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Chapter 1

 

My stomach twisted a little at the sound of the car door slamming outside. I glanced at the time on my monitor. Midnight. That wasn't good. Too early to be home on a Friday night.
 

I pushed my chair away from my desk, stood up and walked toward the stairs. When I heard the front door slam shut with the same force the car door had, I said a little prayer to whatever force in the universe had made me open the bottle of Chardonnay I'd bought earlier that day. From the sounds of it, she'd had a rough day.
 

She didn't see me come down the stairs. I took the opportunity to watch her tearing off her jacket.
 

I always kind of thought she looked even more beautiful than usual when she was furious. Her normally pale cheeks burned a bright red. Thick locks of tawny brown hair fell onto slender shoulders, then further onto her very full breasts. Her sides swooped into a tight waist that flared back out into hips you could hold onto and a tight but ample ass.
 

There was more than enough of her to love packed into a fit, pert package.
 

"Baby!" I opened my arms at the foot of the stairs.
 

She rolled her eyes, shook her head and snarled. Kicking off her shoes, she walked past me and into the kitchen.
 

I took a deep breath. Running a restaurant was stressful. She could get a little worked up sometimes. I turned and followed her in.
 

She was leaning against the counter. Pills clicked inside plastic as she wrestled with the safety latch on the little bottle. I braced myself.
 

"Ugh! Fuck!" She launched the bottle and it shot across the room, crashed into the wall and clattered onto the floor.
 

I walked towards it slowly, picked it up and set it on the table. Walking towards her, I put a hand on her shoulder.
 

"Fuck Charlie, not right now!"
 

"Hey, relax," I soothed, letting my hand slide down her white chef's tunic and settle on the small of her back. I couldn't help but glance at the beautiful round ledge her ass made just below it. I looked back up just in time. She swung her head and caught me in her gaze. There was fire in her eyes. She was pissed.
 

"What can I get you?" I asked. I saw the tension in her face ease.
 

"Oh fuck," she muttered, "I'm being a total bitch, aren't I?"
 

"It's okay. Water?"
 

She nodded. I stepped around her, stealing another glance at the finest, firmest ass I'd ever laid hands on. The black tights she was wearing hugged it perfectly as it swept out from her back then dipped back towards her thighs. 
 

Not touching it was incredibly difficult. The thing was like a magnet for my hands. Maybe later.
 

I filled a glass with water, passed it to her, then walked over and popped the top off the plastic bottle. After shaking a few onto my hand, I offered them to Angeline. 
 

She scooped up three, pushed them into her mouth, then slammed them back with water. I watched her throat moving as she swallowed. My cock twitched. Everything about her made me want sex.
 

When she'd drunk the entire glass, she put it down, leaned against the counter and I watched her shoulders sag.
 

"Better?"
 

"Much..." she sighed.
 

I stole a glance at her breasts, pressing against the front of her tunic. They were just as large and just as round as her behind. The memory of their pillow softness made my cock lurch again.
 

"What now? Wine? Massage?"
 

"Ugh...Charlie you are fucking perfect. Have I told you that? You're perfect."
 

She turned her head and looked up at me from under her dark eyebrows. Long days didn't take a toll on her looks. Her full lips were a beautiful rosy red, her cheeks had just the slightest pink glow.
 

She raised an eyebrow at my attention. "Don't." The word fell to the floor with a dull thud.
 

"What?" I asked, feigning innocence with my palms up. I tried to turn a little further away but I saw her eyes shoot down to my crotch, then back up to mine.
 

"That," she said, looking down at my half-stiff cock tenting my pants. 
 

I shrugged. She smirked and shook her head.
 

"At least not yet. Where's my wine?"
 

I said another little prayer. That had been a close one. "Get on the couch. I'll bring the wine," I ordered.
 

Her smile grew a little wider. She leaned in and kissed me on the cheek. Her sweat smelled the way you want a woman's sweat to smell, sweet with just enough musk to let you know she's dirty.
 

Angeline stood up and sauntered towards the living room. Some of the fury had left her step, replaced by a happy bounce. I watched the cheeks of her ass sway as she walked. Two mounds of toned flesh that would fit perfectly into the palm of my hand.
 

"Wine!" she said without turning around, then disappeared into the living room.
 

When I joined her, she'd already taken off her tunic and was sitting on the couch. I came up behind her, passed her the glass of wine I'd brought in. I put a salt shaker and damp tea towel on the end table and let my hands settle softly onto her shoulders. I started kneading gently. She moaned.
 

"Oh fuck Charlie that feels good..." she groaned as I started searching for the tightest muscles with my fingers.
 

I loved giving Angeline massages almost as much as she loved getting them. It was an almost guaranteed way in.
 

"So?" I asked after a few minutes and half a glass of wine.
 

"So?" she answered, sinking deeper into the couch.
 

"What happened?"
 

"Oh, fuck, everything. Fucking Tony didn't show up again, so we were already behind on prep. I had to run around picking up pieces and fucking chopping for chrissakes like a goddamned line cook..."
 

"Now, now," I chided. "I thought you were trying not to..."
 

"I know, I know. But seriously?!? I have a fucking Michelin star, remember?"
 

"I remember," I said, leaning in and adding pressure to her shoulders.
 

"Oh God Charlie, yes!" she moaned.
 

My half-erection had risen to three quarters at the sounds she was making.
 

"So? Anything else?"
 

"Everything else. Some ass hole sent his salmon back, like, three times then sent fucking dessert back too!"
 

"Dessert?" I asked, confounded. "Isn't..."
 

"Yes!" she screamed, jumping up and almost spilling what little was left of her wine all over the room. "Yes! Sorry that a fucking pastry by Riccardo Bertucci doesn't melt correctly in that hole you call a mouth, ass hole! The fucking queen of England didn't seem to mind them!"
 

"Now, now..."
 

"I know, I know..." she answered, calming down and sinking back into the couch.
 

"And you're home this early because, why exactly?"
 

"Oh God, I had to get out of there. Will was there anyway and things were slowing down and I had this fucking killer headache."
 

"How's Will?" I asked, hoping a change of topic to her favourite sous-chef would steady her nerves.
 

"Oh, you know, amazing as usual. That kid is fucking talented, you know?" She punctuated the word fucking with a shake of her hands that sent wine splattering onto the couch. "Fuck! Oh, fuck! Fuck, Charlie, I'm sorry..." 
 

"Relax." I grabbed her shoulders as she tried to stand up and pressed her back onto the couch. Grabbing the salt shaker, I twisted the top off and dumped little clumps of salt where the wine had stained. Throwing the wet tea towel on top, I took her glass and put it on the sideboard by the wall.
 

She turned around slowly and looked at me with smiling, almond eyes. "Are you serious? Are you fucking serious, Charlie Sampson? You are actually that prepared?"
 

"Actually," I replied, feeling a little proud.
 

"I'm not sure whether to be insulted or...I don't know. What's the opposite of insulted?"
 

I stepped towards her, leaned over the back of the couch and kissed her sultry, red lips. "Loved," I replied.
 

She breathed a smile and shook her head. "Right."
 

"Right?" I asked. It was the moment of truth. "More wine?"
 

"Oh, shut up. Get upstairs."
 





Chapter 2

 


I was already lying naked on the bed when she came in from the bathroom.
 

"What's a girl gotta do to get a little foreplay around here?" she joked, peeling off the tight, black top she'd been wearing beneath her tunic. Her heavy breasts came tumbling out. They always looked so full. Her nipples tightened at the change in temperature, bright pink buds on soft, white clouds.
 

I loved those nipples. She liked it when they got attention, too. When she was in the mood. 
 

She stepped towards the bed, eyeing me with a knowing stare. She pressed her round thighs together, turned around so I could see her ass, then bent over.
 

My cock bounced.
 

She turned her head to look back at me. "I think I know what Charlie wants," she sang softly.
 

"Do you now?" It was best to play along and humor her.
 

"I think Charlie wants to see how wet his massage made me."
 

"Charlie...wouldn't mind that..." I replied, my voice a little hoarse with lust. My eyes raked up and down her shapely thighs as my cock came to full stiffness. She looked at it and I watched her smile widen.
 

Without another word, she hooked her thumbs into her tights and began to pull the stretchy, black fabric down her ass.
 

My heart started beating a little harder. My breathing got heavy. I watched as the tiny curve at the small of her back widened into the cleft between her cheeks. As the fabric stretched over the widest part of her thighs, I stared as I saw the skin puckering, then curling into her tight back hole.
 

She was watching me. My eyes darted from her pleased expression to the flesh that was being revealed.
 

The line of fabric moved down and as it did, the skin got pinker, softer, wetter until finally, I saw the full length of her hot, soaked gash. I must have gasped.
 

She giggled. "You like that, don't you Charlie? You like seeing my pussy inch by inch like that?"
 

"Yes I do," I whispered, not able to take my eyes off her sex and meet hers.
 

She pulled the tights down, revealing muscled calves, then stepped out and onto either side of them. I stared, wide-eyed, watching her slit open.
 

"I know what else you like."
 

I had nothing left to say. She turned around to face me, walked over and got onto the bed, on her knees.
 

I stared up, taking in every curve her body made. My eyes were drawn to her core, though and I settled my gaze on her pussy once again.
 

She lifted a leg over me slowly then brought it down on the other side. I felt the heat coming from her as she pressed her weight onto my chest. A trickle of her warm wetness trailed onto my skin.
 

"I know you like to taste my dirty little pussy, don't you Charlie?" she cooed, like a pinup model from the fifties. She slid forward. Her wetness came with her. "Come on Charlie. Ask me if you can taste it."
 

I'd had enough. Reaching around her, I let my hands settle on the two, tight orbs of her ass. I pulled her towards me, her juices leaving a trail along my chest. 
 

She gasped. Then she giggled.
 

When the damp musk of her sex finally pressed against my lips, I couldn't help but groan. I felt her thighs flex against my cheeks.
 

"Oh fuck Charlie..." she moaned. Grabbing a fistful of my hair, she pulled my head up, sealing my lips against her filthy cunt.
 

My tongue bust into furious lapping as I tried to taste as much of her juices as I could. I pushed inside her hole, revelling in the added heat her insides held. She moaned again and twisted her hips above me.
 

My cock was aching for release. For now, it was time to take care of Angeline.
 

Pulling my tongue out of her tight, pink hole, I swept up the length of her slit until I found the engorged nub of her clit. Her eyes sprang open as I wrapped my lips around it and began to suck.
 

Still clenching my hair in her fist, she started to writhe above me. Her hips moved forward and back, then in a circle as she searched for the place where my mouth could give her the most pleasure. When she found it she stared down at me, grunted, then grabbed my hair with her other fist.
 

Using my mouth as her fuck toy, she started to ride.
 

I loved the feeling of feeling a climax rising in her body. I felt a little shudder in her thighs every now and again. They started to flex around my face. She squeezed me with her legs. She was staring straight at me, as if just watching herself slide her cunt along my lips was turning her on even more.
 

Smooth motion turned into jerky fits and starts. Her thighs started to shake, then her whole body did. Her nipples stiffened even more until finally her red lips rounded into an "O," she sucked in a breath and almost stopped moving completely before her body started fucking again.
 

She threw her head back and screamed as a climax roared through her. I felt her pussy tightening above my tongue as fresh liquid spilled from her and down my cheeks. She rode me through one peak, then another, then another. Until there was no pleasure left to look for. 
 

Her head lolled forward and, her eyes full of mischief, her lips smiling wide.
 

"Well now, Charlie Sampson," she purred, swinging her leg up and over me and stepping off the bed. I watched as she pulled open the drawer of the bedside table. "I guess you've earned your reward."
 

My cock jumped as I watched her take out two sets of cuffs. I let her pick my arm up, wrap one of them around my wrist, then watched her attach it to the bed. 
 

She walked around and did the same with the other, then she set her eyes on me again. She put a finger to her lips, pretending to ponder. "So? How should I fuck you this evening?"
 

My breath was coming even faster now. My heart was beating faster too. I knew she didn't want an answer. I knew she knew this was the most erotic thing she could do for me: take control.
 

"Well," she said with a sigh as her eyes ran down my body, "I guess I should check if that cock is hard enough to fuck." She put a little more punch when she said the word "fuck." Like it was an annoying chore she had to do.
 

Bending over me slightly, so I still had the perfect view of the plump breasts sagging from her chest, she put a hand between my legs, grabbed my sack and squeezed.
 

"Ah!" I yelled as the pressure of her fist around my balls tore through me.
 

"What's the matter?" she asked, glancing at me with a wicked smile.
 

She was still squeezing me. My cock was bouncing in front of her, begging for attention. She rolled my sack around in her fingers, making my whole body stiff. When she'd had enough of watching me writhe, she leaned down and paused, her lips just above the head of my cock.
 

"Oh fuck yes..." I groaned as she sank those lips down over my shaft, surrounding me with the wet heat of her mouth. She began to move up and down, her tongue curling around my cock, one way then the other.
 

I could feel it starting. My cum was travelling in an almost painful ache out of my balls and into my rigid cock. I felt the first spurt of precum trickle from me into her mouth.
 

"Unh-uh," she said, coming off me and wiping her lips with a finger. She put the same finger into her mouth, licking off what she'd collected there. Crawling back up onto the bed, she swung a leg over me until her the swollen wet lips of her pussy were poised just above my straining cock.
 

I couldn't stop staring at my swollen member just inches from her soaked center lips. She hovered there, her hands on her sides, watching me watching her, making me need her more.
 

When I looked up at her, she was still wearing her half-smile. "Please," I whispered, desperate to feel her heat.
 

"Please, what?" she asked, feigning innocence.
 

"Please I want to be inside your pussy!" I hissed, as if my life depended on it.
 

She smiled a little wider, reached a hand down in between her legs and wrapped her fingers around my member. She looked down. With my cock firmly in hand, she lowered herself and I gasped as I felt the soaked lips of her cunt stretching around me.
 

"Oh fuck!" I groaned my hips bucking up to drive myself deeper into her hot pussy. She stopped me. I hadn't even pushed my whole head inside. With a hand on either side of my hip, she stopped me from driving myself into her. "Oh fuck..." I whimpered this time, desperate to feel her swallow me completely. She pulled away instead.
 

As she came off, I watched a thin strand of the gluey fluid stretch from her cunt, sticky on my cock. When it finally broke free, it dribbled down my shaft, then disappeared somewhere in between my legs. It just made me need her more, to be inside of her.
 

Stretching her pussy lips open with her fingers, Angeline lowered herself just a little further, so my glans was almost swallowed by her tight, soaked hole.
 

It was excruciating, the feeling of almost being inside her like that but not being allowed to go fully in. She knew it, I could tell by her smile. She loved it, too, driving me wild like that.
 

She teased me a few more times, each time sinking a little lower until finally, with a look of delirious pleasure, like she might burst into laughter at my plight, she sank down onto me completely engulfing me in her liquid heat.
 

I groaned loudly, my wrists straining against the chains that held my arms up. My hips bucked up, my whole body flexing to be even deeper inside her and I lifted her slightly off the bed.
 

She just sat there on top of me, smiling.
 

I started to buck beneath her, realizing she wasn't going to be much help. My thighs strained as I searched for friction somewhere inside her warmth. Her breasts swayed as I moved her body one way then the next. Her hips rocked, but only from my efforts.
 

She just sat and smiled.
 

"Please Angie," I begged again, breathless, "can you let me come?"
 

Without a word she started moving. 
 

My mouth dropped open. Finally, the first relief to the ache that had built inside me came with her motion. I slid along her soft and sacred walls, soaked with juice. A throb rushed through me.
 

My hips started to buck and heave faster as I fucked my cock deep into her, as deep as it would go. Mostly I kept my eyes on her pussy, watching myself disappear inside her but every time I did look up, it was to that same wry smile. I knew she liked my torment as much as I did myself.
 

I felt another pulse inside me. Cum started to race into my shaft. I flexed inside her and agony stretched across my lips.
 

She reached a hand around herself and in between my legs. As the first blast of my seed exploded into her, she squeezed my balls again.
 

"Ah!" I roared as I succumbed to a massive shudder. Shot after shot of hot cum pulsed from me, coating her insides.
 

She held onto my balls tightly, squeezing every last drop from me until there was nothing left.
 

The rhythmic thundering of my hips gave way to fitful, spasming jerks as her fingers began to knead my balls again. I loved the way the feeling of her handling me like that stretched out the tail end of my disappearing orgasm.
 

When she'd squeezed all she could from me, I felt her start to come off me. I opened my eyes and looked down.
 

She got off me quickly, holding a hand under herself. 
 

My eyes went wide at what I knew was coming.
 

Crawling up my body, over my shoulders, she sat on my chest again. I looked down to see her raw, pink hole, stretched and full of my seed. She slid towards me and settled on my mouth.
 

Closing my eyes, I pushed my tongue deep into her cunt again. I'd left a huge load inside her. The sweet tang of her pussy mingled with the tartness of my own seed as I sucked out my deposit.
 

It came out like an oyster, in one long glob I had to slurp and swallow quickly. I felt her fingers in my hair again. Her touch was tender now, loving. I looked up to see her still smiling. It was a warmer smile. My own insides warmed at the sight of it.
 

She held me there like that, toying with my hair as the taste of her and me lingered in my mouth. She finally got up and pulled herself off my mouth. A part of me wished she'd stay on top like that forever. She undid the straps that held my wrists chained to the bed, then slid down and tucked herself into the crook of my shoulder.
 

I pulled the covers over us and we lay there like that, revelling in each others warmth.
 

"Hey," she breathed, a moment before I slid into sleep.
 

I opened my eyes, looked down at her and smiled. "Hey," I whispered.
 

"I love you." The words were blurry, as if I were already in a dream.
 

"I love you too," I answered, squeezing her a little closer to my chest. "How'd you get through your whole day with a headache?" I muttered, a passing thought before we both drifted off to sleep.
 

"Oh, Will gave me a massage. That kid has the most amazing hands," she purred, slurring slightly as she slid into sleep.
 

My eyes popped open and my heart made a thud inside my chest.
 

Suddenly I was wide awake.
 





Chapter 3

 


"Oh you've got to be fucking kidding me!" The less than dulcet tones of Angie's voice drifted in under the office door. A pan clattered loudly on the floor in the silence that followed. A few seconds later, she opened the door.
 

I looked up from the spreadsheet I was poring over and flashed her a smile. "Everything okay?"
 

"No. Everything is fucked." She stomped through the office and yanked open one of filing cabinet drawers. She pulled out and envelope stuffed with cash and began counting bills. Will's head popped through the door.
 

"Hey Mr. S!" he smiled with a wave.
 

I took my glasses off and leaned back in my chair. "Hi Will. I thought I told you not to call me that? You're not that much younger than me, you know?"
 

He smiled and covered his mouth with a hand, sheepish. "Sorry. Charlie. I know. It's just..." He stuck out a thumb and jabbed the air towards where Angie was standing.
 

"I know Will, I know." Calling me Charlie was a little too close to calling the chef "Angie."
 

"Okay Will," Angie said, stuffing the envelope back into the drawer and slamming it shut.
 

"Yes chef!" Will snapped, straightening to attention. 
 

She ran a tight kitchen, my wife did. She handed him the bills and started explaining what to buy.
 

The memory of what she'd said last night oozed like thick syrup from the base of my brain and down my spine. A flash of panic. A bolt of adrenaline. All three feelings settled in the deepest part of my gut. They made my balls heavy. My cock moved.
 

I couldn't keep myself from staring as her dainty white hand pressed the wad of bills into his meaty, black paw. It was a veiny thing, muscled from years of wielding his chef's knife and lifting pots and pans.
 

The sight tripped some primal switch in my mind and suddenly the only thing I could think of was what his thick, black cock would look like pressing inside my wife. A beautiful but terrifying shudder shook through me.
 

"Helloooooo! Charlie!"
 

The sound of her voice ripped me from my fantasy back into the room. They were both staring at me. Will looked puzzled. Angie just looked annoyed.
 

"Sorry," I muttered, "I spaced out."
 

"Yeah. I got that," she snapped. "Did you hear what I said?"
 

"No," I answered with half my mind still in a daze.
 

She rolled her eyes and shook her head, throwing her hands up in the air. "Are you done?" Her eyes bulged with irritation at having to repeat herself. 
 

I know. She could be a total bitch. What can I say? I was a glutton for punishment. Also, I was just really into her.
 

