courage she started looking up and into his eyes every so often. When she laughed, she tilted her head to one side and I saw him staring at her neck as she looked away. 
 I knew what he was thinking. With each glance at her he was thinking of how to get closer to her. Every time he made her laugh, he knew he was getting closer to the goal with his play. Even though she'd told him we were an item, I knew he was still scheming about how to get between her legs. That's what guys did. 
 So I sat there watching. Now that I was the one who'd given her permission, even told her to do it, most of the jealousy was gone. Now there was just and indescribable but very visceral thrill running through me at watching Keira with this other guy. It was unlike anything I'd ever felt before. She was mine, I knew she was. She was only doing what I'd asked her to do, talking to this guy. But the thought that she, too, might be thinking about what it would be like being with this guy, that she, too, might be feeling something in between her legs at the possibility of something happening was unbelievably arousing. 
 Then, just as quickly as it had started, the whole thing ground to a halt. The plucky cheerleader Captain USA had come to the party with popped up out of nowhere, glowering at Keira and obviously making excuses for why they had to leave. Captain USA looked disappointed. Keira just waved at him as he was dragged away and giggled. Then she turned, looked at me and scurried back across the room towards me before anyone else could nab her. 
 "Well?" I asked as she sat next to me in a chair. "How was that?" 
 She was breathing a little heavier than when she'd left. Her blue eyes were wide, like she'd seen some part of the world, some part of life she couldn't believe existed. She scanned the room before turning towards me. She put a hand on my arm. Her palm was warm and a little sweaty. I thought I smelled arousal between her legs. 
 "Mark," she said, staring deep into my eyes. 
 "Yes?" 
 "That was incredibly hot!" 





Chapter 2


 I'm standing at the door, waiting. Keira's already in the bedroom upstairs. She wants me to be the one to answer the door. She wants me to be the one who brings her new lover up to her. I'm nervous. It's the first time we've done this with someone we don't know. We found him on a personals site. We messaged back and forth a few times before we got the feel that he seemed like an okay guy. It's all very formal. Business-like, almost. I'm nervous, though. I don't know what to expect. When the doorbell rings, I jump. 
 "Hey," I say, having a hard time looking him in the eye. 
 "Hey. You Mark?" 
 "Yeah." I reach out and shake his hand. "You must be Derek." 
 He nods. 
 I smile and wave him inside. There's a moment of awkward silence as I close the door. "She's...um, she's upstairs." 
 He looks at me and nods. 
 I let out an awkward laugh. I've thought about this moment for the last week. What to say? How to act? "Sorry," I mumble, "it's...it's kind of our first time." 
 He nods again. "Don't worry. It'll be aight." 
 It feels strange, having another man, the man that's about to fuck my wife, tell me things will be alright. I step past him and start up the stairs. "Follow me." For some reason the house feels like it's closing in on me. It feels like the walls are pressing closer. Like the air is being squeezed out. A part of me just wants this to be over. I want it to be done. I want to have Keira to myself again. For a moment I consider bailing. I could still do it. I could turn around and tell him to leave. Are we really ready for this? Do we really want to do this? 
 I don't. I keep walking, into the bedroom. I can feel him following me in. 
 Keira's buried under the blankets with only her nose sticking out. She stirs as she hears us come in. The only sound is the soft hum of the air conditioning in the ducts. I turn around. 
 Keira scrambles out from under the covers to take a look at her lover. At the man that's there to fuck her while I watch. Her eyes drift up and down. 
 I follow her gaze. He's a good looking guy. His arms are thick, stretching the short sleeves of the black shirt he's wearing. His baggy shorts conceal what are probably well-muscled thighs. He kicks off his sneakers and starts pulling off his shirt. My stomach tightens as he pushes his shorts and boxers down. He's hung like a fucking horse. 
 My eyes dart to Keira. She's looking at it too. Staring at that long, dark cock hanging between his legs. 
 "How y'all want this to go down?" he asks. He seems completely unashamed. Of his nudity or of his role. Of what he's there to do. 
 Keira giggles. 
 I cough and smile. It was one thing hiding in the closet and watching Damien fuck her. It feels strange that I'm going to be in the same room while someone does it. It feels...embarrassing almost. 
 "Aight look. I'ma just go ahead and get this started. I go somewhere you don't like, you just let me know. You okay bro?" 
 I nod. I'm happy that he's taken control. I'm happy he's experienced and that I don't have to make any decisions. That I can just sit back and watch. I take a few steps back. When I feel my leg touch the armchair we've put in the bedroom, I sink down into it. 
 Derek turns and walks toward the bed. His broad shoulders narrow into muscled legs. He puts a knee on the bed. His hand disappears behind Keira's neck and he brings her close. 
 I gasp as I see her lean in, turn her head up and kiss him. My cock is already hard. It's been hard almost all day thinking of this moment. Now that I'm in it, it feels like the ache in my balls will never go away. 
 The soft, wet sounds of their kisses bounce along the walls. Derek reaches up and finds Keira's taut nipple with his fingers. He tugs at it with a finger and thumb, letting it go with a pinch. 
 It makes Keira whimper into his mouth. Her back arches, bringing her closer to him. 
 He does it again. Harder this time. 
 I shudder at the thought of what he's doing. He's testing her. He's trying to figure her body out. What she likes. What turns her on. Another man is about to fuck my wife and he needs to know how to do it best. 
 "Yeah?" Derek asks, pinching her nipple a third time and pulling away from their kiss. "You like it when it stings?" 
 Keira turns her head down and giggles into his chest. "Only a little." 
 His fat paw lands on her ass in a gentle slap. "That enough?" 
 Keira looks up at him again, bites her lower lip and nods. 
 "Mmm, aight. That's good to know. Why don't you lie down for me? So I can see your nice pussy?" 
 Keira immediately does as he asks. She lies down. Any embarrassment or reservation she might have had is gone. There's excitement in her eyes as she spreads her legs. 
 "Mmm," Derek purrs, "that's a fine lookin' pussy." He turns to me. I flush, a little embarrassed that my hand is on my cock. He doesn't seem to notice, or care. "You want to clean her up for me a bit? Some guys like that." 
 "C-c-clean her up?" I can't help the stammer. "She showered before you..." 
 Derek holds up a hand and looks from me to Keira and back. "I ain't sayin' she that kind of dirty. I'm just sayin', some guys think it's hot." 
 Keira starts laughing. Derek starts to chuckle. I can't help but join in. It feels like the laughter breaks the ice a little. I get up. I walk towards the bed. 
 Derek steps aside, letting me lean down over my wife. My wife. My Keira. My beautiful, smiling bride that I'm about to offer to another man. He's right. It is hot, thinking that I'm about to clean her for him. So that she's wet and ready to take his cock. My cock throbs painfully at the thought. 
 I lean down and hook my hands behind her thighs. I pull her closer on the bed. I look up. She's watching me, smiling at what I'm doing. 
 "Oh baby," she whispers as she caresses my cheek. "This is so hot." 
 I lean down and press my tongue against her dewy folds. The smell of her arousal makes my cock harden again. I pry her open with my mouth, then push my tongue low, until I find the entrance to her cunt. I dip it into her, searching for more of her hot and honeyed juice. It comes spilling out. I lap it up, not wasting a single drop. 
 Keira moans as I run my tongue up her slit and find her taut nub. She puts her fingers in my hair and starts to rock slowly back and forth against my mouth. I hold my tongue in place for her, letting her use my mouth as her fuck toy. Letting her bring herself to climax against it. 
 My tongue and jaw start to get sore but I can tell that Keira is close. She's clutching my hair now, rubbing my face against her as she bucks and rides my tongue. "Oh fuck!" she gasps. A pleasant gush of juice spills from her as she cries out. I let her finish, my cheeks and jaw slathered with her wet scent. She lets me go and I slip away, undoing my zipper and belt as I slink back to my chair. 
 Derek has stroked his member to hardness by this point. He's been watching me getting my wife ready for him. His rigid cock curls slightly upwards. I imagine what it will look like, curling up into her soft folds. He spreads her legs. He's careful not to get in the way of my view of her pussy. As he points the head of his cock at her pink hole, Keira reaches down, her fingers prying her lips apart for her new lover. 
 Derek pauses, his cock hovering just above her. 
 I realize I'm staring with my mouth agape. I reach down and pull my own cock out of my pants. Time seems to slow, all three of us suspended in anticipation of the coming moment. 
 I see the muscles in his ass tense. Keira gasps as he pushes the head of his cock into her dripping puss. Derek lets go of his weight and drives himself into my waiting wife. 
 "Oh my God!" she moans as her body swallows his dark muscle. 
 He doesn't pause. He doesn't pull out. He just piles himself inside until his balls meet her ass cheeks in a wet slap!

 "You're so fucking big!" she groans. 
 I realize how hard I'm stroking myself and force myself to slow down. I want to experience every moment of this perched on the edge of pleasure. 
 Keira squirms beneath Derek's formidable weight, pinned to the bed by his fearsome member. He holds her like that for a while, as if he's letting her body adjust to the size and shape of his girth. Then pulls himself out and begins to saw. 
 Keira's legs come up, gliding along Derek's dark thighs until her legs are bent at the knees, toes pointed towards the sky. They curl with each thrust and I imagine each time he fills her with his cock, he sends pleasure shooting up her spine. 
 He fucks her like this for what feels like an hour. I am powerless to do anything but watch and stroke, teasing myself towards climax. 
 Keira comes. Once. Twice. A third time. Each time her shrieks are louder, wilder. More raw. 
 Until finally Derek, done with using my wife for his pleasure, puts a paw on her tit and grunts, "Where you want this?" 
 I know Keira is on birth control but my imagination chases that reality out of my mind. 
 "Fuck it into me deep," she breathes. 
 I cringe as my cock flexes. She's about to be filled with another man's seed. If she were unprotected...he might fill her with life. It's a dark thought but one I've had many times since we embarked on this path. I haven't told Keira about it yet but I might. I've been savouring it every time she's with another guy. 
 Derek grunts again. 
 I know this is it. This is the moment. My vision narrows on his hard and sloppy cock. It's driving into Keira over and over and over as his body prepares for release. Just one more time. He plunges deep inside her but I can still see the root of his cock. 
 A stillness fills the room. 
 I watch as his balls and his cock and the muscles around his ass squeeze and release. I start pumping myself hard at the sight. A big black man is in between Keira's wide open legs. His cock is spewing spunk deep into her soft, wet cunt. 
 I shout at the moment of my own release, shattering the silence. It seems to break the spell between them and Derek starts to thrust again, pumping in and out. I glance down to see lashes of my own semen landing hopelessly across my lap and hand. I look up just as Derek pulls out of her. He's covered in her wetness and his own cum. Her pussy starts to close but before it does a tiny trickle of white comes spilling out. 
 Nobody says anything while he gets dressed. Keira lies on the bed, her legs splayed, her pussy raw and sore. 
 Derek walks towards the door. He looks over at me. "That aight?" he asks. 
 I'm still holding my cock in my hand but I don't care. I nod. 
 He nods back. And then he's gone. 
 Keira looks at me. "I love you," she whispers. 
 I get up, stagger towards the bed and fall into her arms. 





Chapter 3


 That was all that happened at Heather's party but somehow I already knew. I already knew that wouldn't be the end of my fascination with watching Keira. We went home almost immediately after she'd talked to that guy because we were both so turned on. We even took a cab instead of the bus even though we didn't have much money at the time. The whole thing had made us need each other so much more. This was, of course, normal for me. What was incredible was how turned on Keira got from it. 
 We tore into Keira's small apartment and started tugging each other's clothes off right away. I pulled her shirt and bra off and she sank to her knees. We weren't even in the bedroom, I was leaning up against the kitchen wall. 
 "Baby, are you sure you want to..." 
 "Shh!" she said, looking up at me with a devious expression as she freed my cock. It sprang out and she recoiled in mock surprise. She giggled, I laughed. Then she wrapped her fingers around the base of my shaft and staring up at me, sank down onto it with her mouth. 
 My insides melted from the heat of her soft, warm, wet mouth around my member. Keira wasn't really into blowjobs so this was an unexpected treat to begin with. But it wasn't just the fact that it was happening that had my sack tightening between my legs. It was how it was happening, too. 
 When Keira would go down on me, she'd usually lick and kiss my cock for a while before taking it into her mouth. Then she'd suck on me for a bit. I'd usually try to moan my appreciation but to be honest I always sort of exaggerated my response. There was no need for that now. 
 Keira was like a woman possessed. Like a porn star who'd been told she'd be payed double the quicker she could get me off. She started sucking on me like her life depended on it, taking me deep into her mouth, almost until I could feel the head of my cock touch her throat. It felt like she just wanted to suck all the seed out of me as fast as she could. 
 My cock started hardening even more inside her mouth. I wanted her to stop because I wanted to fuck her but I didn't want her to stop because if felt so good. I finally managed to summon the will to speak. 
 "Keira baby," I said as I felt my nuts tighten and cum start to move into my cock. "You're gonna make me come if you keep that up." 
 She pulled me out of her mouth with a noisy, wet pop. She licked up and down my shaft a few times, then put my cock on her cheek. She was smiling a wide, eager smile. "Oh my," she purred. "That's too bad." 
 And just like that she sank back down onto me and started sucking again. This time her whole head was bobbing up and down on my cock and her hand was stroking my shaft. She brought her other hand up between my legs, tickling my thighs. She let her fingers drift over my balls. 
 "Oh fuck," I groaned as the seed squeezed out of my balls and into my rigid cock. 
 She took me so deep as soon as she heard me say it. I felt the head of my cock touch the back of her throat. She pumped me with her hand. An orgasm exploded inside me, shaking my whole body against the wall. "Fuck!" I cried. 
 She paused as the first pulse of cum erupted from my cock. I felt her gag around my member but only for a second. She pulled off and as soon as she did, she started pumping me again. 
 "Fuck!" I screamed, a searing orgasm, like none I'd ever had making my eyes shut tight. When I opened them again it was to the sight of Keira staring at my throbbing cock as it spat spurt after spurt of cum all over her face and breasts. She was grinning at it, like nothing had ever pleased her as much as this. 
 My orgasm ebbed. She looked up. Still stroking me, she burst into laughter at what she'd done. I felt a swell of embarrassment, the kind I always got after having sex. It was such a funny, primal thing and it always felt a little weird, coming back into my normal self. I couldn't help staring at all the spunk I'd covered Keira in, though. 
 There was a thick splotch of it on her left cheek. It was dripping down towards her chin and would soon probably ooze off her face and land on her breast. There was a big glob of it covering her left nipple, too. I stared at that for a while as she laughed, mesmerized by how the cream of my cum made the bright pink protrusion seem even more appealing. Even though I'd just had an orgasm and my cock was flagging, I felt like I could definitely go again. 
 Her laughter melted into chuckles and she looked back up at me. I just couldn't bring myself to look away in time. She looked down at her breasts, still holding my cock, and cupped the one with the cum on it. 
 "Oh my, what a mess you've made!" she said, giggling again. 
 I smirked and looked away as she looked back up at me. I felt more embarrassment well up in me at having been caught staring. 
 Keira stood up. "I guess I don't have to ask if you liked that," she whispered with a smile. "But is this what you were looking at?" 
 I couldn't believe what she was doing. She put a finger on my cheek and turned my head until I was looking down at her creamy nipple again. She was like a whole different woman all of a sudden. It was as if what had happened at the party had made her more confident. More in control. She held my head in place with her thumb and forefinger, keeping my gaze on her nipple. When I looked, she was staring at me intently, her gaze boring into mine. 
 "I...I guess," I replied, trying to look away. She wouldn't have it. She kept my head in the same position. 
 "Want to try?" 
 A nervous excitement exploded inside me at the question. I looked up at her. I'm pretty sure my mouth was open. Was she serious? Was she really asking me to... 
 "Well? Do you? You seem pretty interested in staring at it." 
 "Keira," I replied, trying to look away again. 
 She leaned closer. "Come on Mark. I kind of want you to. It might be kind of hot." 
 I couldn't really say no. Not after the blow job she'd just given me. I looked at her again. There was excitement in her eyes. She really did want me to do this. She wanted me to bend over, take her nipple into my mouth and clean my own cum off of it. It was a little repugnant, but pretty hot at the same time. 
 I leaned over but part of that was her pulling me towards herself. The closer I got to her pretty, pink nipple, drenched in my cum, the less I could take my eyes off of it. When I got close enough that if I stuck my tongue out I could have tasted it, I smelled the heady musk of my own spunk. I looked up. 
 There was Keira, guiding me to herself with her hand and staring down with wide, blue eyes. She looked thrilled at what was about to happen and it turned me on even more, seeing her like that. 
 I looked back down at her nipple, taking in one last glance of what was about to go into my mouth. Then I closed my eyes and wrapped my lips around the bright, pink bud. The tart taste of my own seed covered my tongue as I slurped the creamy oyster back into my mouth. It left a stinging trail as I swallowed and I cringed as I forced it down. 
 "Not your thing?" Keira giggled. 
 I straightened back up and couldn't resist a smile. It wasn't, really, but with what she'd just done I figured I couldn't complain. I kind of got why some women might not be into swallowing, though. 
 "So, what the hell was that?" I asked. 
 She threw her head back and laughed. She was still holding my cock and I felt her squeeze me with her hand. "Come on," she said, "I need a shower." 
 I sat on the can watching her body move through the translucent glass while she showered. "So seriously," I asked after a few minutes of silence except for the water hitting the bottom of the tub. "What was that?" 
 "What was what?" she asked with a smile, sliding the shower door open a sliver and peeking out. 
 "You know what. You never do anything like that." 
 She slid the door shut but I could just make out by the shape of her face that she was still smiling. "I think it was just what happened at the party." 
 "Really?" I asked, fresh excitement welling inside me and moving my cock. 
 "Yeah. Really." 
 "Well if that's what happens any time you talk to another guy, feel free to do that any time!" 
 She erupted in a loud guffaw that bounced off the tiled walls. "It wasn't just that," she said, after settling down. 
 "Wasn't just what?" 
 "It wasn't just talking to another guy. I do that all the time. It was that I was flirting with another guy that was kind of exciting. But I don't think it would have been the same if you hadn't been there." 
 "How so?" 
 "Well, I would have probably run away for starters. I didn't like having all those guys staring at me at first." 
 "Why?" This was the question that made my cock swell again. This was the question I needed an answer to. I had some inkling of why what Keira had done turned me on. I had no idea why it turned her on, too. 
 "Well," she said, looking away to formulate her thoughts. "Attention's always nice." 
 "It's not just that though, is it?" 
 "No," she said, shaking her head. "It's not." 
 "So? What then?" 
 I heard Keira giggle. "Why do you need to know so badly all of a sudden?" 
 "I'm...I'm not really sure," I replied. "It's pretty hot thinking about you with another guy." 
 Keira's head popped out of the shower, her mouth hanging open at what I'd said. 
 I couldn't really believe it myself. Neither of us were very kinky. Our sex life was good but pretty straight-laced. It just felt like something I couldn't keep inside. I'd never felt this excited about anything before. Being a middle class college kid in the mid-west, there wasn't a whole lot of danger in my life. This felt like it could be something dangerous. And something incredibly fun. 
 "You're not serious!" 
 I shrugged. I wasn't too sure myself but now that I'd said it I kind of wanted to know what she thought. "Why? Do you think you could be convinced?" I asked. 
 Keira popped back into the shower, shaking her head. A long silence followed. A silence that made me more nervous with each passing second. Had I stepped over the line? 
 I heard the water turn off. The door slid open and Keira's slender leg poked out of the shower. I couldn't help but stare at her toned calf then her plush thigh. My cock moved inside my pants. I heard Keira clear her throat. The sound made me look up. 
 "Um, towel?" she asked, smiling. 
 I passed her a towel stealing one last glance at her delicious leg before she wrapped it up. "Are you mad?" I asked. 
 "Mad? About what?" 
 "About what I asked you just now." 
 She wrapped the towel around her body and narrowed her eyes. "I can't tell if you're joking or what?" she scrunched her nose. 
 "Nope. Not joking." My heart was pounding inside my chest. She didn't seem mad. She seemed like she was actually considering the possibility! 
 "You would actually get excited at watching me be with another guy?" 
 I caught my breath at her words. Hearing her say it was so arousing! My cock was already hard. 
 "You liked it, right? You liked talking to Captain USA?" 
 "Who? Oh!" Keira erupted in a guffaw. "His name was Rick. Yeah. That was fun." 
 Even just that. Even just the thought that Keira had had fun talking to another guy was getting me all worked up. My cock hardened and all I could think about was getting Keira into bed and convincing her to go another round. She stepped towards the mirror in her towel, picked up her toothbrush and squeezed some paste out of the tube onto it. 
 "Would you do it again?" I asked. 
 She looked at my reflection in the mirror. "You're really into this, huh?" 
 What could I say? I really was. I nodded. 
 She shook her head, rinsed out her mouth and put the toothbrush back. Then she turned around and looked me square in the eye. "Mark. Talking to a guy is one thing. Actually...getting with him? While you watch?" she sounded incredulous. "Fantasies are fun in your mind. Sometimes that changes when they turn real. Have you thought about how into this you really are?" 
 It was a good question. I began to wonder exactly how far I'd want something like this to go. While it had been exciting to watch Keira flirting with Rick, would it be as exciting if she kissed him? The thought sent a bolt of adrenaline shooting through me that ended in a knot in my gut. 
 "What was that?" she asked. 
 "Huh?" 
 "What were you thinking about right then? Your face changed." 
 "Uh...I was...I was thinking about what it would be like to watch you kiss Captain USA." 
 The smile faded from Keira's lips. She was still looking at me but now she looked much less playful and much more serious. She studied my face for a few moments. "Would you want something like that to happen?" she asked, her voice a little lower as she stepped closer towards me. 
 I couldn't really tell what she was thinking. Was it a good serious or a bad serious mood? "I...I think I would." Just saying it, just admitting it to her sent another bolt of nerves through me, twisting my insides even more and making my cock harden at the same time. I couldn't put my finger on what it was. Was it that she was mine? Was it the transgression that made it so hot? 
 The thing was I didn't want her to cheat on me, although that would be pretty hot too. I wanted to be there. I wanted to see her do it. I wanted to see her having a good time, maybe even get into it with her. All of that put together made the proposition intensely erotic. 
 "You think you would?" She was still serious and she was almost whispering now. Her eyes danced around my face trying to make out whether I meant what I was saying. 
 "Look, don't get me wrong. I don't want you going out and sleeping with the first guy you meet on the street." 
 She opened her mouth in mock surprise and gave me a playful slap on the shoulder. "Mark!" 
 It lightened the mood a bit and I was glad for that. It suddenly felt like this was all on me. Like I was the one that would be responsible for whatever happened, for how this whole thing played out. I didn't want that. If something like this was going to happen I wanted it to be about both of us. 
 "I guess I mean...I don't know...would you consider doing something like that?" 
 Keira looked down and bit her lip. She thought about it for a few moments before answering. "You know I'm not really that kind of girl, to be sleeping around or whatever. Besides I'd be worried that I'd hurt you. I know you say it's all hot in your mind but...I don't know...don't you think fantasies have a funny way of changing when you bring them to life? What if I did something like that and it wasn't hot anymore? What if you hated it once you saw it and it, you know, broke things between us?" 
 It was a good question. I thought back to the party. I thought back to how I felt when she was talking to Rick. The memory sent a third pulse of adrenaline through me. She'd looked so beautiful, so alluring in her outfit. His eyes had been all over her and I knew he'd been thinking about fucking her the whole time. It was a huge turn on and even though it made me jealous I didn't think there was any way that taking it just one step further could possibly break anything between us. I looked up at Keira. She was staring at me, her eyes expectant. 
 "I don't think anything would happen if you just kissed a guy. I think I'd probably want to take it one step at a time." I saw her body change as I said it. She took in a breath, like she needed more air suddenly. Her back straightened a little, pushing her breasts towards me beneath the towel. It was the shape of arousal. It made me even harder. "Would you do that?" I asked. "For me?" 
 She only thought about it for a second. "If you really wanted me to," she whispered. 
 I put my arm around her, letting my palm glide down her back and settle on the pleasantly round shelf of her ass. I pulled her towards me and pushed the towel apart with my other hand. Before she could react my fingers touched the soft down just above her pussy. It was soaked with excitement. I looked up as she gasped. "So I guess you like it too?" 
 I didn't wait for her answer. It was obvious that she did. I moved my fingers deeper between her legs, spreading the wet folds of her pussy open and pushing two fingers into her cunt. She gasped again but didn't pull back. She wiggled one foot sideways, opening herself for me. As I plunged deeper into her more of her wetness came spilling out, down onto the palm of my hand. I'd never felt her like this. 
 "Yeah? You like that?" I asked, inspired by her body's obvious reaction. "You like thinking of making out with Rick?" 
 Her mouth opened in genuine surprise this time as she looked into my eyes. But I felt her pussy clench around my fingers and more of her juice come spilling out. It was obvious that she very much did like the thought. 
 "You like thinking about his big football arms around you?" 
 I felt her body shudder on my hand. She grabbed the sink to steady herself. More of her liquid oozed out. 
 "Would you suck his cock? I bet he has a big cock." 
 She whimpered this time as I started pumping my fingers in and out of her. Her pussy squeezed around them and I knew she was really getting off on this. That felt good but it also stirred up all that jealousy inside of me. Even though I was the one saying all this stuff it was clear that Keira was really getting of on hearing it and imagining it. She was looking at me but it looked more like she was staring through me. Like she was imagining someone else in her mind. 
 "Wow, I guess you really are a little slut if you'd do that." I don't know why I said it. It just sort of came out. Even though I'd told her not to think that way about herself before, it sounded kind of hot to say it. 
 Her eyes went wide. She grabbed my arm and I thought for a moment that I'd offended her and that she was going to make me stop. The opposite happened. She started pumping my arm faster so that I was finger fucking her even harder. I couldn't believe how turned on she was. I'd never seen anything like it. 
 "Oh God!" She screamed it so loud I thought the neighbors were for sure going to call the cops. Her pussy squeezed tight around my fingers, as if her body didn't want to let them go from inside her. She held me deep inside for a moment then started pumping my arm again as I watched her orgasm explode across her face. It was the hottest thing I'd ever seen. Her lips twisted in agony, her eyes closed. I could practically see the pleasure tearing through her body. Even hotter was the reason behind it. It was all because I'd called her a slut. 
 And that's how it all began. 