"No," I answered, putting my glasses back on and peering at the spreadsheet. "Another twenty minutes probably."
 

She sighed. "Okay. I guess I'll get chopping. Nicky's probably finished half a celery stalk in the last five minutes so there'll be lots to do."
 

Will grinned at the quip, gave me a little wave, then ducked out through the door.
 

Angie turned to follow him.
 

"Ange," I said.
 

She spun around, furrowing her brow into a scowl.
 

I folded my arms across my chest. It melted her exasperation a little. 
 

Her shoulders sank as she let go of some of the tension she was hauling around.
 

"I'm being a bitch again."
 

I nodded.
 

"I'm sorry. Fuck. Maybe I should just forget this whole fucking restaurant thing and go back to..."
 

"Angie," I interrupted, looking up and into her eyes.
 

"Come on Charlie, I can barely afford to pay my accountant, for fuck's sake."
 

I swivelled the chair and caught her arm, scooping her into my lap.
 

Her gasp burst into a giggle.
 

"You pay me just fine," I growled, nuzzling at the softest part of her neck. She smelled like strawberries.
 

"I don't pay you anything," she answered with a laugh.
 

I took her by the chin and made her turn and look at me.
 

"I'm telling you. You pay me just fine."
 

She swatted my hand away and shook her head. "Well I guess I'll have to give you time and a half for all this overtime you're putting in," she purred. I felt her warm breath glide across my neck.
 

Another vision. Angie sitting just like this, but on his lap. His cock growing beneath her, the way mine was now.
 

"Well hello," she whispered, feeling me move against her leg. "Should we just skip dinner?"
 

It was very tempting. But she was even more of a beast if she hadn't been fed. "Let's just do something light."
 

The sound of a pot crashing to the floor in the kitchen burst our little bubble. Angie sighed.
 

"Okay. Hurry up. I want to get out of here before service," she said, standing up and walking towards the door. I watched her ass swaying away from me until she'd disappeared and then I closed my eyes and thought about it some more.
 

That kid has the most amazing hands.
 

The memory of it made my eyes open wide again. Wouldn't that be something? To see her body being touched by Will's black, amazing hands.
 





Chapter 4

 


The sound of flattened rubber on gravel made the care shake as I pulled over onto the pitch black shoulder. An uncommon surge of anger tore through me and I screamed a violent "Fuck!" as my hand slammed the horn. Angie had been toying with me all through dinner. By the end of the meal, I thought I was going to have to fuck her in the bathroom.
 

"Shit Charlie, calm down!" she started at my outburst, a hand pressed to her chest.
 

A deep breath calmed me down. "Sorry. Just...looking forward to getting home is all." I turned the car off but left the lights on and popped the trunk.
 

It was pitch black out there and I had to feel my way to the spare tire. I cursed myself for never actually buying that flashlight I'd meant to buy for the car. Somehow I managed to find everything though and soon I had the hub caps off and was hauling on a rusted lug nut. No matter how hard I pulled, the thing wouldn't budge.
 

I stood up and kicked the lug wrench. It fell off the nut and onto the shoulder with a clang. I cursed under my breath and got back into the car.
 

"So?" she asked.
 

"Rusted lug nut," I answered, pulling out my phone. I flipped through the contacts until I found the number to roadside assistance.
 

The woman on the other end was very helpful. She explained everything in great detail and left me with a reference number in case I had any questions or had to call back.
 

"So?" Angie asked again after I'd hung up.
 

"Somewhere between thirty minutes and an hour," I replied, leaning my head back against the headrest and letting out a sigh. I felt her hand creeping along the inseam of my pants. I looked down, then over at her. She was smiling. A wicked little smile.
 

"No sense wasting time just sitting here then, is there?" she purred.
 

Maybe a flat tire wasn't such a bad thing after all. I reached down and pulled the handle on the side of seat, leaning back as it reclined.
 

She smiled a little wider, ran her hand up my leg and started tugging at my belt.
 

The rumble of a truck and headlights in the mirror made us both sit up and look back. 
 

Angie giggled. I just groaned. 
 

"Okay," she said, "maybe they can help." She seemed unusually cheerful, considering the situation. Before I could stop her, she opened the door and got out of the car.
 

"Angie!" I shouted after her. It seemed like a stupid move given how dark it was and how deserted the road was. Adrenaline raced through me as I pushed my own door open and got out.
 

It was an old pickup truck with an engine that sounded like an old man trying to clear his lungs. We stood there in the bright glare, trying to peer into the cabin.
 

The engine coughed, then fell silent as the doors on either side opened. I thought of telling her to get back in the car. Was I being too paranoid? It was probably just someone that wanted to help. 
 

"Howdy!" A friendly voice called out from the driver's side. "Car trouble?"
 

The man's tone put me at ease, at least a little bit. I put a hand up, trying to see his face against the glare of the headlights. When he stepped out of the shadow, I felt even better.
 

He was a thick-looking man with a barrel chest and sinewy arms, the arms of a man who worked with his hands. He wore a truckers cap, mesh in the back and the faded picture of a tractor in the front. Good farming folk, no doubt.
 

"Flat tire," I said, glancing over at his friend. Something inside me tensed. He was a friendly looking guy, too. But his eyes were on my wife. Looking over at Angie, I saw her smiling at him.
 

It was an odd sensation, fear and lust all swirled into one confusing pillar that seemed to form in my core and nudge my cock to life. I tried to push it aside. What was wrong with me? Stuck out in the middle of nowhere, two strangers offering to help and all I could think of was what they might do to my wife.
 

"Let's have a look," the man in front of me said, bending down and picking up the lug wrench. "Rusted on?" he asked, seeing that I must have tried to change the tire myself.
 

"Yup. It's stuck on there pretty good. Then again, I haven't been to the gym in a while."
 

He looked up and I cursed inside for letting the quip out. Sometimes I didn't know when to keep my mouth shut. Relief washed over me as his lips cracked into a grin.
 

"City boy, huh?" he joked. I couldn't help but smile.
 

"Something like that."
 

He just shook his head, chuckling. "Let's see what we can do here." He got the wrench onto the nut and started to push.
 

I looked over at Angie. Nervous energy sizzled through me again. She wasn't smiling at the other stranger anymore but she was still smiling. The man's eyes were still on her, too.
 

I wondered if she knew that. I wondered if she was smiling because she liked the attention. I wondered if she'd let him bend her over the hood of the car and...
 

The sound of the wrench clattering to the ground again tore my gaze away and my thoughts back onto the darkened road.
 

"Shit," the man kneeling by the wheel muttered. "That things stuck on there tighter'n a pig in shit." He stood up, brushing the dirt from his hands. "Can we give you folks a lift somewhere?"
 

I couldn't help but steal another glance at the other man. He was still staring at Angie. She was still smiling. What would it be like, I wondered, seeing her in the front seat, her full thighs pressed up against that man. I remembered the tow we had coming. I tried to shake the crazy out of my head.
 

"That's very kind of you, really," I answered, "we've got a tow coming though. Shouldn't be too long," I lied.
 

"You sure?" he asked, furrowing his brow. "We don't mind helping out."
 

Again the thought rushed through me, thickening the pillar that had me standing straight and stiffening my cock. I hoped he couldn't see. I could just sit in the back and watch her body in between these two stout men. Then again, maybe they were crazy. They seemed nice enough but something about getting into a car with strangers on a dark road didn't seem the smartest thing to do.
 

"We really appreciate it but we'd just have to get out here and get the car tomorrow. I think we'll just wait for the tow," I answered, smiling.
 

"Suit yourself!" he said, clapping his hands together and turning around. "Come on Jimmy!" he called to his friends.
 

I swept my gaze towards where Jimmy was standing. Still staring. My wife still smiling, now touching her neck.
 

He seemed rooted in the ground for a second, like the sight of her made it too hard to look away. When he finally did, it was at me. Our eyes locked. I knew he knew I'd seen him watching her. Did he know that I liked it? That I wanted to watch him do that some more? That I wanted him to do much more?
 

He just nodded. Nodded, turned and got back in the truck. 
 

We got back into the car and watched them drive away, the light inside the car changing to a dull blue from the thin sliver of moon overhead. My mind was a mess of questions, contradictions and a strange desire. What the hell had just happened? Why the hell was I so turned on at the thought of my wife with another man?
 

Her hand on my cock startled me and my head snapped to one side. She'd been watching me. Still smiling.
 

"What's this?" she asked, squeezing my half-stiff cock.
 

"What do you mean?" I wasn't a good liar to begin with. Even if I had been, there was no arguing with the hardness in my pants.
 

"I mean what's with the hard-on?" she asked, unabashed.
 

I looked at her, my eyes darting to hers, then the shape of her lips, then the smile tightening her cheeks. Did she know? Did she know what I'd been thinking?
 

"Did you see it?" The words were out before I could swallow them.
 

"See what?" she asked, her eyes narrowing with curiosity.
 

See what? I repeated the words in my mind, wondering what excuse I could come up with for why I'd said them. Did you see that...tree...the way it looks like a...balloon? Did you see that deer over there, jumping into the woods?
 

Did you see the way he was looking at you?
 





Chapter 5

 


"Did you see the way he was looking at you?" I blurted. I watched her, hoping to glean something from the way she reacted to what I'd said.
 

She leaned back a little. Her mouth opened wider. The smile was still there, being consumed by her surprise at what I'd said.
 

"Who are you talking about, Charlie?" 
 

The question implied  ignorance but her smile told a different story. It was a knowing smile, like she'd already put two and two together and was now just toying with me.
 

A cocktail of dopamine, endorphins and rigid lust warmed my insides. Like all good drinks, it made me throw caution to the wind.
 

"Jimmy. The guy on your side of the truck. Did you see the way he was looking at you?"
 

The smile came back. Wider now. A smile of...was it understanding?
 

"I guess you did," she replied, her fingers snaking once more in between my thighs. "Is there something I don't know about you, Charlie Sampson?" she mused.
 

I didn't know what to say. It seemed there was something I didn't know about myself. I looked down at the feeling of her fingers tugging at my buckle. When I looked back up into her eyes she was still smiling. Still staring.
 

She looked so appetizing, sitting sideways in the car seat. Her ass curving out, begging to be touched. I stared down at the cleft of her cleavage. I felt the urge to tear her shirt off and bury my face in those two soft mounds of flesh.
 

She must have seen me looking because she glanced down at herself. When she looked back up she was smiling, seemingly as pleased with the way she looked as I was.
 

"Do you like it when other men look at me Charlie?" she cooed. What was that note in her voice? A gentle, teasing sound but with desire ringing underneath.
 

I swallowed. She was looking at me intently. Her fingers had pried open my belt and I felt them on my pants now, twisting at the button the sliding my zipper down slowly..
 

"I..." I started, then lost my nerve.
 

As if on cue, as if she knew what I wanted to say, she started prodding me again. "Is that why your cock is hard Charlie? Is it because that big, brawny farm-hand couldn't stop staring at your wife?"
 

I sucked in air as her fingers touched my now rigid shaft. I looked down to see she'd pulled me out and was stroking my cock slowly. I felt myself flex at her words.
 

Big, brawny farm-hand.
 

She had seen him. She'd seen him looking. And unless I was completely crazy, she'd loved it.
 

"I guess that's a yes, again?"
 

I looked up to see her grinning as her fingers tightened around my hard cock. It was like being in a dream, one where my wife had somehow crawled inside my head and found a secret I hadn't even known myself. I shook off my final inhibition, swallowed again and whispered, "Yes."
 

The admission brought an even wider grin.
 

"What were you thinking about then, Charlie? Watching him watch me like that?"
 

I just shook my head, sinking deeper into the stupor of this fantasy that had come alive.
 

"Were you thinking of what he'd do to me if you weren't there, Charlie? Were you thinking of what him and that big friend of his would do to your wife if she were there all alone? Without you?"
 

With wide eyes and an open mouth, I nodded for her to go on. 
 

Watching my every reaction, her soft, silky stroked me lightly as she spoke.
 

"Because you know they probably wouldn't have been nearly as nice if it had just been me. I bet Jimmy wouldn't have just stared at me like that. A woman alone on a dark road? A truck pulls up, she jumps out waving to them for help. I bet Jimmy wouldn't have thought twice about bending me over the hood of this car. Hiking up my skirt. Peeling off my panties and shoving his big, thick farmer cock into my sopping cunt."
 

"Holy fuck..." I breathed, my voice a few notes higher than I'd expected.
 

My cock began to bounce in her hand. I was going to come.
 

She must have felt it too. She leaned in close. "Oh my, Charlie. You are into some dirty shit."
 

I was staring into her eyes, wondering what she'd say next.
 

"You know what?" she asked, her grip tightening around my rigid flesh. My cock spasmed in her fist.
 

I shook my head.
 

"I'd let him do it, too," she whispered, leaning close. "Hell, I'd reach back and spread myself open and let him ram that big thing into my pussy. I'd probably cry a little. But not because I didn't like it, Charlie. Because I bet he's hung like a fucking horse and my pussy's never been stretched that wide."
 

Still tugging me, she gave each pull a little twist at the head of my cock. The extra motion sent me over the edge.
 

The image of Jimmy jamming his cock into my wife as she cried on the hood of our car pushed me over. With a shout, I felt my seed pulsing through my shaft. I wanted to look down, stare at her hand around my cock. But I couldn't break her stare. Those eyes. Those sinful eyes.
 

She rubbed the rest of my orgasm slowly out of me. Until I was shaking and shuddering in the seat. I looked down finally to see her hand covered in cum. She brought it up to her mouth, staring at it, turning her hand this way and that so it didn't drip.
 

She smelled it on herself. My eyes widened, even more.
 

"Have you been eating a lot of pineapple Charlie?" she asked, matter-of-factly as could be. Without another word, she swallowed her entire index finger and all the jizz I'd left there with it. She pulled that finger slowly, so slowly, out of her mouth.
 

I'd just come but I felt my cock twitch again, just from watching her do that.
 

"Mmmmm..." she purred.
 

The sound of a truck rumbled up behind us. Headlights lit up the mirrors. I looked down to see white spots of cum already soaking into my dark pants.
 

"You better clean yourself up!" she sang. She leaned over, kissed me on the cheek, then pushed the door open and sprang out. "Hi!" I heard her shout to the tow truck driver behind us.
 

I fumbled with my cock, stuffing it back into my pants and trying to wipe away the stains of my own white seed. When I got out of the car, she was smiling, laughing with the burly tow truck driver. 
 

A rumble of exciting jealousy shook through me. This was a strange revelation and I wasn't sure what was happening to me.
 

A little more disconcerting was the fact that I had no idea what was happening to my wife.
 





Chapter 6

 


"Charlie, for fuck's sake, I left them right here!" Angie screamed at me pointing two fingers at the spot on the counter her car keys had allegedly been.
 

"I'm sorry I..." I started but she cut me short.
 

"Fuck it!" she snapped, with a palm up in the air, "I'm taking yours."
 

She ripped my keys from where they were hanging on the wall, scooped up her giant purse and started towards the door. The purse brushed a vase standing on the sideboard in the hall. I watched it fall, almost in slow motion like in the movies. Had I wanted to, I probably could have caught it.
 

"Fuck!!!" Angie screamed as the thing shattered behind her.
 

I sighed.
 

"Fuck, Charlie, I'm sorry...oh fuck, I'm sorry but I have to go. I have to go and open or we'll be late starting prep again." Her eyes were pleading.
 

"Go. I'll take care of it. Just go." I waved her out the door.
 

Her shoulders drooped a little. "Fuck, Charlie. I'm a bitch. Why do you put up with me? I'm a total fucking bitch."
 

I couldn't help but chuckle. Talk about hot and cold. "Just go. You can pay me back later." 
 

That seemed to cheer her up. "I will. I promise." She winked, then spun then sailed out the door. She gave it a good yank, sending it flying until it closed with a satisfying thud.
 

I took a deep breath. What could I do? I was just really into her.
 

We'd barely talked, the night before, about what had happened in the car. We'd left it at the mechanic's and taken a cab home. Not much you can say about that in a cab. By the time I got out of the shower, she was already asleep.
 

I would have brought it up over breakfast but for some reason the alarm didn't ring and when we woke up it was nine in the morning and she was already late.
 

I stood there wondering whether I should mop or sweep the glass up first. My thoughts sailed backwards, to the previous night.
 

What a strange thing to discover about myself, that I was turned on thinking about my wife with another man. What a stranger thing still for her to figure it out like that. 
 

It had been incredibly hot, what she'd done, what she'd said to me, but now for some reason I wanted to talk to her about it. I wanted to explain myself to her, that it was just a fantasy. Or maybe I just wanted to explain myself to myself.
 

A flicker of fear flashed through me. It was absurd but I caught it and held onto it.
 

My wife. My wife thought I liked it when other men paid attention to her. What if my wife thought that I wanted her to sleep with another man? 
 

My wife was going to work. Will was at work. Will was another man.
 

Okay, so maybe here I got a little confused, mixed things up a little. It hadn't been Angie who'd had that fantasy of seeing Will's hands on her. She had no idea about it. Suddenly, though, the thought that she knew about my kink made it seem infinitely more probable that she would take what she'd learned and run with it.
 

What if she were pulling into work just now? What if Will were waiting for her there?
 

"You'll never guess," she might just say, "what I found out about my husband last night. You'll never believe what he's into."
 

Will would get that overly confused, overly concerned look on his face. Or he might just bark, "Yes chef," like he always did. Who knew?
 

"He wants to see me fuck another man! Ha! Can you believe it!" Then her face would harden and she'd put that giant purse down and grab Will by the shirt and say, "Come on. Let's fuck."
 

And he would. I just knew he would. I just knew that at that moment Will was looking at her the same way that big farm-hand Jimmy had. I just knew that when I wasn't there Will's eyes were crawling all over her, undressing her and greedily imagining what it was to fuck a woman like his chef?
 

Yes that was preposterous. That something like that would actually happen in real life, that day, was absurd. But in the moment I could not stop thinking about it.
 

I stood there, water from the vase pooling around my feet, thinking how I would get to the restaurant and what excuse I would make for going there.
 

I backed up slowly, checking to see if there was glass anywhere around me. There wasn't. I caught a glance of myself in the mirror. My hair was standing on one side of my head and dark, prickly stubble had grown on my chin. I was kind of a mess. I wanted to move. Go fix myself up, clean up the mess. I could only think of one thing.
 

Vivid pictures of Angie's legs splayed open coursed through my mind, heating the blood in my veins and making my head spin. There was Will, standing above her with a smirk, finally about to show his chef who the real boss was.
 

Now he was pulling out his cock. It was thick and just as veiny as his hands. 
 

I could see Angie, staring at it, too. She was mesmerized, spreading her legs wider, begging for it to be inside her.
 

My lusty rage boiled over and I sprang to life.
 

I pulled open drawers, frantically searching for my wallet. When I couldn't find it, I raced upstairs and grabbed a wad of cash from the envelope in the dresser. 
 

I thundered back down the stairs, my hands gliding along the wall. I didn't know where my phone was, either. I started planning. Run out to Ninth Street, catch a cab. Tell him to take the tunnel because the bridge was always solid this time of day...
 

In between every motion, every step down the stairs, visions of their bodies entwined filled my mind not leaving room to think.
 

I caught another glimpse of myself in the mirror. Seeing myself dulled the angry tableau.
 

I shook my head. What the hell was I doing? What the hell was I thinking? Angeline was going to work. She wasn't going to fuck her sous-chef. She was going to work. I leaned back against the wall. In the rush to get her out the door I hadn't even had a coffee. 
 

Maybe I would start with that.
 





Chapter 7

 


She scared the shit out of me when she got home. It was late. I hadn't noticed how late because I'd been working, trying to catch up for the time I'd lost sleeping in that morning. I had my head phones on and she tapped me on the shoulder. I screamed. Hopefully not too much like a girl.
 

"Holy shit!" she yelled, jumping backwards and almost falling over.
 

My heart was pounding in my chest. I took the scene in. She was...overdressed somehow. And holding flowers. With one hand on my chest, I reached out to her with the other.
 

"I'm sorry. It's these new noise-cancelling headphones," I explained.
 

"It's okay," she laughed and waved it away. Her "s" sounded very sibilant. I stepped towards her, leaned in for a kiss. Was that whisky on her breath?
 

"What's up with the flowers?" I asked.
 

"They're for you," she explained.
 

"For me?"
 

"For you." She smiled and kissed my cheek. This was strange.
 

"For what?"
 

"For being a bitch."
 