Chapter 4


 I open the door and he's standing there. He smiles and nods. "Hi again, Mark." 
 I reach out and shake his hand. "Hey Jimar. Come on in." I can't help but stare at the way his muscles stretch the tight, black t-shirt he's wearing. An electric thrill shoots through me at the thought of what those thick arms are going to be doing to Keira soon. 
 This is probably the fiftieth time we've used Jimar. Keira loves him and I can't get enough of watching him between her legs. He's friendly and not aloof like some of the other bulls we've had. By now he knows our routine and goes straight upstairs. He starts taking his clothes off next to the bed as I go into the bathroom to tell Keira he's there. 
 She's looking at herself in the mirror when I come in. It might be better to say she's admiring herself in the mirror. She has every right to. She looks more and more stunning with every encounter. Every time she fucks another guy it seems like it makes her more confident, more alluring. She notices me staring at her. 
 "Is he here?" she asks. 
 "He's here," answer, nodding. 
 She smiles. She turns toward me, letting her bathrobe fall away and exposing her beautiful petite breasts and shaved pussy. She steps closer and wraps her arms around my neck. "Want to get me ready for him?" she asks. 
 "Of course," I whisper in response. 
 She leans in and closes her eyes. I close mine and lean closer and our lips meet in a soft and gentle kiss. My cock throbs at her touch. A part of me wants it to be over already. A part of me wants it to be over and done with so that I can have her all to myself. But the thought of how hot it's going to be watching another man fuck my wife keeps me from taking her right then and there. Even though I have to restrain myself from sitting her up on the sink and sinking into her, that's part of the pleasure. Part of the fun. 
 "I haven't showered," she whispers, pulling away from our kiss. 
 "He won't mind," I reply. 
 "No but I do. I want to at least have a clean pussy for him." 
 A burst of jealous pleasure shoots through me at what she's asking me to do. She's only done it once before, even though I told her how hot I found it afterwards. 
 "Can we go into the bedroom? Or do you want to do it here?" 
 She smiles a sly smile. "What do you want?" she asks. 
 "I want to do it in the bedroom. The way we did it before." 
 One corner of her mouth turns up even higher and she shakes her head. "My, my you are a dirty man, aren't you?" she teases. 
 I don't smile back. She knows me perfectly now. She knows just the way I like it. She knows exactly what turns me on. She knows when to give me what I want and when to leave me hanging. I've never felt closer to anyone in my life. 
 "Come on," she says softly, taking me by the hand and leading me out the bathroom door. 
 I follow her out and watch her face as she sees Jimar. They smile at each other. It's an intimate smile, the kind of knowing smile two lovers might share across the room. Keira lets go of my hand as Jimar gets up off the bed to greet her. 
 "Hey Jimar," she whispers, putting her arms around his neck as he stands up. He's been stroking himself and he's half hard. His cock is long and thick with dark veins crawling along the shaft. 
 "Hey baby," he whispers back, tilting his head and leaning over Keira to kiss her. It's the same kind of kiss we just shared in the bathroom except now it's him. I watch as they play with each others tongues. My eyes dart to Keira's stiffening pink nipples. She loves his touch. She comes so hard every time he fucks her and I know her whole body is tense with anticipation. 
 I love that. I love giving her to Jimar and watching how excited she gets, how aroused. I stand there staring, my own cock getting hard as I watch their lovers embrace. 
 When they finish their kiss Keira looks at me out of the corner of her eye and giggles. Jimar leans lower and kisses her neck. She tilts her head for him, exposing her soft flesh then looks me straight in the eye. 

I love you, her expression says. 
 I realize that I'm still in my clothes. I pull off my t-shirt and wiggle out of my jeans and boxers. My cock springs out. I stand back up and look at Keira again. She motions me towards the bed. I go, enjoying my obedience at her command. I lie down sideways across the bed and put my hands at my sides. I stare up at the ceiling for a while but after a while can't help looking at the two of them again. 
 Jimar's still kissing Keira's neck. Her hand is on his cock, stroking him in long, slow strokes. He lets her do that for a while but pretty soon he's hungry for more. He wraps some of her blonde locks in a gentle fist and tugs her towards the ground. 
 She smiles at him. I can tell she enjoys how commanding he is. They've been together enough that there's no awkwardness anymore between them. They know each other, know each other's bodies the way lovers do. They know each other's desires. 
 Keira sinks to her knees, as obedient to him as I am to her. She wraps her delicate white fingers around his dark, veiny shaft and brings the head of it to her lips. She pushes her tongue out and licks the tip, as if she's tasting him for the first time. She moans. It's a low and gentle moan but I know it's genuine. Keira worships black cock now and none more than Jimar's although she's had a lot. 
 My cock stiffens at the sound. This might be my favorite part every time. Well, except for when I finally see him pushing himself into her. Or if she sits on my face. Ah, fuck, they're all my favorite. 
 She licks him again, this time dipping beneath his shaft and licking over his glans before coming up around his head. She takes his head into her lips. Her cheeks hollow and I can see her tongue swirling around the hardening head of Jimar's cock. 
 He's staring down at her. He's let go of her hair and every once in a while he tucks the strands of it that fall across her face, behind her ear. He's doing it for me. That's why we like him. He knows what everyone likes. He's a considerate guy. 
 I watch Keira take more of him inside her mouth. She's been working on her deep-throating with Jimar. She can take about three quarters of him now. She stops. I see her gag, her belly bouncing as her throat clenches around his cock. Jimar doesn't move. He lets her go at her own pace. She pulls off, gasping for air. A stringy strand of spit and bile swings between her lips and the shiny head of Jimar's wet cock. 
 "Come on baby," he says. "I think you can take all of it today. You gettin' good at this." 
 She's pumping him now, eyeing his cock like she's hungry for his cum already. "I don't know baby," she replies, looking up and into his dark eyes. "I could barely get that much inside." 
 "You want some help?" he asks. 
 Keira smiles. "I want you to feel good," she replies. 
 Jimar doesn't answer. Instead, he puts one hand on her head, the other on her jaw. 
 My insides twist as I realize what's about to happen. My cock bounces in the air. I clench my jaw as I watch Keira put her hands on Jimar's thighs and open her mouth. 
 He guides her mouth onto his cock. Holding her head in one place with both hands, he starts pushing his hips towards her. I watch as her mouth fills with his dark cock. When he's half-way in, he pauses, letting her breathe her last few breaths through her nose before he pushes himself inside. 
 She looks up. Her eyes are wide, a little scared looking. She nods. It's just a slight nod but Jimar knows what it means. She wants it. She wants him. She wants to take all of him. 
 He doesn't go slowly this time. I sit up as I see him thrust his hips towards my wife. My eyes bulge as I see her throat take the shape of his thick cock. His balls slap against her chin. I'm filled with jealousy and happiness and pride and love. I see Keira clawing at Jimar's thighs and for a second I think she might need help, she might need him to stop. But then her eyes close and I realize that she's not in trouble. She loves the feeling of him that deep inside. 
 Jimar hold himself inside her like that for a while. As if he's enjoying the sight of his dark member disappearing into her pretty, pink lips. Just when I think she can't have enough air, when my own lungs start to burn in sympathy with hers, he starts to pull himself out. 
 His hard, dark cock snakes out of her mouth, slick and coated with her spit. When the head of his cock finally pops past her lips she gasps for air. He lets go of her head with his hands. She falls back onto her haunches but only for a moment. As soon as she catches enough breath, she pushes herself up, wraps her hands around his shaft and starts plunging his dark cock back into her mouth. She takes him all on her own this time, bobbing her head at his root to massage his cock with her throat. 
 Jimar looks up. "You see that? Bitches love that shit once they know how," he says, smiling at me. 
 I smile back. A weak and fleeting smile. I can't be bothered with Jimar. I want, no, I need to stare at Keira as she fucks that huge cock with her throat. I think of what's coming next. My cock aches, bouncing in the cool air of the room. 
 Keira holds him inside herself for a painfully long amount of time. When she comes off she's gasping for air again and Jimar's cock is stiff as an iron rod. She wants to take him again but he pulls her to her feet. 
 "Oh, baby," she whispers, wiping the tears from her eyes, "I want to do something special." 
 "Aight," he replies. 
 She takes his hand, the way she took mine in the bathroom and leads him towards the bed. They stare into each others eyes the whole time, mesmerized. She crawls onto the bed not leaving his gaze. She swings a leg over my chest. I feel the dampness of her slit leaking onto me. She glides up my body as she puts a hand on each of Jimar's cheeks. She pulls him close and they kiss above me at the same moment her sex presses down onto my mouth. 
 I wrap my arms around her thighs and pull her closer. She lets go of her weight and sinks onto me. Her musky pussy smells like sweat. It's nasty in the most delicious way. I lick up and down her gash then plunge my tongue into her soft hole. 
 I hear her moan into Jimar's mouth. This is what I've been asking her to do since we first tried it. I don't know why it turns me on so much. She came home from the gym once and hadn't showered and we ended up fooling around. The stench of her sweaty cunt made me so hard that I came just at her touch. She barely had to stroke me off. 
 Today she did the same thing. She didn't shower after the gym. She left all of her sweat and juices dried up on her sex for me to clean off. And I'm loving every second of it. 
 I open my eyes to see Jimar's big black paw on her small breast. The sight makes me harder and I start to eat her out faster, flicking my tongue up to her clit every once in a while. She moans and starts to grind over my face. 
 Jimar lifts his hand off her tit and smacks it from the side. Keira moans louder into his mouth as I watch her nipple tighten. It was Jimar who discovered the sub in her. Before she never used to be into anything rough. Jimar just seemed to know. He's a natural dom, though. He's been doing it for years. Says he can tell a woman is sub from her face in a crowd. 
 I can feel Keira getting close to coming. She's grinding on me hard. Their kiss deepens as I feel her juices start to spill onto my chin. My tongue and jaw are sore but I don't care. I just want to make her come. 
 She starts moaning again and Jimar pulls away from their kiss. He twists her nipple between his finger and thumb and she shrieks at the burst of pain. I plunge my tongue into her and feel her sweaty cunt squeeze around it. I flick back up to her clit and start spinning tight, fast circles around the nub of flesh. Jimar twists her other nipple. She starts to come. 
 "Fuck!" she shrieks as her hot pussy starts pumping juice down onto my chin. I can feel her float away, soaring on the crest of her orgasm as she yells out again from the pleasure. When she comes back down she sinks onto my face feeling even heavier than before. 
 Jimar leans in for another kiss. Keira slides forward. I take one last gasp of air because I don't know when she'll let me breathe next. It comes with the tantalizing, dank scent of her musky back hole. The room goes black as she smothers me with her ass. 





Chapter 5


 After that first night at the party Keira and I became a lot more social. Not because we were into parties but because they provided a fun place for us to play. The routine would always be the same. We'd both get a little tipsy. We'd head over the party and I'd find a spot where I could sit, usually in the corner of the room. Keira would get a drink and wander out into the center of the room. It never failed. It never took more than a minute before some guy came up and started hitting on her. She'd get a little flirty, then a lot. He'd start getting closer to her. Sometimes a girlfriend would emerge, like that first time with Rick. But sometimes one wouldn't. 
 It was so thrilling to see Keira getting all worked up about these other guys. We did that three or four times and each time we would go home and have the hottest sex. I'd dirty talk about what she'd done, calling her a slut and a bad girl. That would make her come every time. She loved that. For a long time that was all we did. I guess we were both still a little scared that things between us might change if we actually went through with anything other than flirting. 
 Then came the first time. It was after finals. We were both done with everything and Heather was having another party to celebrate the end of school. Keira got a little drunker than she usually did before we went out. I even asked her if she was okay because she was stumbling around a little on the way over but she said she was fine. 
 When we got there, everything changed. Playful, tipsy Keira disappeared. She was replaced with sexy, confident Keira. Keira who knew what she wanted. Keira who was on a mission. 
 "Are you ready to try this for real?" she asked right before we stepped inside the house. 
 "Try it for real? You mean..." 
 "I mean are we actually going to do this or just pretend?" It was a little scary how serious she was but it was also incredibly hot that she was taking charge. 
 "If you want to," I said. I was a tiny bit weary of letting her make a decision like this knowing what state she was in, but I couldn't resist. It was exciting to think of her lips on another man's mouth. 
 "Do you?" 
 I nodded in reply. 
 "Are you sure? It's not going to...fuck this up?" Keira rarely swore. I knew she was serious when she did. I cared about her deeply and I knew she cared about me. Having seen he flirting and knowing my reaction to that, I was certain things would be okay between us. 
 "I'm sure. If you want to do this, I'm totally behind it." 
 "Okay." I caught her arm as she turned around. 
 "Keira?" 
 "Huh?" 
 "Just make sure I can watch you, okay? 
 Her serious expression lifted and was replaced with another smile. She leaned closer, the scent of her flowery perfume mingling with the taste of booze on her breath. She kissed me on the lips, then pulled away. "Okay." 