"Um...thanks?"
 

"Oh shit," she giggled, putting a hand over her mouth. Yup. Definitely drunk. "I mean for me being a cunt. This morning. For you putting up with me being a cunt. Right? Is that right?"
 

Nervous energy sizzled through me. Why was she drunk? I didn't want to start a fight.
 

"Right. Or something. You been drinking?"
 

"Maybe a teeny bit." She put her thumb and finger together and squinted her eyes, trying to peer at me in between them.
 

I couldn't help the frown that crawled across my brow. "That's unusual."
 

She sighed, not noticing, or maybe ignoring the irritation in my voice. "Shit was crazy tonight. Will and I needed a stiff one after work. No big deal."
 

A surge of jealous electricity ran through me, tickling my toes. Calm down.
 

She threw her massive purse on the chair in the office, then set the flower down next to my keyboard on the desk and began peeling off her coat.
 

"I didn't know you guys were that buddy-buddy," I mused, hoping I didn't sound too worried.
 

If I did, she didn't notice. "Ah, you know. We have a drink every now and again. He's a real good kid."
 

So I gathered. From that thing she'd said about his hands.
 

She stopped, suddenly. Her coat half-on, half-off. She looked up at me and tilted her head to one side, smiling.
 

"Wait. Are you...jealous?" The corner of her lip turned up even more when she said that last word.
 

My stomach tightened into a knot. What to say? I guess I was.
 

"Nah," I lied, trying to wave the question away. I turned to take the flowers off of my desk.
 

"Wait," she said and I felt her hand on my wrist. I didn't want to look at her. It felt like she could read exactly what I was thinking. "You are, aren't you?"
 

When I did look at her, she was delighted that she'd guessed right."I'm not," I answered, trying not to sound cranky. "Did you drive?"
 

She shook her head. "No. Took a cab."
 

"So we've got no car?"
 

She shook her head and furrowed her brow, like she was annoyed at me asking. "We'll get it tomorrow. I want to hear more about this." She stepped closer, her arm wrapping around my waist.
 

"About what?" I knew I wasn't doing a good job of keeping the concern off my face.
 

"About this thing with Will. You're jealous, aren't you?"
 

The blood drained from my face and rushed to my cock. She was right and she knew it. I was jealous. She seemed to love it.
 

I stood there looking at her, my heart pounding inside my chest. Some primal switch tripped in the darkness of my mind. 
 

Had she done this on purpose, had drinks with him? Did she know that this is how I would react. Did this have something to do with last night?
 

I don't know what made me do what I did next. A thin haze of angry red clouded my vision. Through it, all I could see were his dark hands, gliding along her lily white curves, finding the places that made her moan.
 

I was angry but there was much more to it. All that jealous anger just made me want to fuck.
 

"So what if I am?" I growled.
 

She raised both eyebrows at the change in my demeanour.
 

"Charlie, relax," she soothed, "I was just playing. Like last night. Remember?"
 

Her eyes softened but her body was one big flirt. I felt played and not in a good way. I needed more control.
 

I grabbed her by the arm and spun her towards the desk. She gasped as I bent her down, but she didn't resist. With a hand on her back, I pressed my body against hers.
 

As soon as my rising cock pressed against the firm flesh of her ass, she looked back and smiled. That smile just made me more enraged.
 

Hooking a few fingers between the fabric of her underwear and her skin, I yanked them down. 
 

I breathed deeply at the pungent scent of her arousal. I looked down, my cock hardening fully at the sight of her creamy white ass.
 

Tearing at my belt, I let my pants fall to the floor, the buckle clattering. I twisted her arm behind her back. She moaned. Not an angry moan, though. Not like she was hurt. She wanted more.
 

She was trying to look back at me. Trying to see what I was going to do to her. Trying to see the look in my eyes. 
 

Taking myself in hand, I pressed the swollen head of my engorged cock to her soaked pussy lips and pushed myself inside.
 

"Ungh..." she grunted. Her ass came up. Her feet moved apart as she opened for me wider, letting me thrust myself inside.
 

I sank deep into that silky, sweating cunt. I looked down. What would Will's cock look like inside her instead of mine? The thought sent a hot bolt of angry lust through me. I started to fuck.
 

She lay there, pressed against the desk, grunting like a good and dirty whore. Once I found my rhythm, she began to moan. I felt her wet pussy tighten around me, the added friction making me plunge myself in even deeper. I felt a violent climax coming. I grabbed her by the hair.
 

I pulled her face came up off the desk as I rode. She didn't yell or cry or tell me to stop. She just smiled and took my rough fuck like a willing slut.
 

I wondered if that would that be how she'd take him? Would she let her big, black sous-chef fuck her like she was a slut? Had she? Had he fucked her just like this in the dark office behind the kitchen?
 

The thought made me lurch into her harder and she grunted as my hips slammed against the firm pillows of her ass, driving her against the table.
 

"Oh fuck," I groaned as I felt the seed pooling at the root of my shaft. I looked down to see the two mounds of her ass shaking from my violent love.
 

"Oh!" she moaned, trying to look back.
 

I don't know what possessed me. 
 

"Did you let Will fuck you just like this?" I growled through gritted teeth.
 

Her eyes went wide. I let go of her hair, letting her look back. 
 

Her mouth and eyes were open wide from what I'd said, but her body didn't lie. Her soaked pussy squeezed me tight.
 

"Is that what you want, Charlie?" she whispered, her body shaking under mine. "You want me to tell you that Will fucked me?"
 

Just hearing her say his name made me stiffen inside her. She felt it too. Her mouth curled back into a devious smile.
 

"Oh fuck, Charlie, his fucking cock was so big," she moaned. She bent her head down over the desk. I yanked her by the hair again. "He fucked into me so deep. Places you've never touched me before. He held me just like this and..."
 

Without thinking I smacked her ass. I felt the sting in my palm. She yelped and for a second I thought I'd gone too far.
 

When she got over the shock of what I'd done, she started smiling again.
 

"You're right Charlie, I've been a girl. I let another man fuck me. You're right to spank me..."
 

Still slamming into her from behind I sent my hand crashing against her ass again. 
 

This time she purred. I looked down to see her white ass cheeks beginning to glow a bright pink.
 

"He's not rough like you though. He fucked me real slow. I came so many times Charlie. What can't you make me come like that..."
 

The end of the word melted into a gasp and I felt more juices seeping from her, running down my balls. Her fingers clawed at the desk, her mouth opened in agony and she pushed herself towards me hard. As her sopping wet pussy spasmed around me, I grunted, satisfied that I'd made her come.
 

With her climax waning, she turned back towards me, back in character.
 

"He filled me up so good, Charlie. Can you feel all his hot cum around your cock? There was so much of it, can you feel it?"
 

I couldn't believe what I was hearing. It only made me fuck her harder, though. Each time she told me about him coming inside her it pushed me closer to the edge of my own orgasm. 
 

I closed my eyes and let myself revel in one last fantasy.
 

There he was. Towering above her. A big, black stud, stuffed deep into my wife. I could see his cock moving in and out of her, drenched in her excitement. It was a slow but noisy fuck, the sound of her juices slapping around the room as he speared her full of his meat.
 

Then he stopped. He held her in place. His ass tightened. I could see his balls between his legs. They were tightening. I watched as Will's dark shape stood over her, his vein buried deep inside, blasting see into my wife.
 

"Just like that Charlie," I heard her whisper through the dream. "He fucked it into me just like that..."
 

"Agh!" I cried as my own hot seed shot through my shaft and sprayed her walls with cum. "Fuck!" I groaned, my torso twisting sideways, almost unable to bear the pleasure that the orgasm brought. It held me like that in a state of heavenly tension as my cock throbbed deep inside her womb.
 

It released me and I let out another shout, my hips driving into her again, my body searching for the last remnants of pleasure I could find inside her flesh. When it was really over, I stood over her, panting and wondering what the hell I'd done.
 

When I finally pulled out, she didn't move for a while. I staggered back and watched my seed spill from her slit. A trickle ran down her leg. I imagined it was his.
 

When she turned to look at me I met her gaze. We stared at each other for a second. Then we both burst into laughter. When it died, she got up and pulled up her pants.
 

"Charlie?" she asked, her voice a little hoarse and raspy.
 

"Yes?" I sighed, doing up my belt.
 

"We should talk."
 

A fresh shot of adrenaline coursed through me.
 





Chapter 8

 


It was late. Almost three in the morning. She had to be up at eight. She didn't seem to care. I poured us both a whisky and we settled into the sofa. We sipped. She giggled. I smiled. It was a little weird.
 

"Okay," she said finally, "I guess I'll go first."
 

"Okay," I answered, glad it didn't have to be me.
 

"So is this actually a thing?"
 

"What do you mean, actually?"
 

"I mean do you really want to see me with another man."
 

Her words made a razor of jealousy run through me, one that even whisky couldn't dull.
 

"I...I don't know," I replied, trying to be honest.
 

She chortled a bit, almost blowing whisky through her nose. "Okay. It kind of seems like you really do. Am I reading that right?"
 

An exasperated sigh escaped me before I could grab it.
 

"Hey," she breathed, her voice suddenly warm and gentle. "I'm just kidding."
 

"I know. I know. Sorry."
 

"It's okay," she said, rubbing my arm.
 

I had to raise an eyebrow. This was really weird. "Are you okay?" I joked, pressing a hand to her forehead. She didn't smack it away. She didn't roll her eyes. She...smiled. She smiled an almost warm, almost gentle smile. "Seriously. Are you still drunk?"
 

"Nope. I just want to know what this is all about," she replied.
 

Taking another healthy swig, I set the glass down on the table beside the couch.
 

"You know, I don't really know myself. I just..." I scanned backwards, trying to find the source of all this madness. Ah, yes.
 

That kid has amazing hands.
 

"You remember that night you came home really pissed off?" I asked.
 

She tilted her head. "You mean yesterday?"
 

"No."
 

"The day before?"
 

"No."
 

She smiled and shook her head and shook her hands and whisky splashed onto my pants.
 

"Fuck!" she squealed, rubbing at them with her palm, soaking them. "Oh. Fuck. I should have..."
 

I started to laugh. I put a hand on hers, stopping her from getting up. "Don't worry about it. The night you came home with a headache."
 

"Oooooohhh, that night!" she said, nodding to let me know she understood.
 

"Yeah. That night. So, we had some fun sex that night,"
 

"We always do!" she chimed in with a wink.
 

"Yes. We always do. So that night, before you fell asleep, you said something."
 

"I did?"
 

"You did." I gazed into her eyes, searching for a glimmer of recognition there. Nothing.
 

"What was it?"
 

I steeled my nerves to spell it out. "You said Will had the most amazing hands."
 

She furrowed her brow, scanning back through time the same way I had. Her face softened at the memory. "I did," she whispered.
 

"You did."
 

"That's what did this?"
 

"I don't know, I just kind of got to thinking about it and it...made me...I don't know. God, I don't know what it made me."
 

"Jealous?" she offered.
 

"Jealous, yeah. But in a really weird sort of..." I trailed off. I wasn't great with stuff like this.
 

"...a weird sort of hot way?"
 

There was not a shred of laughter or judgment or shame in the way she said it. Like she just really wanted to know.
 

"Exactly. In a really weird sort of hot way."
 

"So...you've been thinking about it a lot?" she asked.
 

"I mean...that night with the guys...the farm guys. You remember what happened?"
 

"Yes I do," she purred, scratching at my shirt.
 

"And then...there was this," I gestured towards the last event.
 

She thought, for what seemed like a long time. I watched her eyes. "So do you actually want to do it?"
 

"Do it?"
 

"I mean, do you actually want to see me with another man?"
 

I sighed. Then I thought about it seriously, too. Everything seemed different after an orgasm than just before. "I don't know."
 

She nodded. "Okay. Just thought I'd ask."
 

This was a mysterious woman. This did not seem like the Angie that I knew. "Okay."
 

"Okay," she said with some finality. "I have to go to bed."
 

"Okay." 
 

She got up. The empty glass she'd put into her lap rolled onto the carpeted floor, leaving a tiny trickle of whisky in its wake.
 

"Fuck!" she shrieked in exaggerated exasperation.
 

"Don't worry about it."
 

She turned, smiled sheepishly, then sighed.
 

"Charlie, you're the fucking best."
 

"I love you too," I answered as she leaned in for a kiss.
 

I watched her ass as it swayed up the stairs. Then I sat there, wondering if I'd done things right.
 





Chapter 9

 


She'd forgotten, the night before, that it was Sunday. On Monday the restaurant was closed. It was a good thing because even though we owned two cars, we currently had none. After a slow breakfast, we packed into a cab and headed to the restaurant.
 

"Hey, let's go inside, I want to check receipts from last night."
 

"Okay," I said, figuring I could poke around in the computer and make sure nobody had cooked any books.
 

The place was dark and empty and quiet. It was a nice change from the way it was when I was normally there. Steam and heat and an angry tension as everyone slaved towards a second Michelin star. I plopped myself down in the office, listening to Angie humming in the kitchen.
 

A door opened somewhere. My ears perked up.
 

"Oh, shit!" I heard Will's voice bark.
 

"Hey Will!" came Angie's reply.
 

"Watchya doing here on your day off, girl?"
 

That got my attention. Girl? What happened to "Yes chef?"
 

Silence. I sat up in the chair, wondering if I just couldn't hear what she was saying.
 

"You know," came the answer after what seemed like too long a pause. "Just forgot it was our day off."
 

"Fuck, yeah!" Will snapped.
 

My mouth dropped open. Anger sizzled in my chest. Clearly there was something going on. Trying to ignore the throbbing pressure in my temple, I stood up as quietly as I could and tiptoed to the door.
 

It was already open a crack and I peered through, hoping they were in my line of sight. They were. There was Will, standing right next to her. His body language was all...wrong. The stiff posture, the hand-wringing, the cheesy grin were all gone. It was the first time I realized how much taller he was than her.
 

"What are you doing here?" Angie asked. My eye shifted towards her. There was something odd about her posture. Casual. Easy. None of the razor wire she normally shredded the kitchen with. What the fuck was going on?!?
 

"Checkin' the facebooks and whatnot. You know."
 

"What?" she asked, sounding confused.
 

"Just, you know, the online shit. You know."
 

Another pause.
 

"Will, are you fucking surfing porn on the office computer?" 
 

He stood there, his head rolling from side to side. Then his palms went up. "Shit..." he muttered.
 

"Gross."
 

Gross. That's all she said. She didn't tear him a new ass hole, which she should have. Which the Angie I knew would have. She didn't hurl profanities. She just said "gross," and turned back to the cash.
 

An anger seized me. Who the fuck were these people and why were they so different from the ones I thought I knew? Was she hiding something from me? Was she...I could barely finish the thought. The bottom dropped out of my stomach. Was she sleeping with him?
 

Why was all the excitement gone, now that it seemed like the answer might be "yes?" Why could I only feel rage now in place of all that lust? I looked through the crack between the door and the frame again. What I saw took my breath away.
 

He was standing over her, her back turned to him. He leaned close. My eyes shot wide. Was he...? Was he going to fucking kiss her?!?
 

My body tensed, ready to explode through the door, ready for a fight. Something held me back.
 

"Hey baby doll," he murmured, just loud enough for me to hear. "It was good times the other night."
 

My hands were shaking. My whole body hummed with loathing. My wife was cheating on me with this man. I knew it.
 

"Yeah, yeah," she waved him away but I saw the smile that crept across her lips. A smile at the memory of his cock stuffed into her cheating whore cunt.
 

I took a breath, hoping that the crimson haze would lift long enough for me to make it through the door without attacking Will. I pushed open the door of the office and stormed out.
 

His whole face changed as soon as he saw me. The white's of his eyes got bigger. His mouth popped open. The look of a lover, discovered by a cuck.
 

"M-M-Mr. Sampson," he stammered.
 

I shot daggers at Angie. She seemed just as shocked. Like she hadn't remembered I was there?
 

I stopped in front of them and stared him straight in the eyes. "I told you not to fucking call me that, William." I turned to Angie. "Keys."
 

She swallowed. A hand shot into her pocket, fumbling until she pulled out the ring of keys. I grabbed it from her and without another word, tore out of there, into the parking lot and towards our car.
 

My hands were shaking so badly I could barely push the key into the slot. Her voice made me spin around. I tried to quell my rising rage.
 

"Charlie." She was standing right behind me, her arms folded across her chest. Was that smugness on her face? Was she fucking with me? Or was she just a lying bitch?
 

"What?!?" I snarled.
 

"We need to talk."
 





Chapter 10

 


"Yeah, I guess we should," I snapped. "Get in." I jerked a thumb towards the car. I'd never felt so...humiliated. So betrayed.
 

"No." It was a simple response. One that only amplified my anger.
 

"What do you mean no?!?" I roared.
 

"I mean you're not driving anywhere like that."
 

I looked down at my hands. They were still shaking. Maybe she had a point.
 

"What the fuck is going on Angeline?" I growled, trying to steady my nerves.
 

"Not what you think."
 

It was like someone letting all the hot air out of a balloon at once. My anger deflated. My shoulders sagged. I started to see straight again. I started to feel like a fool.
 

"What was that in there?" I asked, trying unsuccessfully to prop up my rage.
 

"Let's go back inside?" 
 

She looked around. I followed her eyes. People were starting to stare.
 

"I'm not going back in there with him." I had to put my foot down somewhere.
 

"He's gone." She turned around and walked quickly towards the restaurant. I followed her inside.
 

She was waiting just inside the door, sitting at a table. She'd taken down a second chair. I sat next to her. I could barely look at her.
 

"Look, I shouldn't have done that," she began.
 

"Shouldn't have done what?" I was starting to think I was going crazy.
 

"I shouldn't have let him talk to me like that."
 

Maybe she was trying to drive me crazy. "He talks to you like that?!? When I'm not around?!?"
 

She took a breath. "Look, I should have told you about it a long time ago. It just never came up. Or I never brought it up. I should have."
 

"For fuck's sake Angie, brought what up?!?" I screamed. "What is going on?!?"
 

She shook her head. "Nothing, Charlie. Nothing is going on."
 

"What about him leaning over you and asking you about the other night?" I'd managed to work myself back up into a reasonably angry froth.
 

"He was just joking around. He was just being a man. Will and I hang out. We're friends. He was talking about drinks."
 

"Drinks?" I asked, my fury fading again.
 

"Drinks. He...I don't know, he pretends...oh fuck, this is going to sound stupid and come out all wrong. Just as a joke, he kind of pretends we're hooking up or whatever. I thought...I don't know, I knew you'd be watching. I thought I'd just let him do it and not tell him you were there. I thought you'd like it."
 

I thought you'd like it.
 

I felt my chest cave. It was hard to find any words to say.
 

"You're friends."
 

"Just friends," she reassured. "I can't have him talking to me like that in front of the staff. So whenever it's on hours, he does the whole 'yes chef' thing. To keep things professional."
 

Of course they were friends. They spent more time together than we did most days. I looked at her. This was Angie. My Angie. She'd never done anything that would make me think she was cheating.
 

"Charlie, did you really believe that I'd do something like that? That I'd cheat on you?"
 

Why? Why would I think that? She'd never done anything to give me that impression. The only evidence I had was my paranoia and my newly found, twisted desire of seeing her with someone else. I looked down at the ground, embarrassed at my overreaction. We sat there like that for a while.
 

"Look, I'm just going to get a few more things then I'll be right out," she said, finally, putting a hand on my knee.
 

"I'll just wait in the car," I pouted, still finding it hard to look right at her.
 

"Okay."
 

I got up and shuffled out the door.
 

It started raining as I sat in the car. A fine mist blurred the view out the windshield and I was left staring at blurry outlines of buildings and telephone poles.
 

I felt like an ass. I started to try and collect my thoughts.
 

What was it that had made me react the way I had? I'd had the fantasy myself, why would it be different in real life?
 

I sat there, picking at the idea, rolling it around in my mind, trying to figure out what had caused the reaction. By the time she came out and got in the car, I'd managed to piece together an explanation.
 

"Angie," I said, putting a hand on her knee. She smiled. "I'm sorry."
 

"It's okay. I'm sorry too. I guess...I guess I just misunderstood."
 

"No, I want to explain. It was an overreaction. I guess it was just the thought that you'd done something on your own. That you'd betrayed me, cheated on me. That hurt. It's different than if this were our thing. If we did it together."
 

She nodded at the explanation but her stare seemed vacant. Like she didn't have the energy to understand. I thought of explaining it again but it felt like I'd done enough damage for one morning. I started the car and drove us home.
 





Chapter 11

 


I usually spent Tuesday's driving around to clients' offices but I didn't feel like seeing anyone the next day. We hadn't had sex the day before, which was unusual because we always had sex on Monday afternoons. She didn't seem like she was into it though and I didn't feel like pushing the issue. That made me kind of pout for the rest of the day and into the evening. She hated that, I knew she did but I couldn't stop myself. Sometimes I just loved to revel in my own misery.
 

That mood had stayed with me through the night and into Tuesday. I didn't even get up with her, just waited for her to leave then started calling clients. I told them I was sick and that I'd see them the next day. 
 

I even lied to myself, telling myself I'd get more work done at home, but I knew that wasn't true. I knew exactly why I wanted to sit in a dark room in my pyjamas. I needed to pick at what had happened the day before some more. I'd more or less figured out why thinking about her with another man was hot and why watching what she'd let me see with Will the day before wasn't. The answer was control.
 

The thought of her cheating on me left a painful hollowness in my chest, but the thought of her crawling into be with another man while I watched, a man I'd wanted her to fuck filled me with a burning lust.
 

So I sat in the darkness of the office. My mind drifted from one fantasy to the other. From the farm-hands who'd tried to help us back to the silence in the restaurant kitchen and watching Will looming over her.
 

That led to  wondering what she was doing at work. Wondering whether her and Will were laughing about what had happened the day before. About what I'd done.
 

Pretty soon my thoughts drifted from the reality of that to the fantasy of what might be and I felt myself getting stiff.
 

Was he leaning over her again? Was his body close to hers? Did it ever get close? If they were such good friends was it really possible that nothing had ever happened between them? How could it be that they'd never entertained the idea of just a kiss on those drunken evenings?
 

Angie was a hot little number and Will was a fine stud of a man. Could it really be true that never in the late evenings, after they'd slaved in the hot kitchen together all day, never did they realize they were two attractive people? Friends who could have a little something on the side?
 

That was a torturous thought. I trusted Angie completely but now that I'd contemplated the possibility of it, I couldn't let it go.
 

I spent the day trying to work but mostly thinking about all that. By the time Angie was supposed to come home, I'd worked myself up into quite a state. As soon as midnight rolled around, time seemed to slow to a crawl.
 

With each passing minute I wondered where she might be. Was she still at work? The restaurant closed at eleven on weeknights, why wasn't she home yet? Visions of her laughing with Will over drinks started swimming through my mind. I could almost hear them. An ugly jealousy began to rise inside me. It still made me hard. I still wanted her to come home so I could fuck.
 

When the door finally opened downstairs I was seething. I walked down the stairs slowly. I tried my best to smile.
 

Angie had been drinking again. She stumbled a bit trying to take off her shoes, her hand sliding along the wall. She managed to steady herself just as she looked up and saw me.
 

"Ah! Fuck Charlie!" she shrieked. "You scared the fuck out of me!"
 

I tried to force a grin, by way of apology. It didn't reach my eyes. "Where were you?"
 

"Oh my God, you are not going to believe this!" she said, throwing her massive purse onto the ground and falling towards me. I caught her. The faint scent of whisky wafted towards me.
 

"Believe what?" I asked.
 

"There's an investor," she said, beaming with pride. "They want me to open a franchise in New York!" She squealed the last two words and pressed her cheek against my chest.
 

All the anger I'd felt at her lateness turned inside out into a prickly irritation at myself. It dawned on me that I'd just talked myself into believing she was doing something other than what she was.
 

"Angie," I sighed in relief, "that's amazing!" I hugged her tightly and cursed myself inside. 
 

"I'm glad you're happy," Angie said, looking up at me. Her eyes were a little glassy. "I kind of thought you'd be mad that I was out late. Sorry I didn't text."
 

I had two different reactions ready. I made a choice.
 

"You know, I was a little."
 

"You were?" She seemed disappointed.
 

"I was. I'm not anymore, though. I kind of sat around being a crazy person today."
 

"You did?"
 

"I did."
 

"What were you crazy about?"
 

"You," I laughed. It felt good when she laughed too. A drunken, bubbly laugh.
 

"Why were you crazy about me?" she asked, snaking a finger down the front of my shirt.
 

My cock stiffened. I wanted her, but I wanted to explain things first.
 

"Can you stand another drink?"
 

She smiled. "Sure."
 

I poured a couple whisky's and we sat down on the couch.
 

"First of all, I'm sorry again," I began.
 

"For what?"
 

"For acting the way I did yesterday."
 

She waved and looked away.
 

"No, really. That was stupid. I know you better than that. I trust you more than that."
 

Her eyes got a little sappy and she leaned towards me with a hug.
 

"I have a question for you."
 

She looked up. "Shoot."
 

"Have you ever thought about Will? As more than just a friend?"
 

She sighed, shook her head and rolled her eyes, exasperated. It kind of made me feel better, that I had my Angie back again. "Charlie I thought you were over this..."
 

She was scowling now and I scrambled to explain.
 

"I'm not being jealous, Angie, I promise. I mean, when you've been hanging out, have you ever entertained any thoughts of...what it would be like with him?"
 

The scowl eased. She looked away.
 

I wondered if she was trying to remember if she had, or deciding whether she should tell me. When she finally looked back, she didn't seem certain. She looked at me for a few more seconds before raising an eyebrow.
 

"Who wants to know? Crazy Charlie or Sexy Charlie?" she sounded cautious but not completely put off.
 

That was better. Much better. I set my glass down and took hers, too. Just in case. Leaning in, I pressed my lips against the soft skin of her neck. "I'm kind of trying to make those two the same guy."
 

She pushed me off of her and looked deep into my eyes. "Really?" she whispered.
 

I won't say her excitement didn't knock me off balance for a moment. It might have meant she had thought of Will as more than just a friend. Or maybe she'd wanted to. It didn't matter. What mattered was what was happening right now. What mattered was that this was us.
 

"Really," I answered, pressing towards her again. My cock started to stiffen at the thought that she might have had thoughts like that about Will. That she might have had thoughts like that about Will before I'd prompted them. There was something incredibly arousing about thinking of her sexuality outside the boundaries of our marriage.
 

She moved away from me this time, when I wouldn't let her push me off. She sank deeper onto the couch.
 

"Charlie, are you serious? Are you really asking me this?"
 

She was serious. But she seemed worried. I guess I couldn't blame her. I'd been a little crazy.
 

"I'm really asking you this," I answered, my fingers already tugging at the elastic of her pants.
 

She opened her eyes a little wider. It seemed like what I'd said had cut through her drunken haze. Her senses seemed sharpened, ready.
 

"You're not gonna go all crazy?" she asked, dead serious.
 

"Oh I promise I'm going to go crazy. But the good kind," I said with a smile.
 

That made her smile. I pulled her pants off slowly, exposing the soft patch of hair just above her cunt. It was already a little damp.
 

I could tell she was watching me. She was watching my face, worried maybe. Trying to find the truth. I pulled her pants all the way down and over her feet. The sight of her fleshy thighs made my cock jump. I needed to taste her again.
 

"Okay Charlie," she said, her voice suddenly changed. "I'll try this one more time. But if you do go crazy on me, I promise you I'm not going there again."
 

I put three fingers in the air. "Scouts honor."
 

She cracked a smile. "Okay. It's your last chance," she said, pointing a finger at me.
 

Unable to resist the sight of her creamy, shapely legs any longer, I pushed them apart and sank down towards the pungent heat coming off her pussy. As soon as my lips touched her pussy, she gasped.
 

"Oh Charlie!" she moaned as I pushed her apart with my tongue. Her hot labia were sticky with her juices. The fact that my question about Will had turned her on so quickly and so intensely made me harden completely. I reached a hand down and started unbuckling my belt.
 

Her legs came up and off the couch, her soft thighs sweeping across my cheek. I hooked my hands around her legs and buried myself even deeper in her pussy with my tongue. She started bucking, her legs opening as much as the could, letting me in deep.
 

She tasted different inside. The sweetness that had collected at the edge of her cunt disappeared the deeper I pushed my tongue. She moaned again and pressed her hands against the back of my head.
 

I wondered if he'd do this to her, if Will would. I wondered if he'd get down between her legs and eat her pussy like this. The thought of it made my cock jump and I couldn't take it anymore. I needed the inside of her around me.
 

I crawled up between her legs, kissing and licking her body as I went up. I paused at her round breasts, teasing the nipples hard with my teeth, enjoying the feeling of the bumpy flesh with my tongue.
 

My need was pulsing and my cock wouldn't let me linger long. Soon I was pressed in between her wide open thighs, staring into her eyes as I guided the head of my cock towards her soaked hole. I felt my hips pressing towards her, as soon as the my cock felt her wetness.
 

When I looked up, she was staring down between her legs, watching me enter her.
 

"Have you thought about him like this? Have you thought about him fucking your pussy like this?"
 

She looked up. She looked a little tormented, like she wasn't sure if this was a game she wanted to play. I was sure, though. I wanted much more.
 

Biting her lip, she glanced down at my cock again before looking back at me. She opened her mouth, nodded and whispered "Yes."
 

The though of it, the thought of my Angie drinking in the darkened kitchen of that restaurant with the muscled Will made me a little crazy. I saw her there suddenly, with him. They were laughing, drinks in hand. I wondered what moments they'd shared. I wondered if he'd ever leaned in for a kiss, or if she had. That thought gave me an urgent, jealous buzz.
 

"Did he ever kiss you?" I asked, barely able to resist driving myself inside her.
 

She looked away sending a fresh hum of nervous energy racing through my nerves. I was almost disappointed when she shook her head, but I knew there must be something there.
 

"Did he ever try?" 
 

She nodded right away and it was too much for me to take. Finally letting the ache inside me take over, I released the muscles that had been holding me above her and drove myself inside.
 

The anticipation had done something to her too. Her hands were on my ass right away, begging me to drill deeper inside her core. Her hips started bucking up, our middles smashing together as we both began to drown in the sudden, urgent need for sex.
 

Her soaked pussy began to squeeze my stiff shaft right away. I couldn't resist ramming my cock as deep into her as I could. It was a strange mix of jealousy and relief at hearing what she'd said about Will.
 

Will. Friendly Will. He would probably have fucked her in a second if he could. If she'd let him.
 

I looked back. Her dainty foot was bouncing up and down, in time with my furious thrusts. If it were him pressed inside her like this, he'd have this view. Or maybe he already had? The thought made me fuck her even harder.
 

"Oh fuck, yes, Charlie!" she moaned as she dug her fingers into my ass. She didn't have long nails but they were sharp and they dug into my flesh like spurs into a horse, urging me on with pain.
 

"You ever thought about him fucking you like this, you little slut?" I growled, grabbing her by the chin.
 

"Oh fuck yes!" she moaned, "I want him to fuck me just like this!"
 

Her eyes were closed. Somehow I could tell she was thinking about him. I could tell she was thinking about Will inside her, the way I was now. My cock grew inside her, cum moving from my balls.
 

I started fucking her harder, our bodies sinking deep into the soft couch. She opened her eyes as I did. We stared at each other like that in some kind of silent understanding.
 

"That's it baby," she cooed as I rode her. Her back was arching, her body curling towards climax. "You think of that thick black cock pushing into me. Think of him dumping his hot load into my cunt," she whispered.
 

My eyes went wide at her vulgarity. The image of Will's cock filling her with hot cum shot through my mind. I felt my load shoot into her hot core.
 

"Oh fuck yes Charlie!" she moaned as my cock flexed inside her. I felt the heat of my own liquid seeping from her as her pussy tightened around me. She dug her nails into my back. I fucked her harder, stretching my own orgasm out.
 

I fell on top of her, a sweaty, panting mess and we both lay there on the couch.
 

Finally, I felt her pushing me up. I lifted myself off of her and stood up.
 

"Charlie. That was a dirty little fuck," she purred, smiling. "You okay?"
 

I nodded. "Better than okay."
 

She smirked a happy smirk. "Good. I've gotta go shower."
 

I watched her ass sway up the stairs.
 

Something clicked in that moment. I decided I was not going to be the guy I'd almost become. I was not going to be the jealous guy who stayed up late, wondering if his wife was going to cheat on him that day. I wanted to be the opposite of that guy.
 

I knew I had to trust her. I also knew I had to take control.
 





Chapter 12

 


When he saw me walk through the door of the coffee shop, Will jumped up and smoothed down his pants. When I got to the table he reached out a hand, like he was meeting an investor at a business meeting.
 

I just shook my head and chuckled. "Sit down, Will."
 

He did, keeping his eyes on me, like I might attack at any moment. The waitress came over and I asked for a coffee. Once she'd left, I turned my attention back to Will.
 

"Listen Will, first off I want to say I'm sorry."
 

He grew very puzzled. "Sorry for what, Mr...Charlie?"
 

"Sorry for how I acted the other day, at the restaurant."
 

"Aw, hell no, that's me that should be sorry." He shook his palms at me. "It ain't right for a man to see that. Shit, it ain't right for a man to have another guy talk to his wife like that whether he sees it or not. I'm the one that should be..."
 

"Will," I interrupted, putting a hand up, "relax and hear me out." 
 

He took a breath and leaned against the back of his chair, trying to be chill.
 

"I got a little crazy about things, that was my bad. Maybe you're right, maybe you shouldn't have been talking to my wife that way, but..."
 

He sat up and interrupted. "That's what I'm saying. It was my bad. It was just a joke though, Charlie. We were just having some fun. I didn't mean nothing by it. I'll make it up to you. You just tell me how."
 

I leaned back and couldn't help a smile. I hadn't expected it to be this easy.
 

The waitress came over and set a steaming mug of coffee in front of me. "Anything else hun?" she asked.
 

"I'm fine for now."
 

She gave me a wink and walked off. She wasn't bad looking. Her ass reminded me of Angie's. When I turned back to Will, he'd been looking at it, too.
 

"You like that?" I asked.
 

He smirked, a little awkward. "Hell yeah, why not?"
 

"Kinda reminds me of Angie's. Don't you think?" I asked, leaning in so the whole restaurant wouldn't hear.
 

He got pretty serious. I could tell he had no idea what I meant. I let him suffer for a few seconds. I figured he deserved it, if only a little for being so forward with my wife.
 

"Don't you think?" I asked again. I could tell he was getting nervous, like an animal deciding whether to run or fight. "I'm just joking, Will. Just having some fun."
 

He breathed another smirk, still looking pretty awkward. It was time, otherwise I'd turn him off completely.
 

"You want to help me out? You want to make it up to me?"
 

He seemed relieved that I'd let the previous question go. "Yes. Absolutely." He knocked on the table with his knuckles.
 

"Good," I answered. "Will, I want you to fuck my wife."
 

It felt a little bit unfair. Angie was his boss, after all. I knew he wouldn't have met with me, had that not been the case. I knew he wanted to make good on what had happened. I also knew what I'd just said had probably confused the hell out of him. A part of me wanted to let him figure out on his own, how to respond. That might not get me what I really wanted, though.
 

"Sounds a little fucked, huh?" I asked. The sudden profanity seemed to put him a little more at ease. 
 

He shrugged his shoulders, furrowed his brow and shook his head gently from side to side at the question.
 

We sat there like that for what seemed like much longer than it probably was. After a while, when he'd said nothing, I couldn't take the silence anymore.
 

"Okay. If you're not into it, it's totally cool." I pushed my coffee away and reached for my jacket.
 

"Hey, hey, hold on, hold on a second!" he said, reaching a hand across the table and pressing my arm down so I didn't get up.
 

I turned back to him and smiled.
 

He shook his head again. "The fuck?" he whispered.
 

I laughed. "Yeah, it's a little fucked, I guess," I said, still chuckling. That seemed to shake him awake.
 

"Alright Charlie, I'm gonna be straight up with you. I've done this kind of shit before."
 

It was my turn to be surprised. "Say what?"
 

He looked around, making sure no one could hear. "Look, it's kind of a thing. Some guys are into it. More guys than you think."
 

"Okay...what do you mean you've done this before?" I asked, my blood starting to boil."
 

"Wow! Shit, not with Angie. I mean with other couples that are into it."
 

I heaved a sigh.
 

"You...fuck other guys wives?"
 

"Wives. Girlfriends. Whatever. Some guys just get off on seeing a brother...you know..."
 

"Wow," I whispered. "I guess I never would have thought that..."
 

"The trouble with this, Charlie, is Angie...Angie's my fucking boss, man."
 

That one was harder. I'd thought about it though. "You like her, don't you Will? I mean, she's a good looking woman, right?"
 

He shrugged and put his palms up again, sheepish.
 

"It's okay. You can say it. I asked, remember?"
 

"Well, then yeah."
 

I leaned in close again. "I bet you've thought of pushing your cock into that tight little cunt."
 

He smirked and shook his head. "You're a man, Charlie. You know that guys that are into women are all looking at your wife like that, right? She's fine."
 

For some reason I hadn't really thought about it until he'd brought it up. The thought made me hard.
 

"I have Will," I confessed. "I've thought of you fucking her. And it makes me hot as hell." I let him think on that for a second.
 

"Alright," he said, leaning close after thinking about it for a moment. "That's fine Charlie. But what the fuck does Angie think?"
 

"That's the thing, she's totally into it." I was getting more excited at him buying in.
 

"She know about is then? You asking me this shit?" he asked.
 

I leaned back in my chair and took a sip of my coffee. Putting the mug down, I answered, "not yet."
 

Will rolled his eyes. "Oh shit."
 





Chapter 13

 


"Oh my fuck that was an annoying day!" Angie gasped, her shoulders heaving dramatically in despair. She threw her huge purse on the ground and it landed with a thud. She kicked off her shoes, not bothering to aim for the shoe tray. "Do we have anything to drink?"
 

I let out a chuckle, sitting on the stairs, watching her performance.
 

"What?" she snapped, scowling at me.
 

"Nothing. You're just cute."
 

She rolled her eyes and shook her head. Storming past me, she went into the kitchen. I heard the freezer door open, then I heard her rummaging for ice.
 

"Fuck! We're out of ice!" she croaked. "Do we have any whisky?"
 

I walked into the living room, picked up the two drinks I'd made and walked into the kitchen with them. I stood in the doorway until she noticed me.
 

"Oh!" she chirped, her bad mood lifting at the sight of them. She grabbed one of the drinks I was holding, clinked her glass loudly against mine and took a healthy swig. I watched her body relaxing as the liquid worked its magic.
 

"Couch? Massage?" I asked.
 

She tilted her head and cracked a wide smile. "Why, yes!"
 

Once we were settled, I took her feet in my hands, peeled off her socks and started pressing each toe between a finger and thumb. Once I'd counted through all of them, I began to work my thumb into the arch of her foot. She moaned and sank back into the couch.
 

"Another long day, huh?" I asked.
 

"Holy shit, was it ever." Some of the tension had left her voice. "It was Will's day off. It is just not the fucking same without him there."
 

"I bet," I replied. My insides tightened a little at what I was about to say. For a moment, I had a second thought. There was still time to turn back. Still time to change my mind. An image of what she'd look like, pressed beneath him sprang to mind. I knew what I had to do.
 

"So listen," I began, gathering some more courage from inside the glass.
 

She sat up higher. "You got me a puppy?" Her eyes were shining with mischief. I hoped they would be still, after I'd told her what I had to say.
 

"No..."
 

"We're going on vacation!?!"
 

"Not quite..."
 

"Hmmm..." she furrowed her brow and put a finger to her lips. "You want to have a baby?"
 

That one threw me for a loop. I must have looked more distracted than I felt.
 

"Oh shit," she cried, setting down her drink and throwing her arms around my neck, "I'm sorry! I was just joking!"
 

My heart started pounding. I hadn't expected her to be this playful. I shook off the shock of what she'd said, set down my own drink and pushed her away.
 

"Don't kill me, okay?"
 

Her expression clouded a little at hearing that. "Charlie? What did you do?"
 

I took a deep breath. "I told Will I wanted to see him fuck you."
 

I don't think I'd ever heard it that quiet in that living room before. Her eyes darted back and forth between mine, like one might reveal more than the other. I was pretty relieved when a smile slid across her lips, as small as it might have been.
 

"You're joking." It wasn't a question. That was just Angie. She thought if she made a statement like that, it had a better chance of being true.
 

"No."
 

The smile left. Not just her lips but her eyes, too.
 