Okay.

 The word made me shiver as I watched her turn around. We were really doing this. She was really doing it. If things went well, and considering Keira's appeal they would, I would soon be watching her kiss another man. 
 Inside the house was dimly lit and the music was thumping and loud. Keira held my hand as we made our way through the crowded living room and towards a room in the back, away from the deafening speakers. 
 "God, this is so much more annoying than I thought it would be!" she practically shouted into my ear. 
 I nodded. I hadn't expected the party to be this wild either. "Do you want to leave?" I asked. Somewhere inside I was hoping she would say yes. Even though I was excited about seeing her make out with someone else, I was a little scared about what the outcome would be. Would we be the same after she did it? Would I get jealous? Too jealous? Would I be able to handle it? Even though we weren't yet married, we were pretty serious and I wondered what it would do to our relationship. Up until that point it had been all fun and games watching her flirt then dirty talking about it in bed. This was going to be something completely different. This wasn't just going to be a fantasy any more. She was actually going to have intimate, physical contact with another man. 
 She thought for a moment, then shook her head in response to my question. "No!" she shouted. "I want to do this. I think this is the right feel for it, too. If things don't work or we don't like it we can always just blame it on the vibe, you know?" 
 I wasn't sure exactly what she meant but it seemed to make sense to her. Maybe she was just drunk. I nodded and let go of her hand, letting her slip back into the dark living room and a sea of dancing bodies. 
 I leaned against the door frame and watched. 
 It didn't take more than a minute before she was smiling at another guy. He was big, like Rick had been, with the same kind of square jaw. His hair was combed to one side in a college football preppy sort of way. He had a pretty good smile and the two of them were chatting and laughing in no time so he must have had some good lines. Either that or Keira was just really desperate to do this and was putting on a good show for both of us. 
 That thought sent a shiver of jealousy and lust racing down my spine. Keira putting on a show. If she was putting on a show she was doing it as much for him as she was for me. That thought stung a little bit. Now there was another guy, even though it was a stranger, that she was playing to. The more I watched the more I realized how innately good she was at it. I hadn't really thought about it before. Our relationship was pretty cerebral. We both respected and admired each other's minds. This was something completely different. 
 This was a side of Keira that I'd barely seen before. She was so much more feminine, so much more enticing than she ever had been when we'd met. She knew exactly how to move and how to act to let a man know she was interested. At least that's what I thought she was doing. 
 A touch of the neck here. A downward smile followed up with a quick glance up. She knew the perfect body language to convey the message: I'm into you. What are you going to do about it?

 It didn't take long before he stepped closer towards her and put his hands on her hips. The thundering music eased into a slow ballad. The room calmed down. Bodies moved closer together and started to sway instead of jumping. Time seemed to slow down for everyone around me. I was fixated on Keira and this guy. 
 You couldn't have pried my eyes away from them with a crowbar. I was drinking in the sight of every tiny motion, every look between them. It was painful at first, seeing her that close to someone else. They looked like they were really sharing something, a moment. Like they were communing with each other. That part stung much more than the actual sight of them doing it. The fact that they might be sharing something intimate was much more agonizing than the fact that their bodies were close together. 
 I held my breath. My pulse thundered in my chest. I was sure if there were anyone near me that they could hear my heart beating, it felt that loud. 
 And then it happened. 
 She looked up at the same time that he looked down at her. They gazed into each other's eyes. Keira closed hers first. He leaned over. Their lips met. I watched him push his tongue into her mouth. 
 It's hard to describe what happened to my body in that moment. I wanted to sing an aria and sob at the same time. I felt the bottom fall out of my stomach and my chest swell with love and pride. And from somewhere in the middle of it all, I felt the warm waves of lust pulsing from my insides. They got stronger and stronger until they filled every part of me, drowning out the agony and the excitement and making my cock stand hard and strong. 
 I don't know how long it lasted. It seemed like forever and not long enough at the same time. When he pulled away from her she opened her eyes and stared and smiled at him for a while. I just kept staring. There was nothing else I could do. Even if I'd wanted to I don't think I could have moved. 
 I saw her say something. Some excuse, probably, from what happened next. He looked a little stunned as she smiled one last time and began to walk away. For a moment I worried that he was going to follow her, try to catch up and figure out what went wrong. From the way he was looking at her it seemed that's what he might do. But he didn't. He shook his head, a little frown furrowing his brow. Then he shrugged, turned away and disappeared into the dark crowd. 
 The music started thumping just as Keira grabbed my hand. There was a glimmer of excitement in her eye. She squeezed my hand with hers. "You okay?" she asked. 
 I swallowed. Then I nodded. I couldn't stop staring at her. 
 She giggled into the back of her hand, then stepped around me and started dragging me towards the back door and into the warm night. 
 We couldn't even wait until we got home. She was too amped up. She dragged me through the backyard and into some bushes, away from the porch lights. We fell onto the ground and started making out. 
 "Did you see it?" she panted between kisses. "Did you see him kiss me?" 
 "I did." I pawed at her breast then let my hand slide down her body, towards her waist. "Did you like it?" I whispered. 
 "Oh my God," she moaned. She took my hand and slid it into her pants, into her panties. 
 My cock throbbed at the first touch of her sex. She was drenched. 
 "Oh my God it was so fucking hot!" she said, staring at me. She started moving my hand, showing me what she needed me to do. 
 I eagerly obliged. I ran my finger up and down her soaked slit until I found the engorged nub of her clit. She moaned as I started moving over it with the tip of my finger. My cock was so hard it was hurting from how badly I needed to be touched but she was so lost in her own pleasure that her hands were nowhere near it. It was kind of hot, actually, all that tension inside me and Keira just lost in her own moment. 
 Her legs came up off the ground as she got close to her orgasm. In that sort of upside-down frog squat way. I imagined what it would be like if she were naked and he were there. I imagined what it would be like to see her letting him inside. I guess my own need must have given me some courage. 
 "Are you thinking of him fucking you?" I whispered. 
 "Oh my God!" she cried. It was too loud but neither of us cared. Her spine curled up off the ground as a climax gripped her body. I felt her pussy squirting liquid, soaking her panties even more. I spun furious circles around her clit, desperate to give her as much pleasure as she could find. 
 She started panting and crying, a high-pitched, whining mewl that I'd never heard her make. Then, it was over. She was pulling my hand out from between her legs because she couldn't take it any more. It had all been too much. 
 "Can you..." I asked, hoping that she'd return the favor right then and there. 
 She was lying on the ground, gasping for air and looking more than a little dazed. She opened her eyes and looked up. "Let's go home. I promise it'll be a better time." 
 So I scrambled up to my feet and helped her up knowing my biggest challenge was going to be hiding the massive erection I had on the way home. 





Chapter 6


 Keira always lets me watch her lovers slide into her hot cunt. This time she's on her back. She's usually on her back. Even though our lifestyle is unconventional, Keira's sexual preferences have stayed fairly conservative. She still likes missionary the best. She likes being able to look up at the man fucking her. She likes being able to look into his eyes as she feels his cock move into her. 
 Sometimes she lets me hold her hand. This time I'm holding her hand. 
 "Ooh shit, baby, that pussy's hot!" Jimar says, smiling as he presses the head of his hard cock against the soft, soaked folds of Keira's pussy. As he pulls away to do it again, the wetness on their skin makes a sticky sound as it pulls apart. 
 "Okay Jimar," Keira answers. "That's nice but you're not here to talk, remember?" 
 The three of us start to chuckle. Keira's sense of humor and confidence have grown since we started doing this. She's a changed woman. Still smart, but now she's sexy as hell and she knows it, too. 
 Jimar leans over her again, putting his arms behind the backs of her knees to bring them up higher. From where I'm kneeling by the bed it gives me the perfect view of her pussy. It looks a sweaty mess from the two of us eating it. Her ass hole glistens from making me eat her out there, too. 
 Jimar loves eating her pussy as much as I do and she always comes a few times by his tongue. That makes her folds engorged and unkempt, like a woman that's already been fucked. 
 I watch Jimar carefully position the head of his cock at her hole. He runs it up and down her slit a few times. He loves to tease Keira, to get her worked up and whining. He loves it when she starts begging him to enter her. 
 This time's no different. He lets that long, dark vein slide along her gash, making more moisture come spewing from her insides, coating them both. He groans a satisfied groan as his cock throbs in his hand. 
 The mewling starts. It's the same sound she made that first night in the backyard. A sound she can't control. A sound that just comes out. After a while she can't help herself, she needs him to be inside. 
 "Okay Jimar, baby, please!" she squeaks, begging him with her eyes. There are times when we're in it together, when she looks at me and I can feel her love. This is never one of them, though. In this moment, right before he enters her, she's completely and totally his. 
 And he loves it. 
 He smiles. He teases her some more, letting the thick, dark head of his cock press against her soft flesh just enough to feel like he's going inside. When her mouth opens in a silent moan, he pulls back, smiling even wider at her disappointment. Maybe he's getting her back for her little quip but probably not. Jimar's a great guy. 
 Then it's happening. My eyes go wide as I see him rise a little, point his dark python at her little pink puss, then drive himself inside. 
 She cries out. It stings, hearing that sound. I love the way it stings. I love how lost she is in the moment. How lost she is in the feeling of another man pushing himself inside. 
 Jimar slides in with a sticky, wet sloshing sound. I watch as a third of his cock disappears inside Keira, then half. There's a moment, when he's about three quarters of the way in that she brings her hand up onto his arms. She opens her eyes. He stops. 
 "I don't think I can this time," she whispers. I'm not sure if she really thinks that or if it's just part of the act. Keira's become so good at the act. She does it all for me. 
 Jimar smiles. Maybe he's in on it, too. Maybe he knows she's saying it for me. I don't care. He's good at what he does, too. It's all part of the fun. He sets his jaw and puts a big, black paw on her dainty breast. Then he piles the rest of his huge cock into her to the sound of her screaming for mercy. 
 I see her pussy spurt a tiny gush of clear fluid. It trickles down, coating the hole of her ass. 
 My own cock is bouncing and throbbing between my naked legs. I love this feeling and I hate it at the same time. The time where I'm not sure whether Keira will invite me up onto the bed or leave me waiting until her lover leaves. We decided it would be fun for her to be in charge of this and it is. It's also incredibly agonizing, needing to come so badly and not knowing when it will happen. 
 Jimar isn't a gentle lover but he's not rough like some of the others have been. He saws into her at a good, steady rhythm, making sure to watch what feels good. It's why she's had him back so many times. It's hard to find the perfect guy. Jimar's pretty close. 
 She starts to mewl again as her body begins to crest towards another orgasm. The moment I've been waiting for. She looks over at me. She nods. 
 I scramble up onto the bed, so grateful for her attention. I lie down next to her and she reaches down and wraps her soft and delicate fingers around my throbbing rod. "Tell me," I whisper. I love it when she talks to me about how it feels. 
 "Oh fuck Mark, his cock feels so good inside me," she whines. Her hand starts pumping my cock and I can feel my cum start to move from my balls, into my hard shaft. 
 The sloppy sounds of Jimar thrusting into her tight pussy fill the room. I can feel each push he makes into her through her hand. She squeezes me every time he buries his dark shaft deep inside her womb. She's lost in the feeling but still tending to me with her hand. I wonder if Jimar is going to fill her pussy with his seed or if he'll pull himself out and splatter his creamy spunk across her face and chest. Or... 
 He's done it once. One time he pulled out and rammed his cock into her ass just as he was about to come. She didn't expect it and it made her scream. I wasn't on the bed that time. I was kneeling on the floor and I got to watch his black cock disappear inside the tight and puckered hole of her ass. Then I watched as his sack tightened and his seeding muscle spewed its load deep inside her ass. He went balls deep except for a tiny part of his root. I had the perfect view of his cock pulsing inside her as she moaned. Maybe he'll do that again today. 
 I look down her body. She's sweaty and her nipples are hard. She's writhing on the bed. Jimar's picked up speed and I can tell he's getting ready to come, too. The thought of another man shooting his seed deep into my wife's body fills me with warmth and pushes me to the precarious edge of an orgasm. I groan. She opens her eyes and looks over. 
 "Come on baby, let me feel you come!" she says, urgency in her eyes. Her hand pumps me harder. For a moment she's forgotten about her own pleasure and is focused on mine. Her attention sends me careening over the edge and I shout as I come, spunk flying from the tip of my cock and making a sticky, white mess on the red sheets of the bed. She smiles. 
 "That's a good boy," she purrs, stroking out the remnants of my pleasure until there's nothing left. I lean in and kiss her on the lips. 
 "I love you," I whisper. 
 Another smile. "I love you too. Go. Go and watch." 
 She knows how much I love to see it. One more kiss and I scramble off the bed. She turns back to Jimar, gazing into his dark eyes as she gets close to her own climax. Her hands drift up the rippling muscles of his arms. I see her shudder. Her mouth opens in a silent moan. 
 "Oh shit!" Jimar grunts through clenched teeth. He's going to come. He's going to come inside my wife. 
 Her orgasm starts first. Her toes curl and I see the pleasure tense the muscles in her thighs, then curve her spine as she comes off the bed. "Oh God, yes Jimar! Yes!" she cries. 
 Even in my spent and hazy state I feel the icy prick of jealousy kiss my gut. This is my woman, my Keira. Coming because she's stuffed full of another man's cock. I don't think about it long. Jimar starts to come. 
 With Keira screaming in pleasure Jimar slows, his mighty shaft, coated in her juices, gliding in and out of the tight, pink band of her stretched cunt. I see his balls come up. I see his cock pulse. He groans as the first blast of cum shoots into my wife. I can tell she's sliding off the other end of her orgasm, back from the sky she looks up at him and smiles. 
 "Oh yeah Jimar, give me all that come," she whispers, her hands gliding along his arms. 
 He does. The words send his body slamming against hers as he fills her with his potent seed. He's half-animal now, not in control of what he's doing just fucking. The job his body was made for. Fucking and pumping her full of his seed. Soon the sticky white mess starts to ooze out of her and I can't help but watch. It comes seeping from in between his cock and the folds of her pussy, trickling down her ass the way her juices did, then staining the sheets a darker red as it lands on the bed. 
 She caresses him as his thrusts slow, coaxing the last of his gift from him and into herself. She looks so happy, so thrilled at what he's done. She looks at him with love in her eyes. 
 I shudder but my cock has already started to get hard again. If she's not too sore I know she'll let me in again, too. 
 Jimar leans down and kisses her on the lips. She kisses him back and puts her arms around his neck. This is the part that's always the hardest to watch. It feels so...intimate. So personal. But I stare at them nonetheless, unable to tear my eyes away from their shared moment. When he finally starts to pull himself out, my gaze snaps to her pussy to see the aftermath of what he's dumped inside her spill out. 
 It comes spewing out in a thick, white torrent as the head of his black cock pops out. It's a yellowish-white color and the room fills with the stench of his spunk. He gets up off the bed and walks quietly to the corner to pick up his clothes. As soon as he's off her I'm moving towards her, climbing up the bed and in between her legs. God I hope she's not too sore. 
 "Oh baby," she says, smiling and chuckling, "I think that was a little much. Rain check?" I feel her soft hand on my cheek, caressing away my disappointment. 
 "It's okay," I lie. I don't mind it but I really feel like I need to release again. I really feel the need to make her mine. I roll off of her and to one side. She rolls the other way and I curl up, spooning her and wrapping my arms around my wife. I can tell she's already drifting off to sleep. 
 "I love you," I whisper again. 
 "Mmmm," she purrs with a smile. "I love you too." 
 I feel her drift off to sleep. My cock aches and throbs against her soft, round ass. 