"Charlie. You did not."
 

I felt a smile tickling the corner of my mouth. She was getting pissed.
 

Normally that would have had me quite concerned. Normally that would have had me scrambling to think of what to do. I let the smile crack on my lips.
 

"Charlie. What in the fuck did you do that for?" There was a tremble in her voice now.
 

"We talked about it, remember?"
 

"Talked about it? We fucking had a little fantasy about it that we fucked to. We didn't fucking talk about it Charlie!" She waved her arms, sending the half-full glass of whisky flying across the room and smashing against the wall. "At no point did we talk about you telling fucking Charlie about any of this!!!"
 

She was shrieking now and her eyes were wide and it was now or never.
 

I leaned towards her, pressed my lips against her open mouth, holding her against the couch. I felt her hands on my chest, pushing back. I slid a hand under the tights she was wearing and slid it in between her legs. Her pussy was soaked.
 

As soon as she felt my fingers in between the wet, messy lips of her cunt, she stopped fighting. Her legs spread open for me and her hips came up, willing my hand into her further.
 

I obliged. I pushed two fingers into her sopping slit, found her hole and slipped them inside. They went in easily, wet as she was. I hooked them up and touched a spot I knew she loved.
 

She moaned again, the sound of it echoing in my mouth. Now no matter what she said, I knew the truth. I took my fingers out of her and watched her face melt into anguish.
 

"Taste it," I whispered. "Taste it how fucking wet you are for him." 
 

She opened her mouth and let her tongue hang out, desperate to do as she was told. I let my fingers settle on her tongue and watched her suck her own juices off of them. When she'd finished licking herself clean she looked up at me. Like she wanted more.
 

I put my hand back down onto her tights and yanked them off her legs. Unbuttoning her tunic, I pulled her up, tugged it off, then I yanked the shirt underneath over her head. Her nipples were already hard. Leaning back down, I tasted both of them before making her sit on the couch. Kneeling next to her, I forced my fingers back into her cunt.
 

Her back rose off the couch as soon as I curled my fingers up and touched the top of her insides. I knew we were going to make a mess but I didn't care. I wanted her ready for what I'd prepared. With my fingers still curled inside her, I started fucking her with my hand.
 

She moaned and arched even higher up off the couch. I'd only done this a handful of times but every time it had made her come faster than the time before. By the way she was squeezing me with her cunt, I could tell she was getting ready to come.
 

She squealed as I felt juices spill from her pussy onto my hand. I started fucking her harder. I pressed against her pelvis with my other hand, pushing her back down onto the couch. That brought her legs up, swaying on either side of her. I let one of them rest on my shoulder, watched her little white toes squirming against the pleasure building inside of her.
 

"Oh...oh...oh!" she squealed, each note louder than the next. I jammed a third finger inside her and started pumping my hand into her even harder. "Fuck, fuck, fuck!" She cried the three words right before I felt the final pressure in her cunt. I felt her liquids slam into my hand. Then I felt her bear down. I pulled myself out.
 

Her eyes popped open as a torrent of clear liquid shot from her pussy, followed by another. Her body was bouncing on the couch and she reached a hand between her legs, her face desperate, found her clit and started to rub. 
 

I sat back and watched her orgasm squirt from inside her and all over the coffee table, dripping down onto the carpet. She managed to rub more pleasure out of her clit but as soon as juice stopped spurting from her middle, she collapsed, exhausted on the couch.
 

I looked down at my shirt. She'd come on me a little bit, but I didn't care. This was it. I stood up, walked across the room to the armchair and sat down in it.
 

She looked at me, panting and puzzled. 
 

I looked toward the hallway. She peered into the shadows. Will stepped into the room.
 





Chapter 14

 


There was a moment of terse silence as all three of us contemplated how to react. I was by this point sure of myself, sure of what I wanted. The unknown's were Will, but mostly Angie. I watched her intently, willing her to just give in to the situation. There was always the chance that she would freak out.
 

Will glanced at me and I nodded. I was still sure this was exactly what I wanted. I just needed Angie to know it was what she wanted, too. He didn't wait. As soon as I gave him the go ahead, he pulled off his shirt.
 

I saw Angie suck in a breath at the sight of those chiselled, black muscles being revealed. Her eyes wandered up and down his torso. I wondered how many times she'd dreamed of seeing him like that, how many times she'd fantasized that a moment like this would come. Had she ever done it with me inside her? The thought made me hard and I tugged at my buckle and took myself out.
 

He didn't waste any time with the rest of his clothes. By the time I had my cock in hand, his pants were already off and he was walking over to her. From where I was sitting, I had the perfect view. A slight angle so I could see from the back or from the side.
 

He didn't say anything at all. He just took her hand and pulled her up off the couch until she was on her knees. As if it were the most natural thing in the world, he offered her his cock.
 

She shot a shocked looked towards me. I wasn't sure what she was expecting to see. What she did see was me staring at the two of them, stiff cock in hand. I watched her chest heave, her body reacting to the sight. She looked back at Will and the meat he was giving her. Slowly, she put her palm on it, then wrapped her fingers around its thickness as best she could. 
 

He lurched a little at her touch, but not much. Not enough to get hard. I could tell she wasn't the kind of girl he was used to.
 

"Come on baby, suck it!" Will dove in. For a moment I thought she was going to crush his balls. I thought I'd sent the poor man to his death.
 

She held him like that, glaring up at him, bristling. Then her body seemed to sink into the occasion. She looked down and twisted her wrist, just enough to put the tip of his cock up to her mouth.
 

A surge of heat rushed through me. I'd never seen anything so potent in all my life. My little, white firebrand of a boss on her knees in front of her big, black sous-chef, getting ready to take him in her mouth.
 

I can't say I wasn't a little conflicted over what was happening. It seemed like this might change everything. Between us. Between her and Will. It seemed like the time to put a stop to it had come and gone, though.
 

She pushed out her soft, pink tongue. I could see the glimmer of moisture on it. Will was looking down his cut, dark  torso at her. She opened her mouth a little wider and let him slide inside.
 

I started stroking my own cock. I had to be careful, though. It felt like I might come just watching them and I wanted a piece of her for myself.
 

Will didn't waste any time getting into it. As soon as she had him in her mouth his hands drifted down to her cheeks. He was a young stud and he knew what he wanted. He wasn't afraid to just go ahead and take it, even if it was from his boss.
 

She looked up at him as he held her in place and pushed his growing cock a little deeper into her mouth. I hadn't seen that expression before on her. Like she was challenging him. Like she was saying "that all you got?"
 

I was completely hard now and I stopped rubbing myself for a moment, just in case things got out of hand and I couldn't stop.
 

He let her off his cock. It was stiff already. It was thick and probably a good eight inches long but it was hard to tell because it kind of swept up in a curve.
 

She had to stretch her whole body so she could reach it with her mouth. She looked amazing when she did that. Her ass made a nice round shelf behind her and her tits a nice one in front. Her nipples were tight and ready and she opened her mouth so he could stuff himself in again.
 

Before he did, Will reached down and grabbed one, pinching it with a finger and a thumb. He pinched it so hard she gasped. When she looked up at him again, I thought she was going to tear his balls off.
 

Will didn't blink. Taking her in hand again, he pressed towards her and muttered, "Get on there bitch!"
 

I didn't know how far he could go with this act. Angie liked to play as much as the next girl, but mostly by her own rules. I worried I'd just cost him his job.
 

She didn't flinch. Even when he reached down and pinched the other nipple, hardening it even more, she just whimpered then followed his hand as he guided her mouth onto his cock.
 

I couldn't believe what I was watching her do. 
 

She kept her eyes looking up, on his as he sank that black snake into her throat. She came up a little higher, trying to accommodate the curve of it into her throat. That's when she had to stop looking at him. That's when she looked at me.
 

That's the first time I ever saw my wife with a black man's cock in her mouth. I knew I was hooked. Her eyes smiled a little bit at me. She held him there for a second and let the head of his cock poke out the side of her cheek. I took myself in hand again and started to rub.
 

With our little moment over, she turned her attention back to Will. As her head started bobbing up and down on his cock, she started twisting the shaft with her hand. She looked like a porn star, fluffing him for a scene.
 

He stood there staring down at her. He was getting an eyeful, no doubt. Those big tits of hers were swaying from side to side, the nipples tight pink buds from where he'd pinched her. She was the picture of perfection. I had to stop stroking again.
 

I guess it was a little too much for Will to take, too.
 

With a grunt he pulled himself out of her mouth. The head of his cock made a popping noise as it passed her puckered lips.
 

"Get up on the couch." It was an order.
 

She scrambled up. I'd never seen her move like that. Like a slave, worried about upsetting her master. She was up and on the couch in a second, her ass pointed towards him, presenting. She looked back and her eyes were wide, full of wonder at what he was going to do.
 

He eyed her ass for a second. Its pear shape tapering into creamy thighs. Her pussy was still dripping, probably as much from sucking his cock as it was from the orgasm I'd given her. He slapped her ass cheek with the palm of his hand, then pulled it aside, revealing even more wetness, pink flesh and finally her open hole.
 

"That's a fine pussy, chef," Will said. 
 

She looked up at him. Her mouth dropped open. Mine did, too. 
 

For a second I thought it was all going to be over. I thought him saying that would break the whole thing. Then we all burst into laughter.
 

Will kind of stood there, chuckling, the back of his hand covering his mouth. I saw Angie look at me and roll her eyes through a veil of giggles. I fell in love with her even more just then.
 

Once he calmed down, Will didn't waste any time. Still holding her open he pushed a couple fingers inside her, the same way I had. 
 

She gasped and pressed her face against the back of the couch. He fucked her slowly with those fingers, like he was learning what her body needed. I could see him watching her as his hand moved inside her cunt. Once he seemed satisfied, he pulled them out and fed them to her. She sucked on them hard, licking up every last drop of herself, staring at him the whole time.
 

I thought he was going to push his cock inside her then, but he didn't. He put his fingers back into her and fucked her some more, until he had them good and wet again. I could hear the sticky sounds of her opening and closing around him.
 

I watched him pull those big, black fingers out of her tight, white pussy slowly. He let out a little "mmm..." sound, savoring the sweet smell of her snatch. Then he dragged the tip of his middle finger slowly up the soft skin separating her two holes and let it rest on the tight, puckered flesh of her ass.
 

She looked back at him as soon as she felt it there. "Will, no," she warned, scowling. 
 

I looked at him. He didn't give a fuck. "Angie, shutup," was all he said back, letting his lubricated finger glide into her ass up to the knuckle.
 

We both gasped. I wouldn't call us sexually conservative but we'd just never done any of that back door stuff. Angie just hadn't really been game. I can't say it was my favorite thing either. But seeing it now, and hearing him say that was pretty damn hot.
 

When I looked at her, though, she still didn't seem sure. He pushed in deeper, up to the next knuckle.
 

"Ungh, fuck Will," she said through clenched teeth.
 

"That's it," Will hummed, taking his cock in hand and guiding it towards her pussy. "You be takin' a lot more than that soon," he warned.
 

She didn't have time to react. Before she could say anything else, he kissed her soaked pussy lips with the head of his cock and drove himself inside.
 

I watched Angie's hands spread out as she braced herself against the couch. For a second I thought she was going to be able to take him. Then she reared up onto him like a mare in heat and I saw her eyes flutter and her mouth drop open.
 

She was loving that thick, black cock inside her. She sank down onto him with a loud moan.
 

He pulled the finger out of her ass and put one knee up on the couch. One hand snaked up her body, curving round and kneading her tit. The other, the one he'd had inside her, he pushed up to her nose.
 

"Come on, get a good whiff," he ordered. "You be eatin' some of that later."
 

Her eyes and mine went wide at what he'd said. She turned her head, probably to tell him to fuck off but before she could say a thing he had her by the hair. Yanking her head back, he drove the rest of his cock into her sweating pussy and she made a moan that sounded like she'd never had a man inside her before.
 

The shape of her whole body changed again, as soon as he was inside her completely. Her ass puffed out. The arch of her back took more of a curve. Whether she wanted it or not, her body certainly wanted him to have a good time.
 

His hips started moving, driving his black cock deep inside her sloppy cunt. She started bouncing up and down on him in time.
 

I started stroking a little faster, hoping I could last until he finished, or at least until she did.
 

He let go of her hair and I watched both his hands move down her smooth skin. They settled on her undulating hips, then drifted back up and around her until they found her breasts again. He spread his fingers, trying to touch as much of those two soft pillows as he could, her cherry colored nipples poking out from between his thick, dark fingers.
 

When he let out a little grunt, she looked back. She looked completely different. The hardass bitch that swore like a sailor had vanished and all that was left was a desperate woman, her body lost in lust.
 

He put his hands on her hips again, steadied her, then thrust himself even deeper inside. I watched her legs open a little wider. Her mouth fell open too. I knew he'd just touched her in a place I never had.
 

She glanced back at me but this time there was no recognition in her eyes. It was like Angie, my wife, had drifted away.
 

I couldn't help myself. I started stroking myself harder watching him rutting inside her like he was. When he finally pulled part way out, she looked like a terrified animal.
 

She craned her neck to look at him. Her eyes begged. Her body tried to sink back down onto his shaft. No part of her was in control anymore. She just needed more of him.
 

He seemed to know it, too.
 

"Easy baby. You'll get yours," he whispered as her body bucked, trying to get him to push himself inside. His hands slid off her hips and rounded the curve of her ass. He spread her cheeks and looked down. I saw him lick his lips as he stared at that tight, dark back hole.
 

"You gonna let me fuck your ass baby?" he asked, looking up to see her craning her neck, trying to watch his hands.
 

"Fuck Will, I don't know," she mewled. But her ass was still bouncing, still trying to ride his thick, black shaft. He held her firmly in place. Not another ounce of pleasure, until she agreed.
 

"I don't want to leave you hangin', but I will if I have to."
 

Her face twisted into agony. "Oh fuck, Will, please!" she begged. I thought she might start crying.
 

For the first time since I'd started watching, something dark inside me stirred to life. It shot through me the way jealousy had when I'd first seen them in the kitchen. It was a mean and angry thing but I knew where it had come from.
 

She'd never let me fuck her ass. She'd never let me pull her hair like that. Sure, we switched it up now and again but I'd never seen her bend to me like she was bending to him now. She needed him so badly in that moment, it looked like she couldn't live without it.
 

I pushed that to one side as best I could. I wasn't about to let some petty jealousy get in the way of pleasure, now that I'd gone to all this trouble. It was his voice that tore me from my thoughts and put me back into the room.
 

"What'll it be Angie? You gonna let me fuck that beautiful ass? You know I've been watchin' that ass since I started for you. You just fucking know it, don't you? Walkin' around in those black tights? I been fuckin' waiting for this a long time."
 

My eyes went wide at what he'd said. I wondered if he was still just playing or if it were true? Had he really been wanting to fuck my wife this whole time?
 

Angie didn't seem to care. All she seemed to care about was getting that cock stuffed back up inside herself again.
 

"Oh fuck, Will, I don't know! I don't know if I can!" she whimpered. I looked down to see he was rubbing that puckered circle with his thumb. He spat. It landed right above her hole. He swiped it with his thumb, lathering her up. Getting her ready.
 

Holding her ass with one hand he started thrusting his cock up and into her. The sound of her wetness splitting mixed with her moan and it made cum start to move from my balls into my cock. Let go of myself but even then my shaft was still bouncing. I closed my eyes for a second and tried to think of baseball.
 

When I opened them back up, he was whispering something to her. I held my breath, hoping I could hear. It was hard to make it out over the sloppy sound of his thick cock fucking Angie's little white cunt but I heard it, finally.
 

"You wanna come baby? You wanna come?" He just kept saying it over and over, stuffing that dick of his in so deep I bet she felt it in her womb.
 

"Yes, Will, please yes," she begged.
 

"You gonna do what I say baby?"
 

I watched her resolve falter. I could tell his big black dick was driving her wild and she wanted to be a good girl. I also knew she'd never done anything like that before. 
 

His hips slowed. Her back arched even more. She brought her hands up and over her head, pushing her breasts out. She grabbed her hair. She couldn't take it anymore. "Fuck yes!" she moaned, breathless. "I'll do anything. Please let me come!"
 

I grabbed my dick and started pumping. Slowly. I watched a smile creep across Will's face. He leaned in close to her again. "Alright baby, you gonna love this." 
 

His hips started jutting forward. The way he was holding her ass up in the air I had a crystal clear view of her pussy. It was raw, from being stretched so wide and every once in a while a thick trickle of clear juice would pulse from it and land on the couch. It was fucking mesmerizing, watching her pink lips gripping his black shaft like that.
 

She put her hands down and grabbed hold of the couch. She dug in with her fingers. I could tell she was close. Her mouth popped open and she craned her neck again, trying to look back at what he was doing to her. What he looked like inside of her.
 

He gave her the best view he could but he never stopped fucking. She started fucking back. Her round ass was bouncing off his pelvis now, the flesh shaking with each stiff rut. She started to pant. Quick, breathless moans came next. Then she started singing "Oh! Oh! Oh!"
 

"That's it baby," he growled, fucking himself even deeper inside her.
 

She looked at him. Their eyes met. Hers widened. He leaned towards her and their lips locked in a kiss so deep and passionate, I'd never even kissed her like that.
 

Jealousy buzzed somewhere in the back of my mind. I tried to swat it away, like I would a fly, but it wouldn't quit. It kept coming back. Why was she acting like that? Was she acting? Or was this real?
 

When he let go of her with his mouth, hers stayed open. Her eyes widened as she stared into his. I knew the moment was almost there. I glanced at his cock, ramming into her flesh. She was dripping wet.
 

"Oh, fuck!" she squealed as the orgasm took her. I watched as her pussy started clenching around his meat. 
 

He grunted a little and for a second I worried he was going to release inside her. He didn't. He pushed that big, black cock of his deep into her, all the way to the hilt and held himself there, watching her face as her pussy spasmed around him, begging for his seed.
 

I watched her face reveal exactly the arc of her climax. I watched as she crested over the peak, her whole body tense with pleasure. I watched her dip into the first valley, saw her start to shake, begging him for more.
 

He gave it to her. Just like she wanted, he started fucking her again, his cock slicker than ever, slathered in her cum. 
 

I watched her go over the second ridge. A pained expression spread across her face. He sped up, like she knew exactly what she needed. It was enough to give her another shudder before the orgasm left her and she all but collapsed onto the couch.
 

Will didn't waste any time. He didn't waste any time at all. He pulled his cock out from her pussy. I watched it dripping juice. Fuck he was thick. Way thicker than me.  He pointed the tip of it at her ass hole. No gentle touch this time. As soon as he felt his head kiss that tight ring of muscle, his hips jutted forward and he started to drive himself inside. Like it was just another pussy.
 

Her eyes widened and her whole body woke up from the sensation. She looked back. She began to grimace.
 

"Oh fuck, Will, I don't know," she moaned as he pushed himself in past his glans. "I don't know Will, it's so big..."
 

He didn't let her finish. Wrapping his fingers up in her hair again, he jerked her head back and grabbed her by the throat. 
 

She gasped in shock but didn't protest. In fact, she didn't seem to mind at all. Her hands came up around his and instead of complaining again about how big he was, I watched her whole body relax.
 

Will smiled wide. "That's it baby. You just relax." I knew she'd just opened for him. Before I saw him push all the way inside, I knew.
 

Still holding her hair and her throat, he gave one firm fuck with his hips and I watched the rest of him slip inside.
 

She groaned. A groan that ended in a whimper. There wasn't much she could do now, though. 
 

He started fucking her hard. All that juice from her pussy made it easy, but I could still see how tight she was around him. He didn't care. He fucked her just the way he wanted. The way a real man does.
 

She let one of her hands slide down her body. I watched her fingers linger on her breast. She pinched her nipple, then her hand fell further down. Once it was on her waist, those tiny, white fingers, drifted back until they found black muscle. She held them on his ass for a second, like she was savouring the sensation. 
 

With a smile, she let her hand fall below her ass, in between his legs. Her delicate fingers found his heavy sack and squeezed.
 

"Oh fuck you little slut!" he grunted as I watched his body shudder with pleasure.
 

She smiled wider, delighted at what she'd done. 
 

He must have shot a load into her, but as soon as he had, he pulled himself out.
 

Angie looked a little surprised. Actually a lot surprised. She didn't know what the hell he was doing. Not until she was on her knees.
 