Chapter 7


 After she kissed the guy at the party nothing happened for a long time. We had amazing sex. We fantasized about her with other men. It was kind of like falling in love. Keira and I had always liked each other. We did tell each other that we loved each other. But we'd never had that feverish, lusty start to our relationship that some people do. This fantasy that we shared, of watching Keira with another man, seemed to ignite that between us. 
 We texted constantly when we were away from each other in class or at work. We'd send messages about our fantasy. Our whole world began to revolve around indulging in our new found naughtiness. 
 Then, after a while a bit of the buzz wore off. For me anyways. I was still into it, sure, but I realized that what I was really into, was Keira. Every day we spent together made me fall more and more in love with her. I don't know when I figured out that she was the woman I wanted to spend the rest of my life with, but I did. One day I just knew. 
 Keira, on the other hand, could not let it go. She would talk about it constantly, being with another guy. She would bring it up in bed all the time. She would bring it up whenever we spent time together. It was like she'd become obsessed with the idea. 
 For the most part I was okay with it. I was okay with her talking about it. I was okay with how wet it made her. I was okay with how jealous and hot it made me. There was a certain irritation that sprouted. When I'd brought it up at the party that first time, when she'd gone and talked to that guy, I felt empowered. It was a thrill to tell her to go do something like that and for her to do it. Now that she was droning on about it I sort of wondered why? 
 Was I not enough for her? Was she thinking about other guys all the time? Sure if I woke up at night, horny and unable to sleep it would always get me off fast. But Keira asking and wondering and talking about what it would be like with another man had really started rubbing me the wrong way. One night I'd had enough. 
 "So?" she asked, her hand snaking beneath the sheets to find me hard. "Who should we talk about tonight?" 
 For the first time it made my cock soften instead of the other way around. 
 "What's wrong?" She let go of me and propped herself up on an elbow. She tucked her blonde hair behind her ear and eyed me with a worried frown. 
 I sighed. I didn't mean to be dramatic. It just sort of came out. "Keira..." I'd never outright said it. I'd never told her to stop talking about it. It seemed like this might be the right time. "I know I was really into this in the beginning. I know I made you go and talk to that guy. I just, I've been thinking about something you said a while back." 
 "What?" Her voice sounded tight. It wasn't shaping up to be a good evening. 
 "You remember you said that maybe fantasies might not be as fun in real life as they are in my head?" 
 She waited a moment before answering. Like she wished she might not have said that. "Yeah." 
 I couldn't look at her. I knew she was feeling hurt already. I knew she'd feel worse. I had to say it, though. "I think that might be the case here. I think, maybe this is just better left in my head. You know?" 
 Silence. Then Keira laid back down. 
 I knew there wasn't much chance to change her mood but I decided to try. I rolled onto my side and kissed her cheek. She forced a weak smile. 
 "I'm sorry. I didn' mean to make you feel bad." 
 "No, it's fine." 
 It wasn't. But I knew it wasn't getting resolved that night. 
 After that night I didn't hear about it anymore. She woke up the next morning in a good mood. We had sex before going to class. Exams came, then summer jobs. Life got busy and started seeing less of each other. I tried my best to make time but Keira got a job at a coffee shop and often worked late. It felt like we were drifting apart. 
 I couldn't help but feel like I'd driven a stake into our relationship. That I'd somehow turned Keira off. So when she did bring it up one last time, as we were lying on the beach one weekend, it felt like an opportunity. A way to make things right again. 
 "Do you think you could take it if I fooled around with another guy?" 
 The question came so out of the blue that it took me completely by surprise. I sat up on the towel we were sunbathing on and just sort of stared at her for a while. 
 "It's okay," she said after I hadn't said anything. "You don't have to. I just thought I'd ask." She put her sunglasses back on and lay back down, looking up at the sky. 
 "No, it's not that," I finally managed after the shock had worn off. "I guess I just didn't expect you to say that. That's all." 
 "Oh," she said, and shrugged. 
 "I mean, do you want to do that? Is that what you want?" My insides were churning. It felt like this was some kind of moment of truth. It felt like this would make or break us. Like if I said "yes" we would go back to being that couple we'd been. Back to feeling in love. Back to seeing each other all the time. 
 She propped herself back up on her elbows, looked at me and smiled. "Mark, it's okay. I just, you know, wanted to ask." 
 "Well do you want that?" I realized I sounded a little panicked but I couldn't help it. Suddenly my heart was racing and it felt a little difficult to get enough breath. I wanted to give Keira what she wanted. But thinking about actually doing it brought up all the fear and doubt of what it would do to me. What it would do to us. 
 "I don't know. Don't you think it'd be fun?" And there was that smile. I realized in that moment I hadn't seen her smile like that for a long time. It was a smile with just one corner of her mouth. A devious smile. A dangerous smile. A smile that asked "what if?" 
 I shrugged, still not sure what to say. "I guess, I just...I just wonder why you want to do this so badly? Is this not doing it for you?" I waved a hand back and forth between us. 
 "Oh gosh, Mark, no!" She shot up off the beach towel with wide eyes. "Mark, is that what you thought? Is that why you wanted me to stop talking about it? Because you thought that...that I wasn't satisfied?!?" 
 I flipped my palms up. "I mean, come on Keira, you were so into it. Of course the thought crossed my mind." 
 "Oh Mark, I'm so sorry! If I had known..." 
 What? She never finished her sentence and it made me wonder what she would have done, had she known. Maybe I should have just told her that to start with? Maybe this whole thing was a big misunderstanding because I just didn't communicate well enough. 
 She sighed. "You know what? Forget I said anything. Let's just forget any of this ever happened." She started to lie back down. 
 Was this going to be it? Was this going to be the end of things between us? It felt like something big was happening and I still had a chance to change course. The moment was slipping away quickly. 
 "No wait!" I practically shouted. "Wait," I said again and cleared my throat. "I just...it's a little weird for me, you know?" 
 "Weird? Weird how?" 
 "It's...it's a fine line. Between being jealous about it and thinking it's hot." 
 Keira looked at me with squinty eyes. "You're the one that started all this, remember?" 
 "I know, I know," I replied. "It's just...it's different when you bring it up." 
 Keira's expression clouded over. "Well that's why I said don't worry about it," she said, suddenly irritated. 
 "I want to worry about it. I want to know. If it's something you're really into then let's talk. Do you think about it a lot?" 
 She looked away but her mood seemed to lighten. Her shoulders relaxed. She turned to look at me again and nodded. 
 "Okay. Like how much is a lot?" 
 "Like...all the time." 
 A bolt of jealousy shot through me. All the time?!? Keira thought about being with other men all the time? "See, when you say something like that...you sure this has nothing to do with me? Me being shit in the sack?" 
 Keira rolled her eyes and set her jaw. "Mark, I already told you it has nothing to do with that," she snapped. 
 "Okay! Okay! Just checking. I'm sorry. So actually all of the time?" I asked. 
 Another eye roll. A little friendlier this time. "Not all of the time. But a lot." 
 "Okay. Give me an example." 
 Keira's expression went a little naughty. "Sometimes when I'm masturbating." 
 Masturbating?!? Not that it should have been that shocking. "You masturbate?" 
 Keira burst out laughing and covered her mouth. It took a minute for her little fit to die down. "Don't you?" 
 "Well, yeah but, I'm a guy." 
 "Oh my God, where are you from, the fifties? Girls masturbate, you know?" 
 "Yeah...I guess I know." It really shouldn't have bothered me. Of course women masturbated, I knew that. The thought of Keira masturbating while thinking about being with another man, while I wasn't involved, sharpened the knife of jealousy that was cutting into my gut. 
 "Look," she said with a certain finality, "forget I brought it up." 
 Somehow it seemed like something was closing between us. Like if I didn't seize the moment it was going to be lost forever. I thought of all the reasons I'd brought this up in the first place. We were young. It wasn't like this was a choice that would be forever. We could try things, experiment, then if they didn't work out we could just go back to the way things were before. 
 "Okay!" I blurted out. 
 "Okay?" 
 "Okay let's try it. Let's try to do...more." 
 This made her laugh again but she wiggled closer to me and that reassured me that everything was alright. "Mark, you're so funny!" she said with a playful slap. "I'm serious, it's no big deal if you don't want to do anything, I just thought that since it made things so, you know, hot, it would be a fun thing to try!" 
 "No, I know. I think so too. It's just...like I said, it's a funny balance of being jealous and turned on. I want to do it though. Except...how? You aren't just going to go to a party and, you know, fuck some guy? Are you?" 
 Keira bit her lip and frowned. "Not exactly, no." 
 "What do you mean 'not exactly?'" 
 "Well..." 
 And that's when I realized Keira already had a plan. Keira had already thought of some way to hook up with another guy. She'd been thinking about this so much that she'd actually put a plan together. Without me. That drove the jealousy deep into my stomach. It took every ounce of will power I had not to freak out at her. I knew that if I did, she'd just end up pissed. I pushed the feeling away with a smile. "Okay. Go on." I managed to say, my voice faltering a bit. If she noticed, she didn't let on. 
 "So there's this guy at work," she began. The way she said it sounded like she was dipping her toe in a pool to see if it was warm. Testing the waters. Testing me to see if I'd freak out. 
 "At the coffee shop?" 
 "Uh-huh," she said, nodding. 
 I couldn't help but wonder whether she sounded a little too enthusiastic about the whole thing for my own liking. She hadn't said anything to this point. Had she been thinking about this other guy since she'd met him at work? Had something already happened and this was just a way to let me down easy?!? "Are you cheating on me?!?" I snapped. I couldn't help it. It just came out. 
 "What?!? No!!! Mark! What a terrible thing to say!" 
 I immediately felt bad. I was the one that had suggested this whole thing and now that Keira was going along with it I was turning into the jealous boyfriend! 
 "I'm sorry. I don't know why that came out." 
 She didn't seem appeased. "You know what, forget this. This is silly. I just thought we could have some fun. I don't want this breaking us up." 
 That made me feel even worse. Because it really felt like not doing this might break us up. "Keira, no. Look, I'm sorry. I'm sorry I said that." I put a hand on her shoulder, begging her to cheer up. "Tell me about the guy. I'm sorry. I just got jealous for a second, that's all." 
 I could see her scowling at me even behind her dark sunglasses. "Well I don't want this turning into some kind of fight every time I bring it up. Maybe we should just forget about it." 
 I hated how upset she seemed. I hated the feeling that I'd fucked something up. She was just trying to humor me in all this and I was being a big jerk. "Seriously," I said squeezing her shoulder, warm from the sun, with my hand. "Tell me about the guy." 
 Keira took a breath. I could tell she was weighing what I'd said with whether she wanted to wade back into the conversation again. I hoped she would. 
 "Okay. Are you sure you're not going to freak out?" 
 "I'm not. Promise." 
 She sat back up. She looked stunning in her two-piece. 
 "Okay. So, his name's Damien." 
 Maybe it was how excited she suddenly sounded? Maybe it was hearing his name. Maybe it was everything together. I felt the air leave my chest. My stomach twisted into a tight knot. "Uh-huh," I managed to squeeze the sounds out. 
 "He's...well he's kind of been hitting on me." 

Wow.

 I guess it was because it was all so new and she was the one kind of taking charge. Every emotion that ran through me felt so powerful that I felt like I wasn't in control of myself at all. There was the extreme jealousy of thinking that some other guy wanted Keira. My Keira. Not only that but from the sounds of it, from the way she was laying it out, it sounded like Keira wanted him, too. 
 That was probably the most prominent emotion but it wasn't strong enough to conceal what lay beneath. Even as she told me about him, the color of his eyes, how tall he was, I felt an incredible desire to see this through. To see her with him. I could tell she was getting excited just talking about it and for some reason her excitement made me excited. Who wouldn't want to do that for their girl? If this was really making her feel good, who wouldn't want her to have it? I could see it in her eyes. She really wanted this. 
 "So what do you think?" 
 The question shook me from my thoughts and I realized I hadn't been listening very intently to what she was saying. "Alright. If you're into it, let's do it," I said, hoping that I wasn't agreeing to something too extreme. 
 When her eyes opened wide, I knew it was not the answer she'd been expecting and I wondered what I'd missed while I'd been daydreaming. "Really?!?" she asked. 
 "Wait...let me make sure I have this straight. You're just going to...make out with him, right?" 
 The excitement left her eyes and she frowned. "Mark! You weren't listening!" 
 "I'm sorry," I said, trying to sound sorry. "It's just a lot to think about. Tell me again." 
 She got a little huffy but pulled herself together. "He asked me out on Friday night. What do you think? Should I say yes?" 
 That was not what I'd expected. "Friday night? This Friday?!? Say yes? Wait, does he know you have a boyfriend?" 
 Her brief moment of hesitation was enough. I felt a resolve harden inside me. It was my turn to get serious. 
 "Alright Keira, let me just set some things straight. When I told you about this, when I told you that I was into this and I wanted you to flirt with other guys, that was something between us. Yeah I'm into it. Yeah I think it's sexy. Yeah I want to try fun new things with you. You want to know what I'm not into? I'm not into you doing anything behind my back. I'm not into you flirting with guys and not telling them you have a boyfriend. And I'm not into you going out on dates with guys on your own. That just...kind of sucks." 
 It felt good to get that out. It felt like I'd taken back a little of the control. Control of myself as much as the situation. 
 "Mark?" 
 "What?" I barked. 
 "I'm sorry." 
 The tears in her eyes made me melt. "Oh, K!" I wrapped my arms around her in a tight hug. "I'm sorry. I'm sorry if that came out too harsh." 
 "No, it didn't. I was the one being a bitch. I should have told you about him sooner. I shouldn't have kept it to myself. I just...I didn't really know how." She sniffled and I felt a warm tear roll down her cheek and onto my chest. 
 "Baby, I'm sorry. I've been so crazy lately and it's just been because we haven't been talking about this. It's been rolling around in my mind and I've wanted to talk about it but it's just felt like there hasn't been a good time. It's not exactly something you bring up over corn flakes in the morning." 
 She looked up at me with her big, sad blue eyes. "I know. I've wanted to bring it up too but...I don't know, it just hasn't felt right." 
 "Well, we're talking about it now, that's the important thing." 
 "Look," she said, pulling away, "we can just forget about all this. Really we can. I don't care. It was a fun thing but I don't want it turning into something that's going to get between us." 
 Keira. My beautiful, sincere, honest Keira looked so amazing to me in that moment. I would have done anything for her then. "No. I don't want to do that. I don't want to just give up on having something unique and awesome between the two of us because we're scared of it. We can do this. I know we can. We just need to keep communicating, keep talking, you know?" 
 "Really? Are you sure?" She suddenly looked very hopeful. Excited again. 
 "I'm sure. I want to try this. I just want to do it together. I want it to be about us." 





Chapter 8


 I'm standing naked behind Keira as she applies the last of her dark red lipstick. She's wearing her grey business suit and a white blouse beneath it. Dark tights cover her legs and her black four inch heels push her ass up high. I can't help but stare at it as she leans towards the mirror. My cock throbs just from looking at it. I catch her eye in the mirror as I look up. 
 "Are you ready?" she asks with a smile. 
 I nod, eager to feel her touch. This has become a routine for us and we both love it. There's something so sexy about her being completely clothed, ready to go to work and me being completely naked. There's a tension to it, a certain level of submissiveness on my part, I guess, that is really thrilling. 
 She turns around and walks to the bed. I follow her and take my position in front of her. My cock is just inches from her lips. If I grabbed her by the head the way Jimar did I could push my cock into her mouth and deep into her throat. She'd let me, too. I know she would. 
 But I don't. This is hotter. This is more erotic. Letting her be in control. 
 She looks up and smiles. "Is this still from last night? From after Jimar left?" she asks, pointing at my stiff cock. 
 I nod. Her fingers are just about an inch away. I swear I can feel the heat coming off her hand. My cock bounces. 
 She smiles, pleased by my anticipation. "So did you dream about it?" she asks. "Did you dream about Jimar's cock filling me up with cum?" 
 My cock throbs again at the question. It makes her smile widen. "No," I answer. "I wish I had." 
 "But you're thinking of it now, right? You're thinking of what it looked like to see him fucking my pussy?" 
 I nod again. 
 She rewards me with her touch. Her hand is just as hot as I had hoped it would be. She wraps her fingers slowly around the base of my shaft, covering me in warmth. Then she pulls. A long, slow pull to the head of my cock where she lets the tips of her fingers linger on my glans then pulls them off. 
 I groan. I need her. I need the feeling of her holding me again. 
 "It was so hot watching you watch me last night," she whispers. "I love when you watch him come inside me. Sometimes I want to just look at you when he's doing that, stare into your eyes." 
 "You can," I reply. God that would be amazing if she did it. If she looked right at me as he was coming into her. 
 She shakes her head a little and smiles. "I always mean to but then when it's happening I just...I don't know. I can't take my eyes off of his." 
 "I know," I say. I like that we're talking but the ache in my cock is intense. I don't want to rush her but I really want to feel her hand on me again. "I know it's hard." 
 Finally she wraps her fingers around my root again and gives it a squeeze. She looks so sexy in her work clothes, holding my bare cock in her hand. The thought that she's going to go to the office like that, talk to her co-workers in the same state that she's holding me right now is a real turn on. 
 "Come here," she whispers, pulling me close. 
 An exhilarating thrill rushes through me. Is she really going to do what I think she is? Is she going to take my cock into her mouth? She hasn't done that in...it's been a long time. I step forward. 
 Her smile becomes sly, naughty. She opens her mouth and pushes out her tongue. 
 I shudder as the soft, moist tip of it grazes against the head of my cock, sweeping up the droplet of precum that's oozed out there. 
 "Mmm," she says, swallowing the creamy dew, "tasty." She looks up, suddenly serious. "I want more." 
 My heart is thundering inside my chest as I watch her mouth open wider. My cock is solid in her hand now. My eyes are wide as I stare at the head pink head of my member disappearing inside her mouth. She closes her lips around me. The feeling of her wet mouth around my cock sends a searing heat tearing up my spine. I groan, straining to control the urge to fuck myself deep into her throat the way Jimar did. 

Jimar. 
 The thought of his name conjures the image of his big, dark dick pushed deep into Keira's pretty little mouth, his paws holding her head. I throb inside her mouth at the memory. 
 "Mmm," she purrs again as her cheeks hollow and she starts to suck. She's flicking the head of my cock with her tongue as her head bobs slowly back and forth on my meat. I can feel my nuts start to tighten. I groan. 
 The sound makes her look up. Her eyes are so big and blue and wide and she looks so hot with the head of my cock in her mouth. I feel my orgasm swell inside me. My legs start to tremble. Oh God I'm going to... 
 I feel her hand between my legs. I feel her fingers wrap around my balls. She pulls. Just a gentle pull but enough to pull me back from the brink. She comes off me with a soft, wet pop. 
 "Not yet, baby," she whispers. "I have a special treat for you." 
 My legs are still shaking from almost coming. She lets go of my sack and I feel the pleasure well inside me again. She takes me back into her mouth, staring up at me the whole time with those wide, blue eyes. I know I won't last much longer. "Ugh," I groan hoping to warm her that I'm about to come. 
 I feel the single point of the tip of her finger press against my perineum. The pressure from it buries my need to ejaculate, if only temporarily. 
 She comes off my mouth again and smiles. "Almost. Ready for your treat?" 
 "Yes," I answer, panting and breathless. 
 "Okay," she replies, smiling even wider. "Enjoy the ride!" Still staring up into my eyes, her finger still pressing between my legs she opens her mouth and lets me in again. Except this time she doesn't stop at the head. I watch the first third of my cock disappear inside her hot, wet mouth. Then half. My eyes widen as I realize what she's about to do. She's going to take all of me, the way Jimar showed her. Of course it'll be easier for her, my cock is smaller than his. 
 She's still staring at me, her eyes smiling at how shocked I must look. 
 My jaw falls open as she lets her finger fall away from in between my legs. Suddenly the full force of the feeling of her hot mouth slams into me. "Oh God!" I shout as the heat tears up my spine. 
 She looks even more excited now. I see her relax the muscles of her throat. I watch as the last inch of my dick disappears inside her mouth. I see her nose touch my pelvis. I feel my sack slap against her chin. I close my eyes. That's when I feel it. 
 I'm in her throat. It feels like her pussy except...stronger. She's, oh God, she's swallowing at my cock. I open my eyes and look down. 
 Her eyes are wide and eager with excitement. My whole body locks up. I can feel the cum start to spurt from my balls into my shaft. "I'm...I'm gonna come," I say. As if she doesn't know but I guess I still can't believe she's going to let me do it like this. 
 A slight nod. Like she's saying I know, baby.

 I feel the first pulse of my hot semen shoot through my throbbing shaft. It races through my cock and bursts out of the tip, deep inside her throat. She's still swallowing at me, tugging and massaging my cock with her throat. 
 Her eyes smile even more at the feeling of my seed spurting into her. She swallows it up. 
 "Fuck!" I roar as I soar up to the peak of my orgasm. My cock is flexing inside her mouth and throat, spewing blast after blast of my sperm into her. She swallows and swallows and swallows, drinking my hot gift and staring up into my eyes like nothing could make her happier. 
 I come racing down from the heights of my climax just as fast as I raced up. It almost hurts my cock now, what she's doing. "Oh baby," I groan and pull back. 
 She gags at the unexpected motion but quickly recovers. She guides me out of her mouth and the feeling of gliding along the velvety insides of her cheeks makes my cock pulse, releasing the last of my seed. She starts to laugh as I fall out of her mouth. A string of cum and spit and bile hangs between her lips and my cock. Some more cum dribbles out of the corner of her mouth, down her cheek and off her chin. It darkens the spot on her dress where it lands. 
 "Baby," she says, still chuckling and wiping her chin. "You've got to warn me when you're going to do that!" 
 "I'm sorry," I gasp. 
 She shakes her head and stands up. "It's okay," she says, smiling. She leans in and I lean down. Our lips meet in a salty kiss. She tastes divine. She pushes her tongue into my mouth, returning some of my offering. When she pulls away, she wipes my lip off with her thumb. "That was fun." 
 "That was amazing," I say, pressing my forehead to hers. 
 "You're welcome. I have to go to work." 
 I watch her saunter out the door. She's so beautiful. I'm so lucky that she's mine. 





Chapter 9


 I did end up letting Keira go on a date with Damien. Sort of. 
 We had a long conversation the evening of our misunderstanding. I felt so much better after we did. Keira did, too. We realized that talking was the most important thing. We promised each other we'd never forget that. 
 So we talked and came to the conclusion that it would be weird if Keira told Damien she had a boyfriend after flirting with him for so long. I suggested that maybe I could come to the coffee shop while she was working and she could pretend not to know me. She thought that was a good idea and so that's what we decided to do. 
 As far as the rules went, I felt a lot better after we talked and Keira thought that it would be kind of distracting trying to keep track of rules while she was interacting with another guy so we just decided to wing it and see what happened. 
 I thought it was a good idea because I'd probably feel the same way if I were in her situation. So a few days later I showed up at the coffee shop right before closing. Keira said that would be the best time with the fewest people there. I brought my laptop so I could look like I was doing something. It was even kind of thrilling buying a coffee from her while she pretended not to know who I was. It made her seem sexier. Like I would have to win her over all over again. It definitely made me desire her more. 
 I settled in at a table in the corner where I could look like I was on my laptop but see what was going on behind the counter and through the door to the kitchen at the same time. 
 Damien, who'd been talking to her when I'd walked in, came right back up to her after I sat down. I had to work hard not to stare. He was so close to her. The two of them looked so familiar. The way she was laughing at whatever he was whispering to her...was the way she laughed with me. 
 I felt a stab of jealousy poke my insides. This was my girl acting this way with another guy. She was giving him the same signals she gave me before sex. The smiles, the little tilt to her head. Even the way she was standing, her body a seductive, inviting "S." 
 He knew it. I could tell by the way he was inching closer to her with each quip. He knew she was making herself available to him, that if he played the game right she would let him in. 

Let him in.

 The thought sent a cold shiver of jealousy through me that settled in my lower gut. That's when the doubt started. He was a good looking guy. Broad shoulders, square jaw, an earnest grin. He was definitely more athletic than I was and didn't seem like the type of guy Keira would normally go for. Did she like that? He kind of looked similar to the football player Keira had kissed at the party. Was she actually into guys like that? If she was, how come she was with a guy like me? Dorky. Intellectual. 
 I didn't have any more time to wonder, though because that's when it happened. He just leaned in and kissed her. 
 For a split second her hand came up, as if to press against his chest and push him away. But then the sudden tension in her body eased and she melted into the kiss. 
 The room went hot and felt like it started to spin. I couldn't tear my eyes away even though I was supposed to be staring at my computer screen. This was Keira, my Keira, kissing another guy in front of my eyes again. I thought it was going to be over soon. I thought that because they were in a coffee shop, working behind the counter that they might be a little embarrassed of making out in front of a customer. They didn't seem to mind, though. At least he didn't. The kiss went on and on and I stared as their jaws moved and they pressed their tongues into each other's mouths. 
 When Keira lifted her arm I thought it was going to be to push him away. Instead she put her slender fingers on the back of his neck, pulling him closer towards her. 
 That was when I noticed the incredible ache between my legs. My cock was completely stiff, throbbing in my pants from watching their intimate moment. 
 His hand moved. He put it on her hip and let it slide up her body. My eyes went wide as his strong palm settled on the curve of her breast, kneading it through her shirt. 
 Jealousy and lust twisted together inside me. My Keira was kissing another guy in front of me. Shouldn't I stand up? Shouldn't I defend what was mine? Shouldn't I walk over there and tell him to get his hands off her and take her home with me? 
 Even if I'd actually wanted to do that I don't think I could have. I don't think there's any way I could have stood up from that chair. It felt like I was frozen to it and burning up in it at the same time. It was so incredibly hot watching Keira be that intimate with another guy. All I could do was watch. 
 When the kiss finally ended, when he pulled away and she stepped back something even more intense happened. They didn't look away from each other the way some people do when they first kiss, embarrassed by what's just happened. No. They continued to stare at each other, gazing deep into each other's eyes like they couldn't get enough of each other. 
 It was even worse and even better than watching them kiss. The pain was deeper, that Keira might feel an actual connection with this guy and somehow that made it hotter, too. 
 Then he leaned in. He leaned towards her and I thought he was going to kiss her again but he didn't. Instead he put his lips close to her ear and I saw him whisper something. He stood up and stared at her, waiting for an answer. 
 Suddenly I felt like I had to do something. I felt a rush of courage and strength and I felt like I had to interject, like I had to do something to be part of their moment. Keira just felt too far from me, like she was out of my orbit completely and even though I didn't want to ruin what was happening I had to do something to get her back. 
 I pushed my chair back, stood up and with wobbly legs, walked towards the counter. "Um, excuse me?" 
 Damien looked at me. Then Keira did. Our eyes met. She looked just as thrilled and just as terrified as I felt. 
 "Where's your bathroom?" 
 Damien pointed to the corner, towards the large arrow with the word "WASHROOMS" in bright red letters beneath it. "Just right over there." 
 My face flushed as I realized what a terrible excuse that had been to come over. Did he think I was an idiot? Did he suspect something? I glanced at Keira again. Her expression had changed and she looked...was it calmer? There was definitely mischief in her eyes. I didn't want to stare too long and there was nothing I could say so I just...nodded. 
 Why the hell did I do that?!? What would she take it to mean? Would she think that it was okay to go further with this guy? Not that that would happen here, but we hadn't really talked about a game plan afterwards. Just that we would meet back at my place. What if she thought I meant that she could go out with him? What if she thought I meant she could...do more? 
 "Uh, you okay bud?" Damien's voice tore me from my thoughts and made me realize I was still standing at the counter staring at Keira. 
 "Uh yeah. Sorry," I mumbled as I walked away towards the restroom. 
 "You think that guy's alright?" I heard Damien ask. 
 "Yeah. He's alright," Keira replied. 
 I scurried into the bathroom and closed the door. At least in here I could think. But no matter how much I thought I couldn't think of a good solution to my problem. Things weren't supposed to go this way. Things were supposed to have gone a lot slower than this. I was just supposed to have come and watched the two of them chatting and flirting. I had no idea he was going to kiss her. I felt unprepared. It felt like we were both unprepared. 

Idiot.

 I pulled my phone out of my back pocket. With shaking hands I began to type. 

No fooling around. Not tonight.

 I jabbed at the SEND button and the message was sent off with a swish. I flushed the toilet, in case they could hear it and Damien got suspicious of what I was doing in there. I washed my hands and stepped back into the coffee shop. I rounded the corner expecting to see the two of them standing there. The bottom dropped out of my stomach. They were gone. 
 I shuffled back to my seat. What the hell?!? Who leaves their counter unattended while the restaurant's still open? Where the hell could they be?!? The answer came as I looked up and past my computer screen. It felt like someone punched me in the gut. 
 Keira was perched on one of the high tables in the kitchen. Damien was standing in front of her, in between her legs. They were kissing again. That didn't make me feel as bad this time. What felt terrible was the sight of his hand disappearing beneath her skirt. Not only were they kissing but he was fingering her! 
 My mind started to race but I wasn't able to keep up with my own thoughts. That same feeling that I'd had before kept me riveted to my seat and screamed at me to run up and interrupt. Another guy had his fingers in between Keira's legs. My Keira's legs. Not just that but she looked like she actually liked it! 
 She had her hand on the back of his neck, the same way she had when he first kissed her. Her other hand was on the table beside her, holding her up enough so that she could gyrate her hips. I wasn't sure whether he was actually inside her or just rubbing her but from the way she was moving she really liked it. 
 I sat in stunned silence, clutching at the table and watching the muscles in Damien's arm and the muscles in Keira's legs move in time together. She started moving faster. I could tell her body was getting ready. Her body was getting ready to come! 
 She opened her eyes. She looked up into his intense and even stare. Her eyes went wide. Her mouth opened. She breathed the tiniest whisper of a whimper. Her body went taut. 
 That's when I knew he was actually inside her because I saw his arm start to pump. Staring at her agonized expression he set his jaw, intent on giving her the best orgasm he could. 
 The whole place seemed to sink into a deep silence. Silent except for the sticky sound of Damien's fingers slipping in and out of Keira's messy, wet cunt. 
 She shuddered. Then I saw the smallest spurt of clear juice pulse from in between her legs and sprinkle on the floor. 
 My jaw dropped. Damien had made her squirt her come. Something I had never done. 





Chapter 10


 When I open the door I see Keira standing there, smiling. Jimar's standing behind her. A ripple of cold jealousy moves through me. She's not supposed to be with other guys without me around. But it's Jimar. I'm happy that he's back. He's such a good guy. When he steps forward my heart jumps. There's someone behind him. Just as big and just as black. 
 "Honey?" 
 I look down at Keira. 
 "I have a surprise for you." She's smiling as she takes my hand and leads me into the living room. 
 "What's going on?" I ask, craning my neck to look behind me at the other guy. 
 "Jimar picked me up from work today. Is that okay?" 
 I feel another pang of jealousy. She's not supposed to have anything to do with other guys when I'm not around. I look at her. She looks contrite. "I'd rather you didn't do it again," I say, trying not to sound too hurt. 
 "I won't," she replies, leaning up to kiss me. "I'm sorry." 
 "But...who's the other guy?" 
 Keira smiles. "That's the thing, he was waiting outside the office with his friend Kivon. Said he was just in the neighborhood and that they could give me a ride. It was nicer than taking the train home. I won't do it again, though. If you don't like it. I won't do it again." She nods to show me she's being earnest. 
 I sigh. I feel better about it but I know it'll bounce around in my mind for a while. "Okay, but why are they here? I mean I know why Jimar's here but...what about the other guy?" 
 Keira pulls me toward the couch and sits me down. "That's the thing," she says quietly. "I was...wondering. If maybe you'd want to try?" 
 "Try? Try what?" 
 She looks down at her lap and smooths the wrinkles in her skirt. Then she looks back up at me. Her eyes are hopeful. They remind me of what they looked like when she let me come inside her throat. "I just thought it would be kind of fun to, you know, try with two of them?" 
 A bolt of nerves runs through me and settles deep inside my core. We haven't talked about this. It's a strange way for her to bring it up. "Why didn't you ask me sooner?" 
 "Well, I don't know," Keira shrugs. "It never came up." 
 "Is this something you've been thinking about? Have you been wanting to do this for a while?" 
 "I...I guess I've thought about it. But not in any serious way. I just thought I'd ask because, you know, they picked me up. That's how it kind of came up." 
 I look away. Looking at Keira doesn't make it easy to think. She's too distracting. I wonder if I want to do this. I've never really thought about it myself. It's not really a huge turn on, seeing her with two guys. I wonder why it might be for her. I guess it's different for women. They probably like the attention of two men on them. I look back at Keira. She has an earnest but hopeful expression. 
 "Why do you want to do it?" I ask. 
 "I really think it'll be fun," she replies. "Can you imagine," she leans closer and whispers, "seeing two men's loads come spilling out my pussy?" 
 That's when I know she has me. She always knows exactly what to say. Knows exactly which of my buttons to press when she needs to bend my will a little. 
 "Will you..." I trail off, not wanting to say it in case the answer brings disappointment. I look down at the ground. 
 "Will I let you come inside me?" she asks, smiling. She lifts my chin with her finger and looks into my eyes. "Of course." 
 The thought of stuffing myself into Keira's used, stretched pussy, gushing with cum makes the decision for me. 
 "Okay," I say quietly. 
 Keira's mouth breaks into a smile. "Oh baby, I love you," she says, pressing her forehead against mine. 
 "I love you too, beautiful. I love you too." 
 I bristle a little at seeing the boys already getting undressed when we get upstairs. Like it was foregone conclusion. Like I didn't even need to be asked. But I push that all back as I see how excited Keira is. 
 "Hey Mark? This is Kivon," Jimar says, waving at his friend. 
 "Hey," I say, shaking his meaty black paw. I don't know why I don't look him in the eye. Something about him is more...intimidating that Jimar. I feel a little uneasy about the whole thing but I push that away, too. I look at Keira. She's already getting undressed. She looks over at me. 
 "Oh honey, I'm sorry," she says with a pout. "Come here. I got a little ahead of myself." 
 I step towards her, glad that she remembered. I love undressing her for her lovers. I love getting her ready. She puts a hand behind my head as I pull off her jacket and throw it on the dresser. I begin unbuttoning her blouse. She brings me closer for a kiss. 
 "I love you," she whispers. 
 I look up into her eyes. She looks so happy. "I love you too." I glance back. Jimar and Kivon are both standing behind me naked, two dark towers of muscle. They're stroking their cocks and watching as I undress my wife. 
 "Hey," Keira says, regaining my attention. "Remember what we talked about?" she asks with a slight smile. 
 What we talked about. What we talked about? I catch my breath and my blood runs cold. Now I remember what we talked about. "You..." 
 Keira bites her plump lower lip and nods. "I took it out last week and didn't put it back in." 
 She's talking about the ring she uses for birth control. That's what we talked about. We talked about how hot it would be if she fucked someone completely unprotected. Completely bare. 
 "Are you sure?" I ask as quietly as I can to try and keep the men from hearing. 
 "If you are?" 
 I'm sure. My cock is already hard from just thinking about it. All that seed. All that black seed they're going to pump into her pussy. All that black seed swimming up inside her, driving towards her fertile womb. What if it takes root? What if it makes her belly swell? My cock throbs at each of the thoughts and my fingers fumble with the buttons. 
 "I'm sure," I reply. 
 She smiles wider. I lean forward and kiss her forehead. I lift her blouse back and over her shoulders and let it fall to the ground. I reach behind her and unclasp her bra. I look down as I take it off to watch her breasts spill out. Her pink nipples are stiff already. I sink onto my knees in front of her. 
 Smiling, Keira cups her breast with one hand and pushes it towards me, offering herself to me. She loves having her nipples sucked and it makes her so wet. We do this almost every time. 
 I unzip her skirt first, letting it fall to the ground. Then I take her taut nipple into my mouth and start to suck. 
 "Oh sweetie," she moans, pulling me closer to her chest. "That feels so good." 
 I let my hand sweep up the inside of her legs until I'm touching her crotch. The dampness inside her panties is starting to seep through the tights she's wearing. But it's not just me. It can't be. I only started touching her. I know what it is. She's excited by the two guys behind me. The two big black guys that will soon be inside her. Stuffing their cocks deep and filling her with seed. 
 She hooks her thumbs into the elastic of her tights and pushes them down. She leans over and kisses me as she does. She smiles. She shakes her head slightly, nuzzling her tip of her nose against mine. Then she takes a step back and sits down on the bed. 
 As she spreads her legs she crooks a finger, beckoning me close. I crawl to her on my hands and knees, honouring my princess the way any good subject would. She doesn't have to tell me what she wants. It's what she always wants. She wants me to kiss her sex to make her ready for her lover. Lovers, this time. 
 I'm always eager to do it and today is no exception. She hasn't had the chance to shower after coming home from work and her pussy is a little filthy from her sweaty underwear. That's the way I like it. I inhale deeply letting the smell tickle my nose. My cock hardens at the thought that soon that smell will be a taste in my mouth. 
 She puts a hand on my cheek. She's looking down at me with a benevolent smile as she draws me even closer between her legs. I push my tongue out just as my lips touch her sex. The first salty taste of her pussy makes me shiver with delight. 
 I hear the two men standing behind me chuckling. Are they laughing at me? I don't care. I look up to see that Keira is smiling at them. Her juices come in, coating my tongue. I lap them up. I feel like the luckiest guy in the world. 
 Now she's pushing me away. She gets up on the bed. On all fours. She looks over at Jimar and Kivon. She raises her eyebrows, beckoning them over. Then she looks at me again. "Baby," she whispers. "Can you lick my ass?" 
 I scramble up and have my hands on her ass before Jimar is by the bed. Her pussy's glistening with wetness and her back hole is puckered and tight. I look up to see her stroking Jimar's cock and staring up into his eyes. He's looking down at her the way he always does with that measured, even gaze. 
 I bend forward. The dank odour of her ass hole mixes with the smell of her stale sweat. I'm almost shaking with excitement. I look up. She's just about to take Jimar into her mouth. I stick my tongue out and press it against the flesh between her pussy and her ass hole. I lick up in a long, slow sweep, savouring her musk. 