He had her by the hair the whole time. It was easy to get her down. With his cock covered in her cum and all kinds of other filth, he let go a blast. It slathered across her cheek right before he pushed his throbbing member in her mouth.
 

I watched, aroused but horrified, as he plunged into her throat. I saw his balls tighten between his legs. She gagged. I knew he'd just shot another blast of cum, deep inside her mouth.
 

It took her a second, but Angie seemed to recover from the surprise of what he'd done. As soon as she did, she became his obedient slut. She pressed her hands onto his thighs, opened her mouth and took him even deeper with his next thrust. His balls settled on her chin as he lunged deep into my wife's throat.
 

I was on the brink of my own climax. I'd thought I would just sit and watch and maybe come on the armchair by myself. But know that I'd seen that scene, I wanted, no, I needed to touch her. I needed to be a part of that world, too.
 

He took his time. I watched his ass flexing with each time he shoved himself further into her throat. Her mascara started to run. Then thick tears started to drip down her cheeks as her face turned red.
 

For a second I wondered if I should get up and...
 

Finally, he started to pull out slowly. She didn't try to come off him any quicker than he was going. She kept staring at him, even through the tears. Like he'd just given her the most precious gift a girl could ask for. When I saw the tip of his cock come out, she didn't lean back, or spit out his cum the way she did if I came in her mouth. She held her mouth open, just in case he still needed it. He did.
 

He gripped his shaft with his fingers, letting loose a few last spurts of seed. Some of them landed in the puddle in her mouth. A few across her cheek. I was ready to run over there and come all over her myself.
 

When he stepped back, when she was sure he was done, she closed her mouth and still staring at him, slowly swallowed the rest of his white hot seed.
 

I couldn't take it anymore. I jumped up from the armchair, my cock in hand and ran over to where she was kneeling. Will had moved out of the way and now it was just me and her. I wanted to do everything at once. I wanted to push myself that deep inside her throat. I wanted to spread her legs on the couch and fuck her in the pussy, then in the ass. The way he'd done.
 

She stopped me, though. She put her hands on my thighs when I was an arms length away. She smiled with her eyes.
 

As soon as I felt her fingers on my cock I knew I was a goner. There were streaks of Will's cum all over her face and tits. I knew it was leaking out of her ass. I knew she'd just swallowed a big load of his seed, too. The whole thing just made me crazy. Then that smile. That knowing, understanding smile.
 

All it took was a few slow strokes. She grabbed my balls with her other hand, the same hand that had grabbed him. She squeezed.
 

"Ungh! Fuck!" I groaned, unleashing spurt after spurt of seed from my cock. Some of it made it onto her body. Some of it landed on the carpet. I was helpless. All I could do was stand there, shaking and staring at her used face. 
 

This was my Angie. My wife. She'd just been the perfect whore to another man. I groaned again as the brunt of my climax tore through me. I knew things would never be the same again.
 





Chapter 15

 


"Hey, I've got to go! I'll see you tonight, okay?"
 

The sound of Angie's whisper woke me up.
 

I opened my eyes and she was standing over me, the sun shining through the window behind her.
 

"What time is it?" I asked, rubbing one eye. A memory started trickling into my brain from the night before.
 

"It's almost ten. I gotta go. I love you!"
 

"I love you too..." I grunted. As soon as I realized where I was and what time it was and what had happened, I grabbed for her arm. I needed something. A kiss. A smile. Some reassurance.
 

She was already gone. I heard the car door slam, then the engine rev as she backed out of the driveway.
 

It was going to be a long day.
 

It was a long day. I had to do the rounds. I had been putting it off too long. I had six clients to visit and they were all as far away from each other as possible. Most of the time I could get everything done from home but everyone always liked it when I went into the office and touched base.
 

It was tough, though, sitting there listening to them drone on about this expense or something that got put into petty cash that should have been an expense. It was all updated to my computer at home, mostly automated. Still, that was part of the job. Holding their hand and letting them know that everything was going to be okay.
 

All I needed was for someone there to tell me the same thing.
 

I sat through the seemingly endless meetings in beige boardrooms drinking cup after cup of coffee the whole time thinking about the previous night. In a sense I couldn't believe it had happened the way it had. It almost seemed like a fairy tale. It seemed like I'd watched a movie, back when I was very naive, a movie that had shown me something profound about life and changed me completely. I just kept rolling that thought over and over in my mind. I'd watched my wife fuck another man. Not only that, but it had been nasty.
 

By the time I was done it was almost six at night and I didn't feel like spending another six hours waiting for Angie to come home. I took my time driving to the restaurant. When I got there, the parking lot was full, which was good. It meant the place was busy. Angie would be happy.
 

I parked a few blocks away and walked over, wondering what it would be like to see the two of them working together. I wondered what Will would be like. I wondered if I'd ruined something for them. I wondered if I'd ruined something for us.
 

I went in the back door and the sound of Angie's bark melted every worry I had away.
 

"Who's poaching this fucking salmon?!? This should be done by now!!!"
 

"Yes chef!" came a chorus of responses. I leaned in the door and Will saw me right away.
 

"Hey Mr S...er, Charlie. Hi Charlie!"
 

"Will I need that tourtiere garnished it's going out now!"
 

"Yes chef!" he shouted, putting an already garnished plate on the ready shelf. He looked up at me and shrugged.
 

I chuckled and felt a lot better.
 

"Can't talk hubby!" Samantha hollered, "Middle of service!"
 

It all felt normal. The usual tension was there and nothing seemed any different than it had been the day before. That made me happy. I squeezed through the kitchen trying to stay out of everyone's way, snuck into the office and closed the door.
 

There was nothing to be done here, really. It was the same setup as my other clients. Everything got backed up to my computer at home and I just looked it over every now and again to make sure no one was cooking the books. I mostly just used it as an excuse to come and see Angie every now and again.
 

I shuffled the mouse around. The screen flickered to life. Leaning back in the chair, I started a fresh game of solitaire.
 



***

 


Things started to die down around eight-thirty. My mind was a little numb from solitaire and watching cat gifs by the time Angie came in. She was carrying a plate of the tourtiere and a beer. She closed the door.
 

"Hey, you didn't have to..."
 

She set them both on the desk in front of me, then pushed my chair out and swung into my lap. She leaned in and touched her nose to mine, smiling.
 

"Hiya," she whispered.
 

A warm shiver ran through me. That was...bizarre.
 

"Hi there," I answered, leaning back to try to get a good look at her face.
 

"What's wrong?" she asked as I studied her.
 

"I...just wondering what you've done with my wife."
 

"Your wife just brought you dinner. You hungry?" She stood up, pulled an opener from her pocket and cracked the beer open. She handed it to me. 
 

I shook my head a bit, perplexed.
 

"You don't want it?" she asked. She seemed almost hurt by my reaction.
 

"No, no! I want it, it's just..."
 

"What?"
 

"Come on, Angie. You're...very different."
 

She bit her lip and giggled. "Jeez, just trying to make a man happy. Sorry..." She puffed her lower lip out in a pretend pout.
 

I had to lean in and kiss it. When I did, she was all over me. She pushed her tongue into my mouth, searching for mine. I gave it to her and revelled in her insistence. Soon I felt her hand crawling down my shirt, towards my belt. Next she was tugging at the buckle.
 

"Hey!" I said, playfully pushing her away. "What is this? I haven't finished my dinner!"
 

"Sorry, sir," she answered softly. It was incredibly erotic, the way she said it. She lowered her eyes and backed away, her posture begging forgiveness, like a concubine from her master. "What can I do to make it up to you?" She raised here eyes, her head still lowered, skewering me with a lascivious gaze.
 

I let out a chuckle. I couldn't believe it was her, but I wasn't complaining. I would normally barely get a hello when I came to the restaurant and now this? Dinner? A beer? Sex? I must have done something right. We must have done something right...
 

"I guess I'll have to think of a way," I said, smiling and pulling the tourtiere towards me.
 

She bounced up immediately and crouched down beside the chair. "Oh! I have an idea!" she whispered, excited.
 

I raised an eye. "Go on?"
 

"Will wants to know if we want to come to his place tonight?"
 

It kind of jabbed through me. Not so much the fact that he'd invited us, but the way she said it. Like a kid waiting for Christmas. Like she knew what presents she was getting already.
 

I felt my hesitation ripple through my smile. She saw it right away.
 

"If you don't want to..." she began, suddenly more serious.
 

"It's not that. I..."
 

...had no idea what to say. I needed more time. I needed to talk to her. I needed to sort this out.
 

At the same time, the idea of seeing her with him again was incredibly arousing and I couldn't think of a better way to spend the evening.
 

I sighed. "What time are you guys going to close up tonight?"
 

She glanced at her watch. "Probably ten-thirty?" She was all aflutter. I could tell she couldn't wait for my response. 
 

My heart started to pound a little harder. It was weird, that she should be so excited about it. It was kind of my fantasy. At the same time, I thought I should be thankful to have such an understanding wife.
 

"Listen," I began.
 

"I'm listening," she said, right away, putting her hands on mine. It felt like she was in love. Like we were in love again.
 

The door to the office swung open. Will stuck his head in.
 

"Oh shit, I'm sorry..." he said, waving a hand and backing up.
 

Angie jumped up. "It's okay. What is it?" she snapped, suddenly gruff.
 

"Sorry chef. Jen says she's sick. Gonna go home. Second seating's heating up, we could use another set of hands. Sorry Charlie."
 

I shook my head. Like it was no big deal. Like I hadn't been looking forward to the conversation I was about to have with my wife, all day.
 

"I'll be right in." Chef Angeline was back. No nonsense. No bullshit. Ready to bust some balls.
 

Will disappeared back into the kitchen. She turned to me.
 

"You don't have to say yes or no right now. I can text you. When we're done?"
 

I opened my mouth. It was hard to find the words. Finally, I just bit the bullet and said, "sounds good," and left it at that. She smiled, winked at me and followed Will into the heat of the kitchen beyond the door.
 





Chapter 16

 


I was almost asleep by the time I got the text. I'd gone home, thinking I would do some more work there but ended up having a couple of beers and surfing the internet for weird porn.
 

I jumped at the whistling sound my phone made. It was from her. My heart nearly stopped when I opened it.
 

The picture was kind of blurry because the room where she took it was dark. She only had her sports bra on. Well, half her sports bra. her ample breast was peeking out over the top of one side. Behind her I saw three dark figures.
 

My body went into fight or flight. Adrenaline flooded through me and I practically jumped the entire length of the staircase in my rush to get to the car. Backing out of the driveway I checked the address on the phone, the only text she'd sent along with the picture.
 

I knew the street. It wasn't too far from the restaurant. I knew I only had a few minutes before I got there. I only had a few minutes to think this all through, to set it straight in my mind and to not come out a fool once I got there, or once we came out of the other end of this.
 

I tried to calm myself as best I could. My mind was racing with worry, tinged with regret. Should I have even begun this whole thing? It had only been one time and now she practically couldn't wait to get fucked by him again...with others watching, from what I saw in the picture. A part of me felt grateful that she'd even sent the text. I could have fallen asleep only to wake up in the middle of the night with her not there. I shuddered at how terrible that thought made me feel.
 

There was a spot right in front of his door and I parked the car kind of crooked in my rush to get inside.
 

Will opened the door and smiled. "Hey Charlie!"
 

It seemed genuine. It seemed like he was a little drunk already, but he seemed friendly. It didn't seem like anything had happened yet. I breathed a quiet sigh of relief.
 

"Hey Will. She here?" I asked. It felt awkward, asking him if my wife was at his place.
 

"Hell, yeah, bro! Come on in! I've got some friends over."
 

My heart skipped when he said that. I knew there were friends over. I'd seen it on the picture she sent. What I didn't know is if they were going to be as friendly as Will was. Or as understanding. After all, a guy's not supposed to let his woman go around sleeping with other guys, right?
 

He led me into the living room. My eyes dropped wide open and I stopped as soon as I saw her on the couch with them.
 

It was a messy tangle of white flesh surrounded by hard, dark skin. There were two of them and they were all over her. One had his hands pressed to her exposed breast, kissing her neck. The other guy was just sitting there watching and rubbing in between her legs. She looked like she was in heaven.
 

I stood there, watching it play out. I watched her legs spread a bit, watched her head turning this way and that. Her eyes were closed. It seemed like the only sense she was tuned into at that moment was touch.
 

Will put a hand on my shoulder. "You cool, bro?" He said it softly but the sound made her open her eyes. As soon as she saw me, she leaped up from the couch. The hands that had been mauling her go and she bounced towards me, giggling as she holstered her breast back into her bra. She pressed her body against me and put her arms around my neck.
 

"Hey handsome," she cooed, staring right at me like there was no one else in the room.
 

I looked back at her, deep into her eyes. It was the weirdest feeling. I knew she'd just been making out with these other guys and it made me a little jealous but at the same time I'd never felt this close to her before.
 

"You okay?" she asked. She looked worried again.
 

I don't know where it came from, the confidence that surged through me just then. I felt like a fucking superhero. It didn't matter who banged my wife. I knew I was in charge.
 

I smiled at her. "Couldn't be better." Leaning in, I gave her a kiss. Will shifted his weight beside me. I looked over, still smiling.
 

"Uh, I guess that's a yes?" he said with a laugh. We both had a good chuckle. "Meet my friends?"
 

"For sure," I replied, stepping past Angie but keeping an arm around her waist.
 

"This here's Malik." 
 

Malik got up from the couch. He was lean but when we shook hands, there was power in his grip.
 

"That there's my man Jayden." Jayden got up. He was a beefcake. Thick, tree trunk arms and a huge torso. A shudder went through me as I though of him in between Angie's legs.
 

I don't know what got into me. Some of that confidence from before. As I shook his hand I asked, "Do you even lift, bro?"
 

He scowled for a moment but soon got the joke. The room burst into laughter. Even Angie was giggling at my side, covering her mouth. This seemed like it was going to be a fun time. I had to set things straight with her though. I had to talk to my wife.
 

"Get you a drink?" Will asked.
 

"Yes," I answered, "but Angie and I need to talk first." When I looked at her, she looked worried. I tried to reassure her with a smile. It would all be clear soon anyways. I took her by the hand and we stepped outside. I sat her down on the steps in front of Will's apartment.
 

"Are you okay?" she asked, still looking worried.
 

"I'm fine," I answered, putting a hand on her arm. "I want to know that you are. That we are."
 

"I'm...I'm fine. I'm here, right?"
 

"Right." She still seemed confused by the question. "It's just...we never got a chance to talk about last night and now this is happening," I said, pointing up the stairs.
 

"Charlie we don't have to if..."
 

"No, it's not that I don't want to, I do. I just..." I trailed off and into my own thoughts.
 

What was it, exactly? I couldn't say there was something bothering me. That would have meant I regretted what had happened, or that I didn't want to go through with what was about to happen. I did. I just wanted to make sure we both wanted it the same way...or something.
 

"Charlie?"
 

I looked down at her. Her eyes were big and round with concern. 
 

"We don't have to do this," she repeated.
 

That's when I thought that maybe she was right. Maybe we needed to talk about some ground rules first.
 

"Yeah. I think we should go home and talk instead. Is that okay?"
 

"Charlie, of course it's okay!" she answered, leaping up and throwing her arms around my neck. Even though I hadn't been feeling bad about the situation, or her, it was a relief. That kind of comfort felt good just then.
 

We walked back up the stairs and knocked on Will's door.
 

"Hey guys, come on in!" he said, waving us in. It must have been the way we hesitated that clued him in. "Second thoughts?"
 

"Kind of," I answered. I looked down at Angie. She was leaning her head on my arm and holding my hand. "I think we're going to have to pass today. It's not that I'm not into it, it's just..."
 

Will held up a hand. "Hey Charlie, no need to explain my man. It's all cool. The boys and I'll probably have to hit a strip club though," he said, grinning.
 

Angie and I chuckled. I gave him a fist bump and told him maybe next time and he said anytime and before long we were both in the car on the way home.
 





Chapter 17

 


"You know you're going to have to help me out, now that the boys got me all riled up and you dragged me out of there?" Angie said, tugging at my belt as soon as we stepped through the door. Her skin felt hot, like her arousal had sunk through her whole body.
 

I wanted her, I really did. But I wanted to talk before we both fell asleep. I leaned in, kissed her neck gently, but straightened up and put my hands on her shoulders right away.
 

"I want to talk about this."
 

She seemed to understand it wasn't a request. "Okay," she replied, nodding.
 

We went up to the bedroom and turned on the nightstand light, then lay down on the bed.
 

"Okay," I said, breathing in deeply once we were both settled. "I guess I just want to..."
 

"...make sure we're on the same page?" she asked, finishing my sentence with the exact words I was about to say.
 

"Exactly."
 

"Okay. Good. I like that." She leaned in and kissed me on the lips.
 

I took another breath and started combing through all the thoughts I'd had about what had happened, about what was going to happen from now. I couldn't think of a single thing to say. After a few minutes, she smiled.
 

"How about I start?" she asked.
 

"That...might be better."
 

"I guess you liked what you saw? Yesterday?" she asked with a giggle.
 

It made my cock move, just thinking about it. "I loved it."
 

"But something's not quite right? Is there something bugging you?"
 

"I guess..." I trailed off again, trying to put my finger on exactly what the problem was. What my problem was.
 

"You started it, remember?"
 

I looked at her and realized she was teasing. It struck me that that was part of my problem. She'd never been this soft.
 

"Look, I told you it seems like you're different. Maybe it's me. Or maybe you really are. I just don't want to..."
 

"Lose your ball-busting wife?" she asked.
 

She certainly had a way with words. "Yeah. Kind of. I kind of...liked you like that."
 

She burst out into giggles again. "Charlie you are so cute. Okay, here's my side of it. When I saw Will walk in yesterday I couldn't believe you'd done that. I actually thought of walking over, slapping you in the face then telling Will to get the fuck home. But I'm glad I didn't. Not just because I had a great time. I'm glad I didn't because I can be such a thoughtless bitch sometimes and I saw that this was something you really wanted. It was something I could do for you after everything you've done for me. With the money. With the restaurant. I love you Charlie. I'm just sorry I don't tell you that enough."
 

For a woman who said she was going to keep busting my balls, this didn't seem like the greatest start.
 

"So why are you different? Dinner at the restaurant? Fawning all over me at Will's place?"
 

She thought about it for a minute before answering. "I just wanted to make sure you knew."
 

"Knew what?" I asked.
 

"Knew that I was doing this for you."
 

I stared at her for a long time, wondering what I'd done right in the universe to deserve a woman like her.
 

"Are we done being sappy?" she asked, finally. 
 

I had to laugh. I knew she was probably horny as hell. The memory of seeing her on that couch with Will's friends had kind of got me going, too. It made me think of something.
 

"Almost. I need to ask you one more thing. If we're going to do this, what about birth control?"
 

She looked down at the bed. She hadn't been on it in a while. We were toying with the idea of a family but always ended up doing something kinky in bed so it just hadn't come up.
 

"I don't really want to go back on anything," she said finally. "We could just carry a big bag of condoms around? Just in case I end up in a gang bang?"
 

Hearing her say the word made me jolt. Her hand shot to my arm. "I'm joking!" she added quickly, with a laugh.
 

She wasn't, though. It had almost happened at Will's place. The thought made me completely stiff. Somewhere in the back of my mind I wondered if Will had more friends that might be into something like that.
 

"Listen, we don't know what's going to happen," she offered. "I can just make sure things...stay safe. You know?"
 

I didn't know. I really didn't. From what I'd seen the night before, I didn't know if she was capable of anything once Will was stuffed inside her, far less anyone else. The thought of it sent another ripple of nervous energy coursing through me. It was dangerous as hell, just leaving it to her to "stay safe" as she put it. It sure was erotic as hell too.
 

She must have seen my cock bounce out of the corner of her eye. A smile lit up her face again.
 

"Wow."
 

"Wow, what?" I asked, trying to play it off like it was no big deal.
 

"Wow as in, that turns you on too, doesn't it?"
 

There was no trying to hide it. "I don't know...I mean it's not like I actually want it to happen. You know that much is for real, right?"
 

"Sure. I think I get it," she said, moving towards me on the bed and starting to unbutton my shirt. "Still, you wouldn't mind seeing one of those big black boys leave a little something for me there?"
 

She'd unbuttoned half my shirt and I felt the soft skin of her fingertips moving through the hair on my chest. I started to imagine it. What if Will had fucked her pussy until he climaxed? What would it have looked like? What would it have felt like, watching another man's cum seeping out of her, knowing there was a chance...
 