Chapter 11


 I don't remember much about how I got home after the scene at the coffee shop. I remember slamming my laptop shut. I remember the way the two of them looked over at me. I remember the shame and humiliation that washed over me at what I'd just seen. 
 Keira's eyelids were heavy and her head seemed to sway slightly from side to side. Damien just stood there staring at me. As if it were me that had done something inappropriate and not them. 
 The way home was a blur of headlights and streetlights. As my mind raced to parse what had happened, to organize some of the terrifying emotions that were racing through me I somehow stumbled through the streets and managed to find my way home. I slammed the door and collapsed on the couch, panting. 
 Keira, my girlfriend, the girl I was pretty sure I was in love with, had just cheated on me in front of my eyes. Not just a kiss. She'd let another man put his fingers inside her pussy and make her come. In a fucking public place! Every time I thought about it it made me reel all over again. 
 But beneath the steady current of jealousy and pain, my cock throbbed each time I thought about what had happened. Another man's fingers had been inside Keira's pussy. I had watched it happen. Even the thought of her exposing herself to him made lust pulse through my veins. Was there something wrong with me? How the hell could I find that hot?!? 
 Before any of this had happened I'd wondered if I could ever get over watching Keira with someone else. Watching it happened had seemed to turn the question on its head. Could I ever get enough? 
 Despite the conflicting emotions the anger I felt that she'd made the decision to do that herself was still quite strong. 
 A knock at the door. Keira's voice, muffled behind the heavy wood. "Mark! Are you in there?!? Let me in!" More banging. 
 I sat there staring at the door and wondering what to do. Did I let her in? Did I even want to see her? Why did it feel like a betrayal, what she'd done? We'd talked about it. I thought we had it all sorted out. I thought I had it all sorted out. Obviously not. 
 More banging. "Mark! Please! Let me in!" 
 That's when I realized what a jerk I was being. She sounded so desperate to get inside. She wanted to come in. She wanted to come in and see me and be with me and not with him. What the hell was I thinking? What about our promise? Was I too weak to do this? Was I too much of a wimp? 
 I jumped up off the couch, lunged for the door and twisted the deadbolt. As soon as the door swung open, Keira fell into my arms. "Oh my God, did you see that?" she asked after a quick hug. 
 I couldn't make out what her tone meant. Was she...happy about what had happened? "Yeah. I saw the whole thing." I couldn't get it up to infuse any excitement into my voice. 
 "Wait," she said, her eyes darkening. "Are you mad?" 
 I looked away. I couldn't reply. 
 "You're mad!" She hurled the words at me with a snarl. Now she was pissed. "How can you be mad?!? I did this for you! You said it wasn't ever going to change anything between us! Now you're mad! Well you know what? I'm the one that should be mad! I was a slut for you!" She almost screamed the last sentence. She barrelled past me and into the bathroom and slammed the door shut. I heard her start to cry. 
 My stomach began to sink at the realization of what I'd done. She was right. This had been my idea and just because she'd done it I was upset with her. How did that make any sense?!? You can't ask someone to do something and then get pissed at them for doing it! That's exactly what was happening here. I turned around and walked to the bathroom door. I put a hand up and knocked. 
 "Kee..." My voice sounded shaky. Like I might start to cry too. 
 "Go away!" she said with a sob. 
 I felt like a total ass. "Keira, please. Open the door." 
 "Why? So you can get mad at me again?" Sniff. 
 "Please." 
 There was a silence on the other side of the door for a while and then I heard the lock open and the latch click. Keira swung it open slowly, one finger pressed to her nose as she sniffled away the rest of her tears. She looked up at me with red eyes. 
 "I'm a dick." 
 She sniffed and shook her head. 
 "Yes I am. I just...I didn't think it was going to move that fast." 
 Her lower lip started to tremble. "Did you hate it?" she asked, her voice shaking. 
 I shook my head. "It was...absolutely incredibly horrifyingly...good." 
 Her eyes brightened. "Really? Do you mean that?" 
 I sighed. "Don't get me wrong, it was a crazy thing to watch. And I'm sorry I ran away I just couldn't get a hold of my emotions." 
 "But you liked it? Really?" 
 What could I say? There was a way in which I'd liked it, despite the terrible reaction I'd had. "Yes." 
 She fell into my arms and wrapped hers around my neck. "Oh, Mark! I'm so happy to hear you say that. When you left the coffee shop I thought I didn't know what to think. Oh God," she sobbed, "I thought things were over between us. I thought I'd gone too far." 
 I wasn't about to tell her that I'd had the same thoughts. Now that we were in the room together, now that she was close to me, that I had her in my arms, the crazy roller coaster felt far away and I felt like if it happened again I could definitely handle it. 
 "I'm never gonna let you go," I whispered into her ear. She squeezed me harder around the neck. We stood there outside of the bathroom for a while. Until she felt my cock flexing in my jeans."That's better," she murmured against my chest. I felt her hand slide down my stomach, then felt her trace the outline of my hardness with the tips of her fingers. "Is it time to make up yet?" she asked. 
 I looked down at her. She was looking up at me with so much hope and love in her eyes. I think I knew right then, in that moment that I was going to marry her. She was the perfect woman for me. "Yes please," I replied. 
 She pushed me backwards, out of the hallway and into the bedroom, until I fell back onto the bed. I lay there, propped up on my elbows as she started to peel her clothes off. She pulled the tank top she was wearing over her head. 
 My eyes drifted down to the smooth, white skin of her firm stomach. Then, as she pulled her bra up and over her head I stared at the hard, pink nipples. She had barely any aereolae and her nipples were a little stubby but I loved sucking on them. As she pushed her skirt and panties down, off of her legs, my eyes came to rest on the soft patch of hair above her sex. 
 It hit me like a freight train. Someone else, Damien, had touched that pussy not too long ago. Damien's fingers had been inside of her pussy while I watched. My cock pulsed under my jeans. 
 She bent over me, making her breasts look larger. She held my gaze the whole time she was unbuttoning my pants. She kept staring at me, a wicked smile across her lips as she yanked my pants off. Then she knelt between my legs and wrapped her fist around my bouncing cock. 
 "Are you thinking about it?" she whispered as her hand began to stroke up and down, up and down. 
 I flexed both at the warmth of her soft palm and the question. "Yes." 
 Her eyes seemed to sparkle at my reply. It obviously excited her as much as it excited me. "You promise you're not mad?" she asked. 
 "I...promise." 
 More excitement filled her eyes as she began to stroke me faster. Up until that time she hadn't really been into giving me blowjobs. She'd done it a few times but mostly it was just missionary sex for us. We were still young. 
 So when she took me inside her mouth and started bobbing up and down on the head of my cock I nearly blew my load. 
 "Oh fuck that feels good," I gasped. 
 Her fingers drifted down the length of my cock and I felt her nails scrape gently along my sack. I felt my cum start to pool at the base of my cock. Something wasn't right. I didn't want to do it like this. I wanted to fuck her. I wanted to make her mine again. I didn't just want to sit there while she sucked me off. 
 "Baby," I said, trying to push her off of me with a gentle hand. "I want you. If you keep going I'm gonna..." 
 She popped off of me with a messy sounding slurp. She started pumping me with her fist again. "It's okay. I want to make you happy," she said with a grin then sank her face back onto my cock. 
 I wanted to explain to her what would make me happier. I wanted to explain that I needed to feel close to her, that I wanted to kiss her and tell her I loved her right then. The agonizing ache in my cock was paralyzing me. I couldn't muster the will to say anything. I gave in to the searing pleasure in between my legs and let her continue to suck. 
 With each sloppy wet suck I could feel her pulling the cum through the shaft of my cock. I felt the first warm tickle of orgasm as her fingers grazed gently over my balls. I felt a single spurt of precum splash into her mouth. 
 Her head began to bob faster as her fist closed around my nuts. 
 "Fuck, I'm gonna come!" I groaned. As the first blast of my hot seed erupted inside her mouth I felt her close her hand around my balls. "Ah!" I shouted as the pain of her squeezing my nuts laced with the hot pleasure of the climax tearing through me. The orgasm was fast but the most intense I'd ever had. I looked down as her bobbing slowed to see her letting the cum I'd ejaculated into her mouth spill back down onto my cock. 
 She slowed and slowed until finally my flagging cock fell out of her mouth. I stared at her, mesmerized by the sight of her messy face. She'd never let me come inside her mouth before and I couldn't tear my eyes away from the sight of my own seed on her lips. 
 "I guess you like that?" she giggled, then, "What? What are you staring at?" 
 "Nothing," I answered, finally managing to look away. Out of the corner of my eye I saw her start to wipe her lip with a finger. Then she stopped. I looked at her again. She started crawling up my body with a mischievous grin. 
 "Is this what you were looking at?" she asked, biting her lip and pointing to the dribble of my cum still left there. "Do you like that Mark?" 
 "I..." I didn't know what to say. I was staring at it again and couldn't stop myself. There was something incredibly alluring about it. As she got closer, as I realized what she was about to do, I felt my cock move again. 
 She leaned over me, her soft breasts pressing against my chest. I closed my eyes as she kissed me with her salty, tart lips. I felt the tiny trickle of creamy cum left on her mouth slide into my mouth. It left a bitter trail along my tongue before I swallowed it. 
 She pulled away and I opened my eyes. Her hand was between my legs again holding my hardening cock. "My, my. I didn't realize that was a...thing for you." 
 Neither had I. 
 Stroking me to stiffness, she put me at the wet entrance to her sex and let me slip inside. 





Chapter 12


 Jimar doesn't force his cock into her throat this time. He lets her suck him, playing with her tits as I clean her ass. When he's good and hard he steps back and Kivon takes his place. 
 Kivon's cock is darker meat than Jimar's. I watch from in between the cleft of Keira's ass as she examines it before putting it into her mouth. It makes me harden, the way she runs her fingers over the thick, dark veins. It makes me harden knowing it will soon be inside her pussy, retching cum. 
 In my excitement I plunge my tongue deeper into her ass hole. I feel her clench around me and she turns with a smile. 
 "Oh baby, yes!" she purrs as I fuck my tongue in and out of her hole. Then she turns her attention back to the thickening black slab in front of her. She lifts it to her mouth. Her little white hand looks so dainty against the thick, black flesh. She opens her pretty, pink lips and Kivon steps forward to push himself inside. 
 Then Jimar is standing next to me and I know my time with her is over until they're done. I slip my tongue out of her ass and kiss her one last time before retreating from the bed. For now I'll have to be content with watching. 
 Jimar nods at me as he steps behind her. His cock is hard and wet with Keira's spit. He spits onto his hand and rubs the head of his dick once, twice. I stare at his cock as he approaches my wife. Before he puts himself inside he lifts a dark hand between her legs. He spreads the soft, pink lips of her pussy and finds her clit. 
 Keira moans into Kivon's cock as Jimar runs a few tight circles around her engorged nub. Then his fingers drift up. He puts two of them together, his thumb sticking up. He finds the hole of her pussy. It's slick with her excitement. He pushes his two fingers inside. 
 Keira comes off of Jivon's cock to cry out her excitement. "Oh fuck yes!" she screams as Jimar begins to piston his digits into her cunt. Even his dark fingers look amazing disappearing into her pink flower. 
 I'm kneeling on the floor, staring at what he's doing, my cock completely hard. I reach up to touch myself but then remember how much better it's going to feel if I just wait. If I can just wait until they're done. She promised to let me come inside. 
 Keira's back arches at the pleasure Jimar's finger fucking brings. It makes her nice clean ass hole stick up into the air. 
 I feel proud at the thorough job I've done. 
 I see her thighs start to shake as an orgasm trembles to life inside her body. "Oh fuck baby, you're gonna make me come!" 

Baby. 
 It makes me cringe a little, hearing her call him that. That's our word. But I know that in the throes of pleasure sometimes things slip out. I'm sure she didn't mean it. 
 She comes hard onto his hand and I see clear, sticky fluid spurt from her pussy as his finger fuck slows. 
 Jimar pulls his hand out of my wife. He stretches her ass with the other and without warning pushes a thick finger into her back hole. 
 "Oh fuck!" Keira gasps. She turns to see it happening and her eyes go wide. Jimar just keeps pushing into her. He's never done this before. I wonder if they talked about it or he just decided he owns her enough to do whatever he wants. 
 I look at Keira to see if she needs help. She doesn't look at me. She's desperately trying to stare at Jimar's finger disappearing inside her ass. I don't think she's ever taken anything in the ass before. 
 With his finger deep inside her, Jimar brings his cock up to her pussy and shoves himself inside. 
 It always amazes me how he can fit all of himself into Keira's pussy. I watch as he stretches the rim of her tight cunt with his blackness. He plows his seeding muscle deep into my wife. 
 That's when I remember what she told me. What we talked about. This is the first time Keira has a cock inside her with no protection. Of course she's been taking all her lovers bareback for a long time but this is the first time there is no barrier, physical or chemical to her womb. I have no idea where she is in her cycle but it could well be that Jimar's seed will take root. The thought sends a thrill rushing through me. I wonder if that's why she said she would let me come inside of her today? Does she want to give me a fighting chance of being the one to breed her? 
 Keira's moan of pleasure distracts me from my thoughts and pulls me back into the room. Jimar's at that point, the point in her pussy where she feels like she can't take any more of him. He pulls his finger out of her ass and she moans again. He replaces it with a thumb and braces his hand against her ass. Then, with one massive lunge he buries the rest of his fat cock into Keira's soft pussy. 
 Kivon takes her head in his hands, the way Jimar did when he fucked her face. He turns her to face him. His cock is stiff and hungry. He doesn't wait. As Keira's body starts swaying back and forth from Jimar's thrusts, Kivon impales his cock into her mouth. 
 Keira doesn't blink. She gobbles the dark thing up like a hungry whore. He stuffs it into her face, plunging into the depths of her throat. I imagine her trying to swallow him the way she did me that time. I imagine her trying to suck the seed out of his cock instead of mine. 
 I stare, mesmerized by the perfect rhythm of three swaying bodies in mid-fuck. Jimar is piling into her pussy smashing her face against Kivon's hard abs. 
 Keira doesn't complain. Keira loves being a slut. 
 My cock aches and a need calls from in between my legs but I resist. Just a little longer. Just a little bit. 
 Finally Kivon pulls out of Keira's face. She gasps a massive breath. I strain to see her face. Her mascara's running, black lines streaking down her face but her tongue is already out, searching for more of that black dick. 
 "You like that baby? You like that black dick?" Kivon asks. 
 "Oh fuck yes," Keira pants with excitement as she cranes her neck trying to put him into her mouth. She doesn't have to wait long. Holding her head again, Kivon drives his cock back in and starts to fuck. 
 The two of them fuck her like that, using her holes as if they owned them. She looks like such a dirty little slut. She's my little whore and I love watching her like this. 
 Jimar grunts behind her. I look over. His body starts to jerk and spasm. Not the clean, even thrusts of a man in control. The fitful spurts of an animal twitching towards release. 
 I feel my eyes go wide. With excitement and anticipation and fear. Is he really going to do it? Did she tell him that she doesn't have protection? Is he going to dump his load into her cunt? 
 His thumb pops out of her ass. He leans back and lets his long, thick cock glide out of her snatch. He stands a little higher. 
 I can't believe it. Did he ask her about this before? I can't believe what I'm seeing. 
 The head of his cock, already spewing some precum, presses against her back hole. 
 Keira pulls her mouth off of Kivon's cock and turns to look. "Uh, Jimar, I don't..." 
 "Don't worry baby. It's easy once you learn how." He pushes the slick head of his cock past the rim of her ass hole. 
 Keira cries out. "Oh fuck!" 
 I don't know if it's from pleasure or pain but I'm powerless to do anything to stop. I can't stop staring at Jimar's cock as he impales it into her ass. The thick unit stretches her hole so wide it seems like it might rip. 
 "Jimar! Fuck! I can't!" Keira cries out as he mashes himself halfway inside. 
 Jimar looks up at her with a smile that says "Don't worry baby. You will." Clawing her two ass cheeks apart he thrusts his hips forward, driving his whole cock into her ass. 
 Keira's shriek melts into a moan as Jimar's balls slap against her sopping slit. I see her whole body tense then release. Tense and release. My cock throbs at the realization of what she's doing. She's milking him with her ass. 
 Jimar's thighs shake a little. He grunts. I see his nuts come up tighter under his legs. 

Pulse.


Pulse.


Pulse.

 His cock throbs inside my wife. 
 "Oh shit baby," he groans. "That ass feels good." 
 I stare as his body unloads his semen into Keira's stretched hole. 
 When he pulls out of her, he leaves her hole a gaping maw. I stand up to try and look inside but Kivon takes his place. Soon his darker cock is sinking Keira's stink and he starts fucking himself towards completion. 
 Keira rocks back and forth for him like an obedient slut. She even turns her head and smiles at her new lover, coaxing him towards his finish. 
 "Ugh!" he grunts as he, too, dumps his sticky gift into her ass. I shudder as he pulls himself out coated in the slick mess of Jimar's cum and his own. But he doesn't retreat like I think he will. He moves around her again, holding his half-hard cock. 
 I stare in thrilled revulsion as he puts a finger on her chin, opens her mouth and pushes himself inside. My filthy slut of a wife sucks and licks the length of his dark cock until it's glistening and clean, stripped of the clammy musk of her ass hole and the two men's spunk. 
 Then the two of them seem to fade into the shadows, picking clothes and shoes up as they go. I'm left still staring at Keira's closing back hole. She stays on all fours, as if she's savoring the attention from me. 
 "Baby?" she whispers, shattering the silence between us. 
 I look up. She's looking at me with soft and loving eyes. 
 "Are you ready?" she asks. 
 I'm ready. I've never been more ready or hard. I want to plow into her pussy and fuck her full of my love. But I know what attention she wants first. I know what she expects. I step forward then lean over and crawl onto the bed. I work myself into place on my back, in between her legs. I can still smell the stench of her lovers' sweat. 
 She warps a hand around my cock. It throbs at her warmth. She leans back. My eyes and mouth open wide. I stare, transfixed as a creamy torrent of white gushes from her ass and spills into my mouth. 





Chapter 13


 After what happened at the restaurant Keira became kind of obsessed. Not with Damien, though that's how it manifested itself at first, but with the idea of me watching her as she made love to another man. 
 I have to admit I was obsessed with it too, but where Keira seemed energized and upbeat about the possibility I felt drained by thinking of it all the time. I found it hard to concentrate on anything else. I would replay the memory from the coffee shop over and over in my mind hoping to pinpoint what it was, exactly, about it that made me so aroused. It didn't help that Keira was working at the coffee shop almost every day. No late nights but just the thought that she was spending every day with Damien was enough to drive me crazy. I would get jealous but this time I would talk to her about it. Every time I told Keira about it she would always console me, often with her mouth. 
 After a few weeks had gone by with nothing happening, Keira in a constant state of tension and me in a constant state of agony, I decided it was time to put an end to the torture and just go through with it. 
 "Really?!?" Keira sounded like she could barely believe what I was saying. 
 "Really. And I mean it this time. I'm not going to freak out or change my mind." 
 "Oh my gosh, Mark, it's going to be so hot!" Keira threw her arms around my neck and squeezed me in a hug. 
 I knew it was going to be hot. That was part of the reason I wanted to do it. I also knew it was going to hurt. Maybe not as much as it had in the coffee shop when I hadn't expected it but this time I wasn't going to be unprepared. "I just want to make sure of one thing." 
 "What? Anything!" she squealed, giddy with excitement. 
 "I don't ever want you to do it without me there. I always want to be able to watch." 
 "Okay," Keira said, nodding. "Mind if I ask why?" 
 I took a deep breath. "I don't know if I can say exactly. I've thought about it a lot. It just seems more like...cheating. This way it's about us. About both of us. We're doing it together, you know?" 
 Keira nodded and squeezed my hand. It was a huge relief that she really seemed to "get it." 
 "So, how exactly are we going to manage this?" she asked. 
 "Manage what?" 
 "I mean how are we going to get you watching? Don't you think it would be kind of weird if I asked Damien if you could? He'd probably freak out." 
 I felt a twinge of jealousy at the fact that she brought up Damien so quickly. "Does it have to be with him?" I asked. 
 "Oh, I just...I just sort of figured that since..." She must have sensed my unease at hearing his name. "Wait, what's wrong with Damien?" 
 "I don't know. You work with him. What if it gets too...personal." 
 "Personal?" 
 "Yeah, like, what if you two get really close. Then you're going to be spending all this time with him. I don't know. That kind of sucks." 
 Keira sighed. "Well, I guess we could try and find someone else. I just don't know how we'd do that. You know how bad I am at making friends to begin with." 
 She had a point. How did one find a guy to fuck your girl while you watched? Just thinking about that made me start to get hard. "Maybe you're right. Maybe we should just ask him. You could bring him here and maybe I could, I don't know, hide?" 
 "Well I don't want to do that if you're going to feel bad about me going to work with him every day. This is supposed to be about us, remember?" She squeezed my hand again. 
 She sounded so thoughtful and sincere about it. Maybe I was overreacting? Maybe everything would be fine? "Yeah. Maybe we should just try it with him. I don't want you doing it with some stranger we find on the internet." 
 "Are you sure?" she asked, looking concerned. "If it's going to make things weird I don't want to..." 
 "No. I'm sure. I promise I won't get weird this time." 
 Excitement lit up in her eyes again. "Okay. If you're sure! So how are we going to do this?" 
 The place was pretty small. There was a tiny kitchen off the hall, a small living area and an even smaller bedroom. The bedroom had a closet but it was stuffed with boxes of papers and books. 
 "What if we take the boxes out of the closet? I can hide in there? Will that work?" 
 Keira clapped her hands together and grinned. "Mark that's perfect!" She jumped up and swung the doors of the closet open. A bunch of junk from the top shelf came tumbling out. Her phone buzzed. "Oh shoot! I have to go to work! I forgot I told Jenny I was going to cover her shift today." 
 "It's okay," I said "I can take care of this." 
 Keira looked at me with wide eyes. "Mark, are you saying you want to do this tonight?" 
 "Yeah. I guess that's what I'm saying." I felt an electric thrill sizzle down my spine. Was this the right thing to do? I set my resolve. It had to be. I was tired of thinking about it over and over. I was tired of wondering what it would be like to see it happen. I was tired of just replaying that memory from the coffee shop. I felt like if we did this I could put it all to bed. Maybe Keira would get it out of her system too. I had already bought an engagement ring for Keira. I was waiting for a good time to propose and it felt like this was getting in the way. We needed to get it done.