"Tell me," she whispered, breaking my train of thought. I looked at her. She was staring at me intently, her eyes wide with expectation.
 

I looked down her body, my cock bulging at the curve her hip made. She was a beautiful woman. Built for breeding.
 

"You want to see those big, black boys fuck their seed into me don't you?"
 

I groaned as her hand slid along the fabric of my pants, down the length of my cock and settled in between my legs, cupping my balls. "Fuck yes..." I whispered.
 

"Tell me!" she hissed, her voice more urgent.
 

I looked at her. I knew she wanted to hear it as much as I wanted to say it. "I was just thinking of what it would look like, watching Will fuck his cum into your pussy, then watching it drip out of you."
 

Her curves sprang to life at my words. She started moving on the bed like a fish in water. "Tell me more..."
 

I could barely keep up with the game we'd started to play. My mind started to wander to what else I might do. I put a hand on her breast and she rolled over onto her back. "There was so much cum, I couldn't believe you swallowed it all. Thinking of all that cum in your pussy I'd...I'd have to do something about it. I'd have to do something before it was too late."
 

She moaned and slid the tank top she was wearing down over her shoulder, revealing her breast.
 

I leaned over it and let my tongue slide around it. I felt her nipple stiffen in my mouth. I pushed my a hand into her tights, past the elastic and in between her legs. She was wet already.
 

"What would you do Charlie? Tell me what you'd do about it?"
 

Suckling on her tightening nipple, I felt her fingers in my hair. I slid a finger between her slippery folds and found the opening to her cunt. Leaning close to her ear, I began to whisper.
 

"I'd have to put my head down between those thighs," I said. I watched the skin on her neck pimple from the closeness of my breath. Everything about her, her sloppy pussy, the way her skin smelled, screamed sex.
 

"Please don't stop," she pleaded, breathless. She looked at me. I could tell that just hearing my little story was getting her close.
 

"I'd sink down in between your thighs. Your pussy would probably be stretched already, kind of raw from how hard he'd fucked you."
 

"Oh fuck, Charlie, yes!"
 

I started fucking her with my finger, feeling her cunt clenching around it.
 

"I'd spread those little lips he'd left so raw, put my mouth on them and...I guess I'd have to suck all that cum out of you..."
 

Her nails dug into the back of my neck and her legs came up off the bed. Her eyes were closed and I just knew she was thinking about just that. Thinking about what it would feel like to have me between her legs, sucking the cum out of her pussy.
 

My cock was bouncing in between my legs and I wanted so bad to stuff it in her pussy.
 

Her eyes shot open. Her hands shot down my body, pulling at my belt. I knew what she wanted. 
 

I just tore my pants off, not worrying about the belt or button or anything. I tore hers off, too. Her legs splayed open as soon as I did and I dove in between them. Pressing my cock up to her sloppy, hot cunt, I drove myself inside.
 

"Oh yes!" she moaned as I sank into her silky wetness. She opened her eyes wide and her hips started to move. "Fuck it into me Charlie. Fuck your cum inside me!" she ordered.
 

A thrill of pleasure raced down my spine at hearing that the voice of my drill sergeant wife had returned. She knew what she wanted. I knew what she wanted. I don't know why, but I wanted it too.
 

I lifted off her slightly and started jack-hammering against her. We both looked down to stare at the contrast of my angular frame crashing against her soft curves. I could feel the cum pooling in my cock already.
 

"Yeah baby," she urged in a whisper, her fingers drifting along my back. "I want your cum. Fuck it into me!"
 

I felt the walls of her pussy close in around my cock as her body started to milk me for what it wanted. My cock hardened inside her and I felt the cum start to move through it. She must have felt me flexing, too.
 

"Oh yes baby, I can feel it! I can feel you coming! Fuck it into me baby! Fill me up with your seed!"
 

I closed my eyes and groaned as I erupted inside her. I slammed into her as deep as I could, trying to deliver my cum close to her womb. When I opened my eyes again, she was smiling. She let me fuck the last few shudders of my orgasm out and into her, before she started pushing me away. I was sad to leave her warm tightness, but happy about where she wanted me to go.
 

She pushed her fingers against her clit and set them spinning as I crawled down her body. Lowering my face between her thighs, I spread her lips a little. They were nowhere near as raw as they'd been when Will fucked her.
 

She moaned as I did it, her hand moving faster on her nub.
 

Everything down there was sex. The smell of my own musk, deep inside her soaked cunt. I saw a tiny trickle of the white liquid she wanted me to get out of her trickle out.
 

"Oh Charlie, please? Will you?"
 

I pressed my lips to her sex. It tasted the way it smelled, thick and heady. Spreading her a little wider, I started to suck.
 

As soon as I did, she started moaning. Her fingers were frantic above my head as I pushed my tongue into her still tight cunt. I pressed through the tangy taste of her walls until I felt the thick liquid I'd spilled inside her. I fucked my tongue in and out of her a few times, knowing she'd like that.
 

She did. She screamed her pleasure and her hand raced to finish and make her come.
 

"Oh fuck, now Charlie!" she squealed, craning her neck to watch me do do the deed between her lips. She tilted her hips towards me, angling her pussy so it could flow out more easily. I was getting hard again, just thinking how hot this was making her.
 

I closed my eyes and let my own cum touch my tongue before I helped it into my mouth with a slurp.
 

As soon as she heard the sloppy sound of me cleaning her out, her orgasm exploded. Her thighs started thrashing around me. Her torso was twisting on the bed. Her fingers flailed at her clit, draining her body of every last drop of pleasure the way I'd drained her pussy.
 

I held it in my mouth for a second. It was the strangest taste that made my mouth burn a little. I wondered if Will's would taste the same, if I ever got a chance to try. With Angie watching me, I pushed myself up on my elbows to make sure she got a good view, then swallowed my own load. 
 

It made her tense into another little climax, watching me do that. There was something so hot about making her that turned on.
 

As we drifted off to sleep, I put an arm around her and she turned towards me.
 

"I love you," she whispered.
 

"I love you too," I whispered back. We'd been together a long time but I don't think we'd ever said it to each other like that, with so much feeling.
 

"You want to try for real tomorrow?" she asked, biting her lip.
 

I wasn't sure exactly what that meant, but it didn't matter. Whatever she wanted to do, I did, too. I just wanted us to always feel like this.
 





Chapter 18

 


Trying for real, as she'd put it, meant going back to Will's place the next night. The boys were there, looking just as comfortable as they had been the night before. 
 

There seemed to be no hard feelings about the fact that we'd left the night before. Malik even made a joke about being sure we'd had a pretty good time without them. Everyone had a laugh over drinks and it calmed a nagging fear I'd been carrying around, that these guys were dicks, just out to make me a cuckold.
 

"So, you guys do this a lot?" I asked when a lull came in the conversation. I kind of meant it as a joke, thinking they'd all start to crack up again. None of them did, though.
 

"You know, every now an again," Will answered, completely earnest.
 

I didn't know if they were fucking with me. I looked over at Angie. She seemed just as surprised by his answer as I'd been.
 

"Wait," she said, sitting up and onto the edge of the couch. "You mean you guys have orgies all the time? Or you just spend your free time screwing other guys wives?" She had the boss back in her tone. 
 

Will looked a little scared. "I mean, it's not every night, just, like, here and there, you know?" he explained.
 

"They're not orgies, right?" Malik spoke up from across the room.
 

Angie looked even more puzzled. "What do you mean?"
 

"I mean an orgy's when a bunch of people are goin' at it all at the same time. We do gang bangs."
 

Angie's mouth dropped open a little further. She looked at me with a half smile and shook her head.
 

"And the difference is?"
 

"The difference is this," Malik explained, "in a orgy there's lots of girls. In a gang bang, there's just you." He pointed his finger at her as he said the word "you".
 

It took her back a bit. I heard her take a breath. I just knew she was starting to get wet, just at the thought of it.
 

"So, it's like, you three guys and a woman?"
 

"Sometimes," Malik answered. "Sometimes more."
 

Angie's bit her lower lip. Her back arched a little, pushing her breasts toward Malik. Her nipples were starting to poke through the tight top she was wearing. "More?" She breathed the word. It made the guys chuckle. Will relaxed.
 

"Sometimes," Malik replied.
 

Angie looked at me again. I was getting hard just watching her react. She was usually such a tyrant and watching her succumb to her desire, weaken like she had no choice, like her body was doing it all for her, was incredibly hot.
 

"How much more?" she asked, staring straight at me.
 

"Depends. Depends what you want. Depends what your man wants," Malik explained.
 

"Why don't we start with three," I said, watching her. It broke the trance everyone was all in and we had another laugh. My cheeks got a little red because I really hadn't meant that one as a joke. It did come out pretty funny.
 

Will got up and got us some more drinks. The four of us left in the room sat in an awkward silence until Jayden spoke.
 

"Come on baby, let's get the party started."
 

Angie looked at me one last time. I smiled and gave her a nod. She bounced up and danced across the room like a gazelle. Falling onto the sofa in between Malik and Jayden, she turned to face Malik.
 

Jayden's hands were on her almost before she sat down. She'd put on a white top after work, making her skin look even whiter than it was. His black hand settled onto the curve of her waist just as Malik pressed his lips to hers. My hand drifted down to my crotch as I watched the two dark shapes engulf my wife.
 

Will came back with drinks but when he saw things had already started, he handed me both of them and sat down in the other armchair to watch.
 

The boys must have carried the tension from last night with them all day because I watched their cocks getting hard through their jeans. Angie must have been thinking about this all day, too. Her body melted into a "fuck-me" shape almost as soon as she felt their hands on her.
 

Malik's hand drifted down from where he'd been holding her neck, down her shoulder onto her chest until he found the soft flesh he'd been looking for. 
 

She gasped but arched her back more, pressing herself into his grip. He held his hand there for a second but quickly dipped down and found the hem of her top. In quick motion, he peeled it off exposing her body to the room.
 

Her pink nipples were poking out already. With Jayden kissing the back of her neck, Malik leaned down, brought the tip of her breast to his mouth and licked it. I watched his bright, pink tongue flicking at it before he put his dark lips to the nub and started to suck.
 

Angie moaned but her hand settled on the back of his neck, drawing him closer still.
 

I wanted to touch myself but it felt kind of weird, with the three of them there. I looked at Will. He must have known what I was thinking.
 

"It's cool, man. It's your show," he reassured.
 

I didn't wait to make sure. Unzipping my pants, I pulled my stiff cock out and wrapped my fingers around it.
 

I turned back to see Malik holding Angie up, with Jayden pulling off her tights. He moved slowly, like he was peeling open a present and wanted to stretch out the fun. He'd hooked two fingers under the elastic of her tights, and I watched as his charcoal hand slid down her alabaster thigh. 
 

He had to bend down at the curve of her knee, so he could reach. His mouth was just inches from her ass. I heard him take a breath, then let out a growl of approval. He liked the smell coming from in between my wife's legs.
 

She kicked off the heels she was wearing, baring her dainty feet with their round toes. Jayden let his hand slide over them, along with her tights. Once he'd pulled them off, he let his hand linger on her foot, enjoying the shape of it.
 

Malik stood up slowly, letting Angie sink back onto the couch and into Jayden's arms. "You ready for some black cock?" he asked. Angie looked up at him and nodded, breathing heavily. He unbuttoned his jeans and let the fall to the floor.
 

His cock was half-stiff already and long. He gave it to her, pressing it against her cheek and putting a finger on her chin. 
 

Angie didn't need any encouragement. As soon as she saw his black cock, she wrapped her fingers around it, stroked it a few times, then eagerly opened her mouth as he slid himself inside. With his dark meat gliding along her tongue, she let out a satisfied moan.
 

I realized I had barely blinked since the moment their hands were on her. I was holding my rigid cock in one hand, staring wide-eyed at what was happening to my wife. Will moved in the corner and I glanced at him. He was taking off his clothes.
 

Malik, who'd started off gentle, just letting her get used to the size of his cock in her mouth, grabbed a fistful of her hair and held her in place. In one smooth motion of his hips, he plunged his shaft into her mouth. I heard her gag as the head of it touched the back of her throat.
 

I got worried for a second. We did all kinds of things in bed. Sometimes Angie liked it rough, sure. Not this rough, though. Maybe I'd just never dared to try but I worried it would turn her off. When he let her go and pulled himself out, she only took a second to catch her breath before opening her mouth wide again and pleading with her eyes for more.
 

It was a reaction Malik seemed to expect. He let her have what she wanted, driving himself into her throat again, like every woman he'd ever been with had done exactly the same thing.
 

I heard Angie choking on his head, watched tears start to streak down her cheeks. I felt my cock bounce in my hand. It had taken me a while to come to it but I realized it then, my wife was about to get seriously fucked.
 

When he pulled out again, a thick strand of spit and bile streaked from the head of his cock, clinging to Angie's lips. She licked at it with her tongue and looked up at him again looking like she wanted more.
 

"Don't worry," Malik soothed, "you'll be gettin' more of that."
 

I'd been so fixated on watching Malik fuck Angie's face I hadn't notice that the two other men were standing now, both naked, too. When I looked at Will, he raised an eye.
 

"You cool, bro?"
 

I didn't hesitate. "Fuck yeah."
 

The three of them chuckled a bit. Angie didn't laugh. Her eyes were darting from one cock to the other, like a kid in a candy store who didn't know where to start.
 

"Why don't we take this party to the bedroom boys?" Jayden asked. They all looked at me.
 

"You gonna keep those pants on all night?" Malik asked.
 

I looked down at myself. I'd pulled my cock out but kept my pants on, for the most part.
 

"I didn't know..." I started, trying to explain that I wasn't sure of what I should be doing.
 

"It's his first time," Will explained.
 

"Shit!" Jayden yelped.
 

"Come on, dog, get your clothes off. You'll see, it's much more fun."
 

I didn't need to be asked twice. I tore my shirt off, stood up and kicked my pants off. 
 

Now there were four of us surrounding her. Angie looked around at us all and smiled, her eyes looking a little crazy.
 

"You ready?" Will asked.
 

I nodded. They all chuckled again.
 

"Let's go," Malik said, pulling Angie to her feet and leading her towards the other room. We all followed, cocks in hand.
 

There was a a stack of pillows piled high at the center of Will's queen sized bed. He must have seen me staring at it.
 

"It's a breeding bench," he explained.
 

The words shook me to the core. I opened my mouth to explain what Angie and I had talked about. She turned and looked at me. Her expression told me that she'd heard it too. We stared at each other for a second, then I saw her turn her eyes down.
 

I felt my cock get harder at the fantasy I knew we were both sharing in that moment. That was the thing though. When we were talking about it in bed, it had just been a fantasy. This was real life. 
 

I looked at the three men. They were all stroking their cocks with Malik moving Angie over towards the bed. I looked at their black cocks, imagining each one of them unleashing seed inside my wife. It was incredibly erotic, to think that they would fuck her full of their cum, that I would too, hopefully. That there was even a chance...
 

I heard Angie moan and the sound took me out of my head and put me on my feet, back in the room. Malik had put her beside the pillows, on all fours. He had the head of his cock pressed up to her soaked, throbbing pussy lips, gathering the wetness there.
 

I watched her rear up, trying to press herself onto him, trying to take him inside. His palm landed on her ass in a slap.
 

"Hold on, bitch," he growled.
 

My heart skipped a beat at the word "bitch." Angie could suspend disbelief for a fantasy just fine, but there was no way she was taking that. I watched in disbelief as her body arched from the pain of the slap. She didn't get up and slap him across the face though, like I thought she would. She just eased herself back onto the bed, craning her neck to get another glimpse of Malik's thick cock before it disappeared inside her cunt.
 

I looked over at Will. He was smiling with just one corner of his mouth and nodding in approval. I wondered how many times he'd fantasized about this, about watching chef get plowed and smacked.
 

Angie let out another moan and I looked back to see Malik's dark cock disappearing into the tight lips of her pussy. When he'd pressed himself halfway inside, he gave her another light slap, shaking her firm cheek.
 

"You like that? You like that black cock?" he asked.
 

"Oh fuck yes," Angie purred, pushing back against the bed and trying to get all of him inside. He slapped her again.
 

"Hold that pussy still," he ordered.
 

She obeyed with a quiet whimper.
 

Jayden had crossed the room and was kneeling on the bed. When Angie saw he was there, she turned her head and willingly opened her mouth wide, sticking her tongue out, eager for another taste of black cock.
 

Malik spread her ass cheeks wide, her tight ass hole opening for everyone to see. With a quick jerk, he plunged the rest of himself inside.
 

Angie let out a moan as I watched his remaining length disappear into her cunt. He stopped with about an inch left, like he'd come up against her end. With one last thrust, he drove himself in fully, his balls slapping against her wet clit.
 

I watched her body buckle at the feeling of taking that huge dick inside her fully. As her mouth opened to groan again, Jayden guided her lips to his cock and slid his cock inside.
 

She moaned onto it, stuffed in both ends now. As Malik started riding her from behind, the force of his thrusts pushed her further and further onto Jayden's cock until she'd taken most of him. I watched as his sack slapped against her chin.
 

As I started stroking my own stiff cock, Will came up on one side of her, reached under her and grabbed her breast. He was rubbing himself with one hand, kneading her with the other as the two men on either end of her bounced her back and forth between them. When she started gagging again, Jayden pulled out.
 

"You like all that cock up in you bitch? You like all that black cock inside you?"
 

"Of fuck yes, I love it!" Angie answered. Her voice left little doubt that she did.
 

They fucked her like that for a while with me watching and stroking myself, until Jayden pulled out to let her breathe and looked at me.
 

"You scared of cock, dog?"
 

I wasn't sure what he meant but the pull to find out outweighed any fear I might have had. I quickly shook my head. He smiled and nodded.
 

"Get up in there then," he said, pointing to the bed beneath my wife.
 

I walked towards them, unable to take my eyes off Angie, her body an offering on this altar of sex. I suddenly understood what he meant. Lying down on my back on the bed, I started to crawl under Angie, towards her cunt.
 

Her breasts were heavy and the softness of them against my stomach made my cock lurch as I slid towards her core. Right before I got there, Malik pulled his cock out of her.
 

She gasped and I felt her squirm as she tried to look back to see why he'd gone. As I came up under her pussy, I could smell the musk of her wet sex, the scent of another man's cock lingering somewhere inside that strong smell.
 

Grabbing her ass I pulled myself between her legs. It was the perfect view of her soaked, stretched pussy. Above it, Malik's dark hands were spreading her cheeks again, opening her ass hole.
 

"Suck that dick. Suck your husband's dick," Jayden ordered.
 

Without hesitation, Angie sank her lips onto my stiff rod, coating it in the wet heat of her mouth.
 

I moaned and my hips jumped off the bed, trying to lunge deep into her throat. The smell of her soaked pussy was irresistible and as her head started bouncing up and down on my cock, I took as much of her sex into my mouth that I could. The tang of her fluids flooded into my mouth. Needing more, I pushed my tongue into her used hole.
 

She moaned. The sound travelled through my rigid shaft and up my spine. I felt my cum start to move from my balls. I didn't know how much of this I could take, how long I could hold on. I was drowning in her flavor, my tongue pressed deep into her cunt.
 

Malik's cock appeared above me, a massive dark column. I pulled myself out of her, found her clit with my tongue and started lapping at it. The bed shook as Malik climbed onto it, his feet on either side of Angie's thighs. He lowered himself slowly, his cock pointed at her hole. When the head touched the tight ring of muscle she moaned again but didn't stop fucking me with her mouth.
 

Still wet with her juices, he worked the tip of head of his cock into her tightness. Another groan roared through me. Another shudder. He spread her cheeks even wider and drove himself inside.
 

A sudden sharp blast of cold air hit my cock as Angie pulled off. I felt her whole body tense above me as she held her head up and groaned towards the ceiling. Malik had started to fuck her ass and I was mesmerized by the shape of his cock moving in and out of her hole, filling her insides.
 

"You like a black cock in your ass?" he asked, punctuating the question with a firm smack of his palm on her cheek.
 

"Oh fuck yes!" Angie cried, "Fuck my ass with your big, black cock!" she begged.
 

Malik didn't need to be asked twice. Bracing himself with both hands on her ass, his hips started swinging, rutting his dick into my wife.
 