 I spent the day hauling boxes down into the storage unit I had in the basement, thinking about Keira at work with Damien. It still felt angsty, thinking about the two of them talking and laughing together, thinking about how he was inevitably flirting with her. But the excitement of what was going to happen that evening, provided she could get him home, provided a certain relief. It gave me something to look forward to. 
 Keira had said that her shift was ending at five. To be on the safe side I stepped into the cramped space of the closet right at five on the dot. Even though it usually took her fifteen minutes or so to get home, I didn't want to risk being surprised. 
 The air in there started to heat up right away and I started to sweat. My heart was racing at the thought of Keira coming home with Damien. I tried to breathe deeply and calm myself down. I knew I couldn't freak out this time. What would Damien do if he saw the guy from the restaurant jump out of the closet? What if I gave him a heart attack? No matter what happened I would have to keep my cool. 
 When I heard the door click open I held my breath and listened. The sound of two voices laughing as they stumbled into the apartment drifted under the door of the closet. Then, another sound. I couldn't make it out at first. When I did, my blood ran cold. 
 It was the sound of two people pawing at each other. I pressed myself closer to the wall as I heard them stumble into the room. I had to calm my breathing again, worried that I would start to hyperventilate in the small space. As I heard the two bodies fall onto the bed, I closed one eye and dared to lean forward towards the sliver of light between the frame and the door. The sight took my breath away. 
 Keira was on her knees on the bed. Damien, who looked much bigger in the small room than he had at the coffee shop was standing above her, his side to me. I could see Keira's eyes but not his. She was tugging and tearing at his belt, looking up into his eyes as she fought with to tear his clothes off. I'd never seen her act so horny, so hungry for sex in the whole time I'd known her. The sight made my whole body go rigid. I felt like I was frozen to the floor. 
 Damien just stood and watched as Keira finally managed to free his member. It was easily twice the length of mine. And thick. Like a stump. 
 Keira's eyes seemed to almost glow at the sight of it. She put her hand towards it, but slowly, like she was scared of what might happen if she touched it. 
 "It's okay. It won't bite." 
 Damien's voice tore me from my thoughts and reminded me that I was in that closet. Staring at the woman I loved as she handled another man. 
 Keira didn't smile at his joke. She didn't take her eyes off his cock. She just kept staring at it and when she finally touched it, caressed it with her hand, I heard her suck in a breath. 
 Then she wrapped both hands around his thick pipe and without any hesitation lowered her mouth onto the head of his cock. 
 The most exhilarating burst of jealous lust ripped down my body at seeing her with another man's cock in her mouth. All of my fears and apprehension about doing this evaporated in that moment. I leaned closer to the door, careful not to make a sound but unable to get close enough to what was happening in the room. 
 Keira had hoovered half of his cock into her mouth and I wondered how she was able to stuff that much of it inside. She had never been up one for giving head so it was weird to see her so into it now. As she sucked and stared up into Damien's eyes she looked like no matter how much of his cock she sucked, she could never have enough. Maybe she was turned on because she knew I was watching. Maybe she was putting on a show. Either way it didn't matter. She looked incredibly hot. 
 And then those eyes.

 Still sucking on his cock, Keira brought a hand up in between his legs. I saw her take his sack in her palm and start to knead. That's when she did it. That's when she looked over at me. Out of the corner of her eye at first, then she actually tilted her head. It made her cheek swell with the shape of Damien's cock. She was staring right at me. 

Wink. 
 I nearly blew up in my pants. 
 "Hey baby, easy does it. Otherwise I'm gonna be spent." Damien tried to push her away. 
 She wouldn't have it. It was like she was getting off on sucking him off as much as he was. She started bobbing her head furiously over his cock. When he tried to pull away again she squeezed his nuts until he groaned. She seemed hell-bent on making him blow inside her mouth. 
 When she looked over again, I realized what she was doing. She was doing this for me. She was going to make him come inside her mouth so I could see the way she looked, covered in his sticky, white mess. 
 "Fuck Keira," Damien groaned. I saw his ass tighten. 
 Hearing him say her name was almost as thrilling as what I was watching. The fact that he knew her this well was so hot. He didn't know her as well as I did but he knew her enough to be saying her name with her mouth on his cock. I don't know why I found that so thrilling. 
 Damien sucked in a breath. His knees bent a little. Keira bobbed and slurped and kept sucking him off. Then, "Fuck!" 
 I saw Keira gag as the first splash of his seed shot into her throat. She held it down, though. I watched her neck. She didn't swallow. She was keeping it all in her mouth. All for me. Damien put a hand on top of her head as his cock pulsed again. He pulled her close. She had to put her hands up on his thighs as he tried to fuck her throat. Another gag. Another groan. His hips thrust towards her again and again. I could see her mouth was filling with cum. Not a single swallow. He stepped back and let his cock fall out. 
 A thick gush of creamy sperm came spilling out of Keira's parted lips. It oozed down onto her top and some of it splashed down onto the hardwood floor. As she put a finger to her lip to collect a drip of it clinging there, she glanced over at me again and barely smiled. 
 My cock went rock solid at the sight of her filthy face. Our eyes only met for a moment but I'll never forget what she looked like. 
 "Shit, baby, sorry about the mess," Damien muttered, stuffing his cock back into his pants and zipping himself up. 
 "Don't worry," Keira replied, some cum still left in her mouth. "I've got someone who can clean it up." 
 "What?" Damien asked, confused. 
 "Never mind," Keira replied. "But seriously, you should go. I've got girlfriends coming over tonight. I have to get ready." She was already ushering him towards the door. 
 "What? Seriously?" I heard his voice drift in from the hall. The front door opened. 
 "Seriously. Good night!" 
 I fell out of the closet and into Keira's arms. Our lips locked. That was my first taste of Damien and another man's cum. That was the beginning of my new life. 





Chapter 14


 "Hey sweetie, can I ask you something?" Keira strokes my cock underneath the sheets. She, of course, has my full attention. 
 "Sure. Anything. Anything if you keep doing that," I say, smiling at her. It's been a few days since she brought anyone home and I've had her all to myself. I kind of like that. Watching her is fun but just us is fun too. 
 "Well don't say that until you hear the question," she chides. "What if you don't like it?" 
 "How could I not like something you say. I love everything you have to say." 
 "Hmm," she purrs, her grip tightening around my cock. "If you say so." 
 "So? What is it?" I don't really care. I'm already halfway towards coming and I close my eyes, revelling in the feeling she's giving me between my legs. 
 "Do you think Jimar could stay over for a little while?" 
 My eyes snap open. My body stiffens and I can feel some of the hardness drain from my cock. 
 Keira feels it too. She takes her hand off. 
 I look into her eyes. 
 Her smile wanes. "Guess that's a no." 
 "No....I...I didn't say that." Her hand felt so good I feel like I need it on my cock again. But the question makes my shaft flag some more. Why does she want Jimar to stay over? 
 "So you'd think about it?" she asks, hopeful. 
 "I...I mean, I guess so but...why?" 
 "Oh," she sighs. "He's been having some money trouble lately and his landlord's kicking him out." 
 "Oh," I reply. "I guess I wouldn't mind. As long as it was just for a little while. How long were you thinking?" 
 "Oh baby," Keira says, smiling widely now. She rolls over and crawls onto me. "You're the best! Of course it's only going to be for a little while. Just until he can get on his feet." 
 "Okay," I give her a weak smile as I feel her damp pussy glide along my cock. 
 She bites her lower lip. "Besides, think of all the fun we can have." She arches an eye. 
 A tiny shudder trembles down my spine. "Yeah...I mean, I don't want to do that all the time." It's not the best time to bring this up. Keira's grinding her slick pussy against my cock has made me hard again and I ache to get inside her. 
 "I know," she says, leaning over and touching my nose with the tip of her finger. "Just whenever I want. Right?" she giggles. 
 That same shudder, a little stronger this time. I feel like I should address this. Take the bull by the horns. Put my foot down. This has happened once before. Not someone moving in, but Keira getting a little too...selfish, I guess is the word about our little game. I reigned her in but it took some doing. 
 But her pussy feels so good and when she reaches down between her legs and grabs my cock my resolve falters. I'll just talk to her about it later. 
 "I'm joking, Mark. You know that, right?" 
 There. She's just joking. Now I'm glad I didn't say anything. It could have killed the mood. I smile. 
 Keira lifts herself up by her haunches, points my cock at her pussy, then lowers herself onto me. I groan and stiffen at the feeling of her wetness, her pussy choking my cock as I push inside. She has a wicked smile on now. 
 I stiffen inside her. 
 "Mmm," she purrs and starts to ride. 
 Now my cock is flexing with each slow rock of her hips. She looks so delicious and beautiful, riding me like that. I reach up and twist her nipples with my fingers and thumbs. 
 She giggles and covers her breasts, pushing my hands away. 
 I let my hands drift down her body and settle on her hips. Her skin is so smooth and soft under my palms. I close my eyes. I let myself sink into the waves of pleasure pulsing from in between my legs. The image comes to me, as it always does, from the dark recesses of my mind. 
 Keira with her legs splayed open. Keira's mouth twisted in an agonized snarl. The shape of Jimar's thick, veiny cock sliding in and out of her tiny, pink cunt. I harden inside her completely. 
 "That's it baby. Let me make you happy." 
 I don't open my eyes but I know she's smiling. She loves this as much as I do. She loves knowing what I'm thinking about. 
 "Think about him coming in my bare pussy. You want me to ask him to do that next time?" 
 My mind fills with the thought of Keira's bare and unprotected pussy taking the length of Jimar's cock. I imagine what the head of his cock must look like, buried deep inside my wife and spraying baby batter up into her. Can she feel it? Can she feel it when he comes? Does she like the feeling? Is that why she always smiles and looks him in the eye? 
 I open my eyes. Keira's are closed and her hands are on her breasts. She twists her own nipples. I wonder what she's thinking about. Is she thinking about him right now? Even as she's fucking me? Is she thinking about Jimar? 
 Her mouth drops open in a tiny moan. I feel her pussy clench around my cock. My cock hardens again as she drives me up inside her cunt. Is this how it's always going to be now? I have to wonder. Are we going to fuck like this, lost in our own little worlds? Lost in our personal fantasies instead of in each other's arms? 
 Keira starts to ride harder. Her eyes are still closed. I wonder what she's thinking about. 
 "K..." I whisper. 
 She opens her eyes. She stares at me, her expression serious. Serious about the business of getting off. 
 "I..." 

I love you.

 Just say it. Just say it if you want to. Why not? Why does it feel weird to say it now? Why do we only say it when he's around? Why, suddenly, all the doubt? 
 Keira puts her hands on my chest and starts to ride me harder. Up and down. Up and down. 
 I feel my body closing in on a climax. The juices from her pussy make a noisy, sloshing sound. I try to look into her eyes. 
 They're closed again. Squeezed shut tight. Is she thinking of him? Does she ever think of me anymore? Is she ever here with me? Even now? 
 I feel the final, forceful clench as the muscles in her cunt grip my shaft. 

Squeeze.

 The feeling of her body squeezing mine for seed. 
 "Ah!" She shrieks and throws her head back as she slams into her orgasm. 
 I feel myself coming with her. Up, up, up we both sail for a brief moment suspended in the bliss of a shared orgasm. 

Look at me, Keira. Look into my eyes.

 Then we're both coming down. She rides out the rest of her pleasure on my wilting cock. Then she falls off, laughing. 
 I smile. 
 "Sex," she giggles. 
 "And humans," I add. 
 She puts a hand on my chest. For a moment I'm in heaven. It's the touch I wanted from her. It's the feeling I wanted her to give me. It feels like she still cares. Then it's over. 
 "Where're you going?" I ask. 
 "Just to grab my phone. I should tell Jimar that he can stay!" 
 And then she's gone. 





Chapter 15


 Keira fucked Damien a few days after she gave him that blow job. We had wild sex for a few days and then the buzz from watching her blow him started to wear off. For both of us. It was like we were coming down from an incredible high and we needed another bit of blow. Just a bit. Just to get back up to where we were. 
 "Do you want to fuck him?" I asked when we both couldn't sleep one night. 
 "Only if you want me to." 
 "You know I do." 
 Giggle. "What are we waiting for then? Booty call?" 
 "You think he'll be up for it?" I asked. 
 "Only one way to find out." 
 He was up for it. Even though it was almost one in the morning he was over in less than thirty minutes. 
 "You gonna actually let me fuck you this time?" he asked with a grin as she pulled him into the bedroom. 
 I hadn't made the mistake of leaving my pants on this time and I was already hard when they stumbled into the room. 
 Keira giggled and flopped down on the bed, feigning modesty by covering herself with a sheet. She had been modest. Before all this started she'd been kind of a prude. Sex only with the lights off. No nudity at other times. Things like that. This little fantasy changed all that, though. She was opening up. 
 I wrapped my fist around my cock as I watched Damien pull his out. He let his pants drop to the floor and tugged his shirt off over top his head. His cock was already at attention when he sank down onto the bed and yanked the sheet off. 
 Keira squealed in delight, squeezed her legs together and put a hand over her pussy and an arm over her breasts. 
 "Ha ha!" Damien laughed, "Like I'm gonna believe you're that modest. You little slut." 
 It was the first time I'd heard anyone call Keira a slut and all I wanted was to hear it again. 
 "Gimme that pussy," Damien growled and that turned me on just as much as hearing him call her a slut. 
 Damien's back was to me but it gave me a perfect view of Keira's legs. As he pressed his knee between her thighs I watched her pretty, pink flower, already glistening opened up, ready for his muscle. 
 I started stroking myself at the sight. 
 Damien grabbed a fistful of her hair and yanked her head to one side. 
 "Ouch!" Keira cried out. "Hey, a little less rough, okay?" she asked in a whisper. 
 "Yeah. Right. A slut like you doesn't like it rough?" 
 My eyes opened wide in horror as I saw Damien's palm fly through the air and smack the side of Keira's breast. Then the other way, slapping her with his knuckles. 
 "Oh fuck!" Keira cried but this time it wasn't in pain. This time it sounded like she...actually liked it. 
 "Yeah. You see? That's right." 

Smack!

 He slapped her other tit. 
 I didn't know whether to pop out of the closet and stop him or what. Was she actually enjoying this? Did she really like a rough fuck? The answer came when Damien shifted to one side. Her nipples were stiff and her pussy was soaked. I only saw them for a moment but there was no doubt that she was turned on. 
 That's when Damien spat into his hand, rubbed it over the head of his cock and slammed his fat dick into Keira's gushing cunt. 
 "Oh fuck!" she cried out as his meat sank deep into her sticky puss. Her splayed legs looked like they were clawing at the air. She was pinned, helpless beneath him and all she could do was writhe. 
 "Yeah. You see that slut? You like that," Damien growled as he started sawing his mighty cock in and out. "Tell me you like it!" he ordered. 
 "Oh fuck I love it!" Keira wailed. 
 "Yeah," Damien barked. "I'll fucking show you what else you like!" He'd popped out of her and spun her onto her stomach before she knew what was happening. He hauled her up by the hips, smacked her firmly across the ass, then pointed his cock just above her snatch. Right at her ass. 
 Keira clambered up onto her hands, craning her neck to look back. "No, Damien, I'm not really into that," she began to explain. 
 Damien laughed. 

Smack!

 His hand flew across her ass. "Yeah! Good one! Slut like you doesn't like to take it in the ass! Ha!" Then he was pressing the tip of his cock against her ass. 
 Keira was shaking her head and it looked like she was trying to say "No, no, no, no!" but the words just weren't coming out. 
 As he pushed the head of his cock in past the tight ring of muscle and into Keira's back hole, her voice came back. Her eyes rolled up in her head. Her mouth dropped open and a low groan rolled out. "Oh fuck, Damien, yeeeesssssss!" 
 I was transfixed. Mesmerized and terrified at what I was seeing and hearing. 
 Damien laughed again. "See? You can't fool me! You're the biggest slut I've ever fucked!" He said it with glee. Bracing both hands on her cheeks and spreading them apart, he drove himself balls deep into her ass. 
 Keira started to ride his cock as if her life depended on it. He grabbed her by the ponytail, got up on his feet and started to fuck. Every few thrusts he'd give her ass a fierce smack, grunting as he rutted into her bowels. 
 I stared and stroked myself, trying to balance on the razor thin edge of pleasure right before a full orgasm. I wanted to wait until they were done. I wanted to be with Keira. I wanted us to share this night. I didn't want to stumble out of the closet after he left, spent and sleepy. 
 With one final, guttural grunt, I watched Damien lean forward, choke Keira and dump his whole load into her ass. "Ugh!" he shouted as his nuts went up and down, his cock flexed and pumped spewing seed into Keira's ass. 
 I stared and stared at him doing it, hoping the moment would never end. 
 When it did end, it was without any ceremony whatsoever. Damien fucked himself deep into her ass, stroked the base of his cock a few times making sure he got all of himself inside, then stepped back and fell out. His sagging cock was a sloppy mess of freshly fucked spunk. 
 I expected him to put his clothes on, say goodnight and walk out. I didn't expect what happened next or Keira's reaction to it. 
 Grabbing her by the hair he yanked her around on the bed, so she was practically facing me. He picked up his cock and offered it to her. "You got someone that can clean this up too?" he asked with a smirk. 

Those eyes.

 She looked up and straight at me. 
 I couldn't believe what she was doing! Was she really going to suck the cock that had just been in her ass? That was so filthy! Keira would never do anything like that! Would she? 
 She was staring at me and it looked like a question. It looked like she was asking me what to do. 
 Even though I knew she couldn't see me I couldn't resist the urge. I nodded, leaning perilously close to the closet door. 
 Keira's mouth twisted into the faintest smile. She opened her lips, stuck her tongue out and staring at me with those eyes, began licking every inch of Damien's filthy cock. 
 "Oh shiiit!" Damien groaned, still holding her by the ponytail. "You are filthy as fuck!" 
 I watched as Keira cleaned off the whole length of Damien's cock, swallowing all the cum that she licked off. When she was done he let go of her hair, stepped into his pants and pulled them up. 
 "Hey! Don't I get any?" Keira asked. I couldn't believe this was my Keira! I couldn't believe she was asking for more sex after what she'd just done! 
 "Huh? Unh-uh. No way. Not after that. Hit me up any time though. I'll fuck that ass!" 
 With a wave of his hand he was gone, slamming the door behind him. 
 I actually fell out of the closet this time. I guess I leaned a little too far and I ended up with my face on the floor, my cock still in my hand. 
 Keira burst into laughter like I'd never heard her laugh before. I started laughing, too because seriously. The whole thing felt like a farce. As our laughter died down, Keira lay down on the bed on her stomach and groaned. "Oh my God he fucked so much cum into my ass! I feel so full!" 
 My cock was throbbing. I was dying to fuck Keira but my mind was fixated on that cum inside her ass for whatever reason. I crawled up onto the bed, unable to keep from staring at her red, messy ass. 
 "Oh baby, I'm so full of cum! I don't know if..." 
 I sat up. I couldn't resist what I was about to do. Maybe she would hate me for it but I had to try. I had to at least see what it looked like. I hauled her up by the hips, the way Damien had. 
 "What are you doing?" she gasped. 
 "I just...can I just...look? I want to see what it looks like." 
 Her wide eyes narrowed. She smiled a sly smile. She bit her lower lip. "Oh my God," she whispered. "You are nastier than I am!" 
 I was already spreading her cheeks. Damien's fat cock had left her hole gaping but it was starting to close. Inside her stretched ass, a pool of fresh spunk churned and swam. Her hole closed and she bucked forward. A thick glob of sperm shot out of her ass with a wet fart. It landed on my throbbing cock and made me shudder. I looked up to see Keira staring at me staring at her. 
 "Oh K, please, can I? Can I fuck your ass? Can I fuck you the way he did?" 
 Her eyes narrowed a little more. "I'll tell you what. I'll make you a deal," she said softly. 
 "Anything." 
 "You can fuck your cum into my ass but..." 
 "Anything," I whispered. 
 "You're the one that has to clean it out." 

Wink. 
 I mounted her the same way he had. I pointed my cock at her back hole. I drilled it in, his fluid splurting out around me as I went, as I filled her with my vein. It only took a few thrusts. I came with a shout. All of the exhilaration, all of the tortured anticipation seemed to deflate, leaving my body along with my cum. I was left staring at the sloppy, white mess inside Keira's ass. 
 "Come on babe. You promised!" 
 I leaned forward. My cock moved again. The smell of ass and cock and spunk wafted around. I locked my lips onto her back hole and sucked in the first musky slurp. 





Chapter 16


 The sounds of Keira's sing-song laugh and Jimar and Kivon's baritone chuckles drift down the stairs into my basement office. Jimar has been living with us for two weeks now. Kivon isn't living with us but with how often he's here, it feels like he is. Keira seems to be on a bender of sex with the two black men. It's busy season in accounting so I'm stuck working overtime at home, listening to them laugh and fuck upstairs. 
 The reason Keira can spend her days doing this is because she lost her job the week after Jimar moved in. She called in sick. Then came in late a few times because she couldn't get enough of his cock in the morning. Her boss got tired of it and told her to shape up. But she couldn't. They let her go on the Friday. It was just an "in-between" jobs job so it's no big deal but at the moment she's not interested in looking for other work so I'm the breadwinner. I've asked Jimar if he can pay some rent while he's here. He was very apologetic but he really has no money with which to help out. I don't mind. He's such a nice guy. 
 Kivon on the other hand. Kivon, Kivon, Kivon. Kivon likes to drink. Kivon doesn't have much money either but he has enough to come over with a six pack every morning. Then, when he's all out and I'm just getting home he "hits me up" to get him some more. 
 The first few times I did it out of politeness. He was something of a guest, after all. Then I just started swinging by the liquor store on the way home because it would save me the trip. He's always grateful but I don't really like that it's come to be expected. 
 I know I have to talk to Keira about all this. I know I have to change everything and set things right. I just don't have the time to do it now. I did talk to her about putting her ring back in. A fantasy is one thing but an actually baby is something completely different. I'm pretty sure she put it in a few nights ago. 
 I try to focus on the numbers as the sounds from upstairs die down. It probably means they're fucking again which will give me a solid hour to work. That's good. I need the time. 
 "Hey you!" 
 The sound of her voice still gives me the shivers sometimes. I look up. She's in her bathrobe, smiling down at me, leaning against the wall. "You want to come join us? It's not as much fun without you, you know?" 
 I manage a weak smile. "I've really got a ton of work to do." 
 Keira pouts. "Okay Mr. Responsible!" She spins around. 
 I don't want her to go. I feel like screaming. 

Do something. Say something. Make her stay. She's yours. Make her yours.

 "K?" 
 She spins back around, her eyebrows raised. "What's up?" 
 I take a breath and pause. Why won't the words come? 

Let's take a step back. We need a change. Can we go for dinner? Just the two of us?

 "Did you put the ring back in?" 
 Why? Why does that come out instead? 
 Keira smiles again. It's the same sly smile she's been giving me for the last two weeks. The same smile she gives the two black men living in our house when she wants to fuck. "What answer would you like baby?" she purrs, stepping towards me and running her fingers through my hair. 
 I don't have time to play games. I want to know the truth. Her touch makes my cock start to harden, though and I can't resist falling into our now familiar routine. "It's...dangerous," I whisper, staring up at her. "You should put it in." 
 The thoughts crawling through my mind make me harden even more. She looks so beautiful. She looks like she's glowing from all the fucking she's done. "I will," she sighs. "One of these days." She spins around again but this time she has my complete attention and she knows it. She sways her ass a little more as she walks. She knows I'm already eating out of her hand. 
 I look at the computer. There's so much to do but I can do it later. When the two of them are sleeping in our bed. I get up and follow her up the stairs, mesmerized by her softly swaying hourglass figure. 
 Suddenly I remember what it is we're going to do up there. What it is I'm going to watch. I'm not going up the stairs to make love to my wife. I'm going up the stairs to watch her get fucked by two big, black bulls. Two big, black bulls who've kind of overrun our lives. 
 It's still thrilling, I guess. But now it's not that same electric thrill. Now I need more and more debasement each time. I need to see Keira violated like she's never been violated before to catch the same buzz. I need to see cocks stuck into all her holes. I need to see her in pain. It makes me hard to see her cry. 

We need to stop.

 It's been there, in my mind for the last two weeks. Since a few days after Jimar moved in. This has gone too far. We're in too deep. I feel like if I don't slam on the brakes there'll be no going back. I watch her disappear into the bedroom. 
 "Hey baby," Jimar purrs from the bed. 
 It reminds me of what I'm about to see. It reminds me that my wife's pussy is bare and unprotected. I've lost track of how many times I've watched them spew their seed into her cunt. It heightens the buzz. It makes the world hum, thinking that they might be breeding her with their hard cocks. 

Just one more time.

 It's a risk but I feel like if I can just watch it one more time, if I can just watch them fucking her one more time I'll have had enough. Then, tomorrow, yes tomorrow, I'll talk to her. I'll tell her that it's enough. That we have to stop now. That Jimar and Kivon have to go. For now, I step into the room. 
 Her robe is on the floor and she's already on the bed. Already in between the two of them. Jimar's kneeling on the bed and he pulls her towards him. He pulls her up and onto his lap. His cock is stiff and ready. I can't believe the stamina that man has. I can only imagine how strong his seed is. 
 Keira puts her arms on his shoulders as he lowers her down onto his cock. She gets that same look she always does. Slightly surprised that something that feels that big between her legs is going to go inside her body. 
 My Keira. My beautiful, blue-eyed, blonde goddess goes wide-eyed as Jimar stuffs more of his dark meat into her soft, pink hole. "Oh fuck!" she breathes as he stretches her and gets to the point. That point. The point where I feel like Keira just can't take any more of him. The point where Keira looks like she believes it too. 
 Jimar smiles. Like it's his favorite thing in the world, stuffing this little white girl full of big, black dick. Showing her that she can take everything he has to give. Even if it hurts. He pulls her close, smashing the rest of his cock into her sloppy, wet cunt. 
 "Fuck!" she cries. Like she can't believe it and she wants even more all at the same time. 
 Usually he starts fucking her right away but not this time. This time he leans back, taking her with him. Kivon's been massaging himself up to stiffness behind Keira and now his cock is hard and he wants in, too. 
 Keira glances back. They haven't done this before. They've never both been inside her at the same time. Unless one is in her mouth. 
 "Oh baby, I don't know," Keira guffaws. She sounds nervous. Very nervous. Like she's thinking the same thing I am. 

What if I break? What if I split in two?

 "You just relax, baby," Jimar comforts her as he rolls her nipple between a finger and a thumb. "You remember you thought you couldn't take my cock?" 
 Keira nods. 
 It sends a chill through me, the way she looks at him. So much trust. So much...oh God no. It's not love. It can't be love. 
 Kivon spits on his cock, then spits on his hand. He gives himself one final rub, then places the head of his cock at Keira's ass hole. The two of them aren't big on making moments special. They just get things done. He shoves his cock into her ass. 
 Keira screams. Then her expression melts as he drives his shaft into her bowels. 
 For the first time since this all started, she looks at me. She turns her head and stares right into my eyes. It's the look I've been waiting for. The look I've been hoping for. The look I've been praying she would give me. It's a pained and pleading look. A look that says thank-you and I'm sorry and I love you all at the same time. It's a look she's never given them. Even when their cocks are stuffed deep inside her I've never seen her look at them like that. 
 My throat tightens. 

Don't start fucking crying, you sissy.

 And she doesn't break our stare. As the two of them start to rock back and forth, rubbing inside her she keeps looking at me. Even as she nears her orgasm, she doesn't break our gaze. As her tiny, white body begins to twitch with pleasure between the two dark masses of muscle rutting into her, she holds her eyes on mine. 
 This is why. This is what I've been after. Through all this madness this is the most fulfilling moment for me. It's not about Keira fucking other men. It's not about me watching or her getting off. It's not about any fetish or kink or any of that stuff. 
 This is about us. This is about us trying something and not breaking because of it. This is about us living the way we want to live. Not the way other people tell us that we should. This is about us trusting each other enough to know that things are going to be okay. I never would have felt any of that if we hadn't done this. I never would have known what it is to love someone so completely that I can let them do what Keira's doing now. 
 Her body shudders from the climax. She keeps staring at me. 

I love you.

 She mouths the words but it means more to me than anything she's ever said out loud. 
 I love her too. Now it feels like there are only two of us in the room. Even though Jimar and Kivon are still jutting into her it feels like we're alone. Her body moves back and forth between them. Kivon finishes first, inside her ass. He rides up, shifting her weight towards Jimar. When he pulls his cock out his seed spills from her. I can only see it out of the corner of my eye. I'm still staring at her. She's still staring back. 
 Then Jimar groans. She's still staring at me as he does. I know he's unloading his seed into her. My breath quickens at the thought that he might be shoving all that cum deep inside her unprotected pussy. 

What if it takes?

 It makes me hard but I don't stop looking into her eyes. 
 Jimar's coming off his orgasm, bouncing Keira on top of him and spewing the last of his spunk into her cunt. Then he's pulling her off, grabbing her by the hair and pulling her towards his cock to clean it off. 
 Keira shakes her head and pushes his hand away. 
 "Say what?" Jimar asks in disbelief. 
 "I want to be with my husband." 
 The two men chuckle and shake their heads. 
 "Seriously. Leave. Now." 
 My heart swells with pride and love. I can't believe she's the one saying this. Has she had enough too? Does she feel what I feel? My throat tightens and I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep myself from crying. 
 Jimar and Kivon look at each other, still shaking their heads. "Hey baby," Jimar begins, "I ain't got nowhere to..." 
 "You heard her. She said leave." 
 Where is this strength coming from? Where is this sudden overwhelming desire to protect and stand beside my beautiful wife? I've shared her enough. Now I just want her to be mine. 
 "Hey cuckie, why don't you shutup yo?" Kivon asks. "She ain't yo' bitch no more." 
 I feel a burning in my belly. Suddenly it's not sexy anymore. It's not sexy to hear him call my wife a bitch. His bitch. Before I know what's happening I'm walking over towards him. I'm up in his face, staring into the whites of his eyes. My adrenaline's pumping, ready for fight or flight. Except I know there's only one way. It has to be fight. There is no flight. I love her too much. 
 "Yeah. It's over. Get your fucking ass out of my bedroom and out of my life." 
 His eyes go wide. Like he can't believe what I just said. Then he scowls and leans forward, puts two fingers on my chest and puckers his lips. 
 "Hey, hey, hey!" It's Jimar. He slaps Kivon's hand away and puts himself between us, up in Kivon's face. "Ain't no need for this shit, dawg. Ya gotta know when 'nuff is enough." He turns to face me. "We cool?" he asks. 
 I take a breath, trying to steady my nerves. "We're cool," I reply. 
 Then they're grabbing their clothes and getting dressed and Keira's on her knees on the bed, wrapped up in sheets. Then they're gone. I hear the door slam. I turn to her. I turn to my wife. I sit down on the bed. 
 "I love you," I whisper. 
 She leans toward me and wraps her arms around my neck. "I love you too." 
 I pull away. I look into her eyes. "Let's..." 
 She's already nodding. "It's time to get back to real life." 





Chapter 17


 After Damien fucked her in the ass Keira couldn't get enough. Neither could I. We both started researching, trying to figure out how we could get our fix without me having to hide in the closet. Cuckpersonals.com is how we met Jimar. We went through a bunch of other bulls before we found him. They were all good, at least for me, but Keira always had a complaint. 
 By that point she'd certainly acquired a taste for large and dominating cock. When we met our first bull and he was black, we both realized how turned on we were by the interracial bent. The first few times Keira would just stare at the dark meat pole disappearing between her legs. 
 She was the one that came up with the idea that she should take her birth control out. We were having sex one night after the bull had left and she brought it up. 
 "How sexy would it be if I told you I wasn't on birth control any more?" she whispered. I was already close but it accelerated my orgasm and made me spurt and flex inside her. She laughed and laughed as I came and for some reason I found that pretty hot. "I guess that means sexy enough, huh?" 
 We had a long talk about it and decided that while it was a pretty crazy thing to do, it was also incredibly hot and we both wanted to experience it. That night we surfed cuckpersonals.com and found Jimar. He messaged us back almost right away and said he was even free that evening. While we were waiting for him to show up, I proposed. 
 I told her she was the most beautiful woman in the world and that she was perfect for me and would she be my wife. Keira cried and said yes. We kissed and that's when Jimar showed up. 
 "Uh...everything alright?" 
 We both laughed because it must have seemed strange that Keira was in tears. 
 "We actually just got engaged. You probably don't get a lot of people crying at the door when you show up, right?" I asked him, still chuckling. 
 "Hey, congrats!" he said and gave me a fist bump. He gave Keira a gentle hug. It was funny, it was one of those hugs guys give a girl when they want to make sure she knows they don't mean any funny business. It was strange because the reason he was there was to have sex with Keira. "Trust me though," he went on, "I've seen some shit." 
 "Really?" Keira asked. "Like what?" 
 Jimar rubbed his chin. "All kinds of shit. You got guys crying all the time. There's some crazy bitches out there. Guys with their dick in a cage kneeling next to the bed while I fuck their wife. A lot of those guys love that humiliation, ya' know?" 
 We didn't know and it seemed like our eyes were being opened daily to all the different ways people were into this kink. We had a few cocktails and chatted some more. Jimar showed us a clean bill of health. That's when we told him about Keira being off birth control. 
 "Yeah, aight. That's cool. I'ma pull out the first few times though. I need to know you guys better before we get into that risky shit." 
 We all agreed that was for the best and headed upstairs. 
 That first time with Jimar was magical. For both of us. Keira was wearing the engagement ring I'd just put on her finger. It was so hot watching the woman who was going to be my wife going down on another man. She stared at me as she sucked his cock. He was a really considerate lover and showed her what he liked and what he wanted her to do. He showed her where he liked his cock sucked and how and didn't try to fuck her face the way some of the others had. 
 He was assertive but not an ass hole about it, you know? Pretty soon he had Keira eating out of his hand. I remember how hard I got watching as he rolled her onto her back, spread her legs and licked her pussy. Pretty soon, once she was good and wet, he speared her pussy with his middle finger and started fucking her with it. 
 Keira really got off on that. She came hard and fast, her slit dripping with juice that he licked off her. He seemed to like the taste of her as much as I did. Then he pulled his wet finger out of her pussy and stuffed it into her ass. 
 Keira squealed as Jimar grinned, looking from me to her. "You like that baby?" 
 "Oh God yes!" Keira moaned as he wiggled himself inside. 
 "Good. So do I." He stood up, pulled his finger out of her ass and pushed his cock against her pussy. 
 Keira waved me over and I put my head next to hers on the bed so I could look down her body. We both watched Jimar's thick, black cock disappearing into Keira. I could only imagine how good it must have felt for her to have that much cock inside of her. She came again holding my head close to hers with her hand so we could be together when it happened. 
 Then Jimar grabbed a hold of her ankles, pulled his cock out and pushed her legs a little further back. "Here," he said to me, handing me Keira's ankles, "hold on. You let me know if you like this." 
 So I got up on the bed, kneeling above Keira's head holding her open for Jimar. I stared wide-eyed as he eased his cock into her ass. He kept a couple fingers rubbing her clit making her moan and squirm as he went deep into her. 
 My cock was so hard but I still had all my clothes on. Thankfully Keira was on it. She freed me from my pants and started rubbing my cock with one hand, propping herself up on the other elbow so she could stare at Jimar's dark shaft sliding into her ass. 
 He fucked her like that for a good long while. "Where you want it?" he asked when he was ready to come. 
 Keira looked up at me. "Where do you want him to come baby?" 
 "Come on her body. On her tits and her stomach," I gasped. 
 Jimar pulled himself out as slowly as he'd pushed himself in. He wrapped his cock in a fist and pumped a couple of times. Soon thick shots of his hot cum were spewing onto Keira's belly. He aimed some at her tits and they landed in thick, white ropes across her chest. As soon as he was done he sort of faded into the background of the room and let himself out. He knew we wanted our moment, too. 
 I crawled in between Keira's legs and she held my face in her hands as I slid inside her. We stared into each other's eyes and we both had our climax at the same time with me coming inside her pussy. We held each other for a long time and we both knew that Jimar would be with us for a while. 
 He was just a really classy guy. 





Chapter 18


 It's a beautiful autumn day. The sunlight shimmers on the water. The soft chugging of the boat's diesel engine mixes with the squawking seagulls overhead. I take a long, deep breath. Keira turns to me and smiles. 
 "Hooky was a great idea. I can barely stand up anyways. I can't imagine standing at that cash all day! And I can't believe we've never done this harbor tour before! This is so fun!" 
 "I told you, sit down," I chide. 
 "It's rude to the customers. I want them to come back!" She nestles closer to me. 
 "How's the web store going?" 
 "Ooh! I forgot to tell you! I had my first sale there yesterday!" 
 "Great!" I lean over and kiss her forehead. The world probably doesn't need another online shop selling soap but Keira's so happy, I don't care. We decided she could try it for a year. 
 "Oh gosh!" she says, squirming beside me and putting a hand to her bulging stomach. 
 "Baby kicking?" 
 "Kicking?" she laughs, "It feels like he's having a freakin' party in there! With guests and everything!" 
 I know she didn't mean anything by it but the innocent joke sends a spike of jealousy through me. I breathe through the feeling. We're done with all that. 
 I don't even have to say anything. She knows. "I'm sorry. I didn't mean it to come out like that." 
 "It's okay," I answer, shaking my head. "It's not a big deal anymore. Remember?" 
 That's what I've been telling myself since we stopped. Since Jimar and Kivon left our place that night I've been telling myself I don't need this. That I don't want this. That we're done with all that. 
 Except I have a little secret. I've been working overtime to help pay the rent at Keira's store. Sometimes I come home late and she's so horny. She's been horny since she got pregnant. I want to make her happy but sometimes it's, you know, tough to get going. Or tough to finish. Sometimes both. 
 That's where my little secret comes in. My secret weapon. I close my eyes. I conjure the memory out of the darkest corner of my mind. Keira, stuffed full of two black cocks. Keira writhing on Jimar's lap as he fucks her. Keira's pussy milking his cock for cum as he comes inside. 

Bam.

 Works every time. 
 Even now. 
 I feel Keira's fingers travelling up the inside of my thigh. I try to readjust, to conceal my arousal. I don't want to have to lie to her. 
 "Watcha thinkin' about?" comes the quiet question. 
 I clear my throat. "You, baby," I whisper. I look down into her blue eyes. 
 One eyebrow goes up. She bites her lower lip. "Oh yeah?" she asks. "Is that all?" 
 I stare at her. She's so beautiful. I love her so much I can't even bring myself to tell her a little white lie. "Maybe not?" It's not exactly a lie. 
 Her smile widens. Does she know? Is she thinking about it too? The thought sends another rush of pleasant jealousy through me. That Keira might be thinking about another man while we're so close. So in love. 
 "What do you want to do after the boat ride?" she asks. 
 "Whatever you do," I reply. 
 I know what she has in mind. My cock hardens even more. She feels it with her fingers. Does she know? Is she thinking it too? It's kind of sexy, not knowing. Because it's safe. Because we're done with all that. 
 For now. 
 THE END 







***
 Thanks for reading! If you enjoyed this story check out some of my others or drop by Thirteenth Line Publications to sign up for the newsletter and get notified of all our new releases!
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