"Get back on that dick," I heard Jayden order from somewhere in the room. Before he'd finished talking I felt the velvety heat of Angie's mouth sink back onto my cock. As Malik fucked her harder, her sucking got more intense. I knew I couldn't take much more. I was going to blow my load before the night was over.
 

I tried to focus on her clit. Sucking on it, nibbling it, circling it with my tongue I felt her body start to respond to what I was doing. As Malik's dark dick drove into her ass, I felt a tension in her thighs as she closed in on her climax.
 

"That's it baby," Malik cooed from above, no doubt feeling her ass pulling at his cock. My hips started bouncing, in time with her lips coursing up and down my shaft. I'd given up on trying not to come. Now I just wanted to explode inside her mouth.
 

Angie started moaning again. A little louder with each fuck. Her legs started to tremble. My tongue was burning with exhaustion but I needed to bring her to her pleasure before I had mine. I pressed my tongue even tighter against her clit. She groaned loudly in response.
 

Malik was driving it into her hard and fast now. I could feel the energy inside Angie's body, felt her moving faster around my cock. With one final loud groan I felt her body clench. I looked up just in time to see her ass tighten around Malik's cock. She shuddered as her orgasm tore through her and lifted off me in a wild scream.
 

"Oh fuck yeah bitch," Malik snarled. With one last thrust he pushed himself as deep inside her as he could get. I saw his sack tighten and watched the root of his cock spasming, spewing seed inside my wife.
 

With her body still shaking from the pleasure, I felt her mouth on me again. She was sucking harder, her tongue gliding along my shaft as she milked me for my cum.
 

The sight of Malik unloading inside her, the feeling of her wet mouth on my cock, the taste of her juices dripping from my lips all came crashing together. I felt my own balls tighten. My orgasm roared through me and I felt the first surge of cum pulse through my rock hard cock and explode in Angie's willing mouth.
 





Chapter 19

 


I'd never felt her suck my cock so clean after I'd come. Like she didn't want to waste a single drop. I wished I could step outside myself and watch the cum drip from her lips, watch her scoop it back in with a finger before swallowing it all down. All I could do was lay there, panting.
 

Malik had started moving again above me. It was less urgent now but I could tell he was coasting on what pleasure was left after fucking his cum into Angie's ass. When he finally eased himself out, I felt my cock lurch in anticipation.
 

I could have crawled out from under her. I could have turned my face to one side. I could have pushed her off me. I wanted to see it so bad, though. Some deep, dark part of me wanted to taste it, too.
 

His cock bounced as he pulled the head out of her hole. He'd stretched her out so I could see inside farther than I'd seen before. I lay there waiting for what I knew was coming.
 

"You into that boss?" Malik asked. I looked up at him to see he was talking to me.
 

"Fuck yeah," I breathed. It's not like I had anything left to hide.
 

"Nice," he replied. "Come on baby. Get up a little. Help that cum leak out."
 

I felt Angie rise up. Her ass hole moved towards me. I stared, wide-eyed. Finally, his hot, white cum started to ooze out. I watched it seeping slowly from her tightening hole. It was thick, thicker than mine, it seemed. As it trickled towards me I couldn't resist the urge to open my mouth and wait for it to dribble in.
 

The first taste of Malik's hot white spunk touched my tongue, infused with Angie's musky scent. As soon as I'd had that first taste I scrambled forward, pressing my lips to her hole and slurping up everything that was slowly leaking out.
 

Angie's moan filled the silent room as I ate her ass hole clean sucking out what he'd left inside her and swallowing it all down. When it was all gone, I kept licking her, the feeling of her body writhing over mine in pleasure made my cock start to harden again. Finally, Jayden spoke.
 

"Hey there love birds, we're still here."
 

Everyone burst into laughter, including me and Angie. She lifted her legs up and over me, turned around. She was grinning. She leaned towards me and we locked lips in a deep kiss.
 

I rolled off the bed and staggered towards a chair in the corner, my cock bouncing to life again as I walked. I knew I'd have no trouble enjoying whatever else they had in store for her. Sinking into the chair, I took myself in hand and got ready for act two.
 

Malik disappeared into the bathroom. I heard the shower running as Jayden and Will rearranged Angie on the bed. They put her over the mound of pillows and Jayden climbed behind her, cock in hand, ready to push into her throbbing cunt.
 

I remembered what Malik had called it. The breeding bench. My cock lurched as adrenaline filled my veins. She looked back at me, her eyes wide. Even though she was submitting so completely to everything they did, I knew if she wanted to she'd call it all off. If she wanted to, I knew she'd have no trouble telling them not to come inside her. Her eyes opened a little wider in a question.
 

I nodded.
 

She turned back around and sank down onto the pillows.
 

Jayden was big, bigger than Malik had been. His cock curved up, the way Will's did and he had to bend low over her to get the head in. I'd heard some theory about that somewhere, that some cocks evolved to be that shape to scoop competing seed out of a pussy. I wondered if that were true. I wondered if she'd let him fill her with his seed.
 

As soon as he'd found the right position, I saw his hips jerk forward. She groaned as his thick shaft stretched her walls.
 

Even though I'd just come, I started touching myself again, working myself up. A thrill rushed through me at the thought of what it would be like, burying my cock inside her pussy when it was filled with seed already.
 

He didn't waste time getting started. As soon as he'd dug into her, he started to fuck. Her body slung over the pillows, I watched Angie relax and turn into their fuck doll.
 

His dark hands kept moving along the lines of her silky, white body. He was plowing into her hard with his cock, but loving her with his hands. She seemed to be loving it too, from the sounds she was making. Low, moaning sounds that drifted across the room and filled me with fresh lust.
 

"You like that, yeah?" Jayden asked giving her a light slap. "You like being fucked by a nice black cock."
 

"I love it," Angie whispered, her body bouncing beneath his weight.
 

"Say it. Tell me you love my black cock."
 

"I fucking love your big, black cock," Angie obeyed.
 

"You gonna let me fill you up with seed? You gonna let me breed you like a good little white girl?"
 

The question snapped the room into a tense silence.
 

He'd stopped fucking her when he said it and now Angie started squirming beneath him, trying to feel the friction of his cock on her walls again. She whimpered as he slapped her ass, steadying her with his hands to keep her from moving.
 

"What's it gonna be baby, you gonna let me fill you up?"
 

Angie whined again, her ass wriggling in his grasp. She turned around to look at him. Her mouth dropped open.
 

"Fuck yes. Breed me like a good little white girl," she whispered.
 

Her words sent an shock through me that made my cock bounce. One part of me couldn't believe she'd said it, another wanted nothing more than to hear her say it again.
 

Jayden smiled a crooked smile as his hips started moving. His cock plunged deep inside Angie's well-used cunt and she mewled again at the sensation.
 

I knew I should say something. I knew I should get up and stop what was about to happen. I knew I should be the voice of reason because her mind was clouded with lust. I knew I should do all that but I couldn't. The only thing I could do was stroke myself and stare.
 

His thrusting sped up. He set his jaw, his dark cock driving into those sore, pink lips. His hands gripped her hips and the impact of his pelvis against her ass made waves in her flesh. I could see he was getting ready. He was getting ready to fill my Angie with his seed.
 

As he started grunting Angie looked back. I caught her eye. I was sitting there, pulling at my cock while she was being fucked by this big black stud. Neither of us flinched. We stared into each others eyes. My mind was swimming in denial and wonder.
 

She was going to do it. She was going to let him fuck her pussy. I was going to let her do it. Let him do it. Let us do it.
 

His thrusts grew stronger. Her breathing got heavy. Everything about her, her parted red lips, her raw pussy, her legs spread open, her ass bouncing with each fuck, made me want to stuff myself inside her and finish there.
 

"That's it bitch," Jayden growled. His rhythmic fucking slowed. He pulled her close. She arched her back, letting him plunge as deeply as he could into her tight cunt. "That's it. Ima fucking come up in that pussy," he groaned.
 

Her eyes went wide. She was still staring at me. Like she couldn't believe what was happening. I couldn't believe it either, but felt powerless to stop.
 

Suddenly, I saw his ass cheeks clench from the corner of me eye. I looked down to see his fucking slowing, his long, dark shaft plunging deep into my wife. 
 

"Oh fuck yeah..." he rumbled as his balls tightened and his cock flexed. 
 

Angie came up off the pillows. Still staring straight at me her mouth dropped open completely as she started to feel the hot streaks of seed pulsing into her. My eyes darted from hers to her cunt. White cum started oozing from the tight space between his flesh and hers. She moaned. I saw her body tremble. She fell down onto the pillows as an orgasm took her under.
 

He fucked his cock deep into her a few more times, then pulled out. A glob of cum spilled out after him, no doubt only a bit of what he'd left inside. I wanted to jump up and run over, stuff myself into her and feel what it would be like to sink into her cunt, coated in another man's love. Before I had a chance to move, Will had crawled up into the space between her legs and stuffed himself inside.
 

"Oh please!" Angie moaned as he started fucking her.
 

"Oh yeah? You want some more cum chef?" Will taunted.
 

Hearing him call her that made something collide inside me. The man she spent her days ordering around was now in charge.
 

His hips slammed against her in sharp, angry fucks. He slapped her ass a few times, making her white flesh glow red. 
 

I felt my own cum, what little there was left in my balls, start to move into my cock. I let go of myself, not wanting to blow my load before I could fuck her too.
 

Will didn't take long. Staring at her ass, it only took another minute for his body to start spasming the way Jayden's had. He didn't slow down, though. He just fucked and fucked until his balls came up against his body. Ramming himself deep inside her womb, he exploded inside.
 

"Fuck yeah!" he shouted as his seed pulsed deep into her.
 

"Oh fuck. Oh fuck!" Angie cried, "Fuck it into me Will!" She wanted it. She wanted every last drop of that sperm swimming inside her, searching for home.
 

I hadn't even noticed that Malik had emerged from the bathroom. As soon as Will was done, he pulled out. Another torrent of white cream flowed from the lips of her pussy, now rubbed completely red. She didn't care. She reached back as he got off the bed and spread herself apart.
 

Malik took her next. The sound of him sinking into that sloppy cunt almost made me come. The musky smell of sex filled the room.
 

He fucked her slow. He took his time, pressing into her as she moaned beneath him. When he came, he came hard jamming into her and holding himself there as his spunk filled her sex.
 

I was already waiting by the bed when he pulled out. She was exhausted, her body limp as I crawled into the space between her legs. Her pussy was oozing their hot love. I couldn't stop staring at it. Watching the head of my cock sink into that mess was something I'll never forget.
 

Her insides were soft and used and I almost came as soon as I pushed my cock into her. I could feel their cum coating my shaft. Some primal instinct took over and I started hammering at her. She lay limp on the bed. 
 

It didn't take long. I felt a surge of pleasure come up from in between my legs and shoot up my spine. It grabbed the base of my skull and I heard myself groan as my cock released what little it had left inside it. At the peak of my orgasm a thought flew through my mind. If this were the wilds of Africa, I wouldn't stand a chance. It was three against one. Their cum would surely breed her and I would be left watching on the sidelines.
 

With a shout, I fucked deep into her, my body trying to give its seed every advantage it could. It was the hottest fucking climax I'd ever had.
 





Chapter 20

 


Angie took the next day off. Will said it was no problem for him to run the restaurant and that he'd be happy to. We slept in late but I think Angie was doing most of the sleeping. I would wake up from dozing every half hour or so with a huge hard on. I couldn't get the events of the night before out of my mind.
 

It wasn't all good, though. There was a seed of doubt that had taken root in my mind. Maybe by sleep. Maybe by the clarity of daylight. I lay there staring at her as she slept. Something about her looked different. Something about the lines of her face looked uncommon, like I'd never really seen her before.
 

It wasn't that I regretted what had happened. I did wonder if we'd gone too far. It had been so hot watching it, being there, making love to her like that after all those other guys. Now it wasn't just a shared fantasy. Now it was a memory cemented forever in our marriage. Something about that made me uneasy.
 

When Angie started stretching, looking like she was finally going to wake up, I couldn't resist but make a move.
 

"Charlie!" she grinned but her legs opened and she let me in. Her pussy was wet and I wondered if she'd been dreaming of the night before. We fucked slow and gentle but I could tell we were both somewhere else.
 

We went out to breakfast at a diner a few streets down, then decided to go for a walk. She barely said anything the whole time. I was the one who had to bring it up.
 

"Here, let's it down," I said, pointing to a bench. We sat and she looked up at me with worried eyes. "Do you regret it?" I asked, wondering if she'd tell me even if she did.
 

She shook her head. "Do you?" she asked after a long silence.
 

"No...of course not," I answered, but it sounded hesitant, unsure.
 

"Are you sure?"
 

"I'm sure," I said firmly, "it's just a hard thing to twist your head around, you know? The next day, that is."
 

She chuckled, which made me kind of laugh. I can't say it relieved the mood much, though. We both knew what had to be said.
 

"We should probably..." I began, but she cut me off.
 

"I know," she snapped. "I'm sorry...it's just all a little crazy."
 

"How crazy?" I asked.
 

She looked up. "What do you mean?"
 

"I mean, so crazy that you wouldn't do it again?"
 

She shook her head right away. "Not that crazy."
 

My heart skipped a beat at her reaction. It was so fast. So sure. I wasn't sure what that meant about me. About us.
 

"Does that bother you?" she added, sounding worried.
 

"I'm...not sure." I looked at her and tried to make the way she looked to me change back into the familiar shape of the woman I'd married, before all this happened. My mind couldn't do it though. I couldn't look at her the same way. Not in a bad way. She just looked different.
 

"We don't have to do it again," she offered, putting a hand on mine.
 

"I know. But you want to. Right?" I knew I was putting her on the spot. It felt a little unfair. We'd both stepped into this together and now that something wasn't right for me, I was dumping it all on her.
 

"I mean, sure I do, but not if it's going to make you miserable. It's just a fantasy."
 

There was doubt in my mind, though, about whether that was really all it was. "Okay," I said, taking a deep breath, gathering the courage to ask. "What was it about this whole thing that turned you on so much? I've never seen you like that. I've never seen you so..."
 

"Submissive?" she offered with a giggle.
 

"Yeah."
 

She looked away and thought for a while. I wondered if she was just trying to craft an answer that wouldn't hurt me too much to hear. 
 

"You know," she began, still thinking, "I'm not saying I want this all the time or every day or even ever again but there's always been a part of me that wanted to be..." She drifted off, choosing which word to use. "...owned like that. I just...want to be a fuck toy sometimes."
 

I wasn't sure what the sting inside me was at what she'd said. It was a turn on to hear that, but it had jagged edges that poked my insides.
 

"Just not with me?" I blurted before I could help myself. It was probably a good thing anyways, to get all these feelings out.
 

She tilted her head, looking concerned. "Charlie," she began.
 

"I'm sorry. I'm sorry," I said. I couldn't look at her though. "That wasn't right. That was uncalled for."
 

"Okay. You need to tell me everything that's going on in your head right now or this ends right here."
 

I looked up at her. Her brow had furrowed into the familiar shape of her exasperation. The boss was back. It was comforting somehow.
 

"Okay," I said, starting to feel better already. "I don't know what it is really. I woke up this morning and you looked different than last night. You looked different than you ever have. Like it wasn't the same you."
 

"Well that's just ridiculous," she shot back.
 

Maybe it should have hurt, that kind of insensitivity but the funny thing was it didn't. It kind of felt good.
 

"I am the same me, Charlie," she went on, "and we are the same us. Whatever happened doesn't change any of that, any of what we are. We had a fantasy, we played it out, it was fun. Now it can be over if you want. It's that easy."
 

"Well it's not though, is it?" I countered.
 

"Why not?" she demanded.
 

"Well, I mean, you still want to go on with it. You want to try more. You liked it."
 

She rolled her eyes and shook her head, as if I'd just said the most ridiculous thing she'd ever heard. "Charlie if you told me your next fantasy is to try some bdsm, tie me up and whip the shit out of me I'd maybe try it once. Maybe. But if it only hurt and didn't feel good and I got nothing else out of it you can bet your fucking ass we wouldn't be trying it again, even if you thought it was the greatest most orgasmic thing in the world. It doesn't make a goddamned shit's worth of difference if one or the other of us stumbles onto something they're really into if the other person isn't. This isn't about you or me. This is about us. Remember?"
 

There it was. There she was, my ball busting Angie who wasn't about to let me get away with feeling sorry for myself just because I was a little butt hurt. Why did I like that about her so much?
 

"Look," she went on, "I get it. You're feeling vulnerable because three other guys just fucked every hole I have last night."
 

A woman walking by the bench gasped and pressed a hand to her chest. Angie just stared her down until she scurried away. She was good with people like that.
 

"Why don't you just say it? It'll make you feel better, I promise."
 

"Tell you that I'm feeling vulnerable?" I asked, having a hard time with the last word.
 

"Tell me what's making you feel like that."
 

"Well, the size of those cocks doesn't help," I ventured.
 

"Oh my god," Angie moaned slapping a palm to her forehead. "You guys and the fucking size thing! Get over it already, it's not like that! We don't sit there dreaming about being stuffed by the biggest cock on the planet. So their cocks were bigger than yours, big deal."
 

I'd heard it all before but I didn't believe it completely. Or maybe I just didn't want to. Maybe that was part of the fantasy, that they had something to give her I never could. It all felt too twisted up to untangle.
 

"You're being kind of a bitch."
 

Her eyes went a little wide for a second before she burst into laughter. She wrapped her arms around my neck and squeezed. "I love you Charlie Sampson," she giggle into my ear. I knew she meant it, too. That was something they would never have. She would never be like this with them.
 

It all started feeling better. Her cell phone rang. She leaned her forehead against mine, smiled, then gave me a kiss before reaching into her jacket and swiping to answer the call.
 

It was Will. She listened. Her face lit up. "Really?!? That's amazing!" she shrieked. There was obviously something very wonderful happening at the restaurant, which was a relief because normally a call from Will in the middle of the day was not a good thing. When she hung up she threw herself at me and squeezed me again.
 

"You going to to tell me the good news?" I asked, my cheek smothered by her face.
 

She leaned back and looked into my eyes. "Will just got the call. The deal is on for a location in New York. We have to go and sign papers next week!" she squealed.
 

I tried to make my expression rise to the level of her excitement even though my insides were sinking the other way. She could tell right away. Her shoulders slumped a little and her enthusiasm waned.
 

"You're jealous."
 

"What? Me? No, I'm ecstatic!" I lied.
 

She shook her head and smiled. "I know you are. But you're jealous too, right? That I'm going to New York with Will?"
 

"I...look it's not that I'm jealous like I'm not going to let you do it or something."
 

"Ha!" she laughed at the notion.
 

"It's just with everything that's happened..."
 

"Charlie," she said, leaning close. "Relax. That was pleasure. This is business. You know what this means, right?"
 

"What?" I asked, unsure if I wanted to hear what she had to say.
 

"It means you can ditch your shitty clients. It means once this money comes through you can ditch all the clients you hate!"
 

That was an appealing thought. Didn't quite take the edge off the thought of her spending a few days alone with Will, but it smoothed it down a little.
 

"Come on. Let's take care of...you know, plan B...go get pizza then binge on episodes," she said, jumping up.
 

It all seemed like a good idea. At least that way I could pretend I was watching and have some time to think.
 





Chapter 21

 


I thought a lot. Not just that day but every day after that. I thought about what had happened with Will and his friends. I thought about our conversation with Angie. I thought about the fact that she was going to be spending all that time with Will alone, about the fact that now they must have felt closer to each other. Sex will do that. I wondered if they talked about it at work. I wondered if they talked about me, if she shared things with him she wouldn't tell me. I thought about it all so hard I couldn't stop.
 

It an easy paranoia to settle into. What if they did it again? What if she realized that she'd been with the wrong guy this whole time? What if...
 

"You're sitting there just fucking stressing and stressing about it, aren't you?" she finally asked over dinner the night before she was set to leave.
 

I realized as soon as she said it how spaced out I'd been. I'd barely said a word the whole evening. She'd taken time off so we could hang out before she left and here I was being an uncommunicative cod.
 

"A little bit," I confessed.
 

"A lot," she countered. "I've been watching you all week, Charlie. I didn't want to bring it up again because I told you how I feel. I love you. I love us. There's still something about this that's bothering you though, I can tell and it's starting to bother me because you are being so fucking glum!"
 

She was right. She was right about all of it. I'd been sitting and thinking about all this instead of talking to her. But I had a good reason for it, or at least I thought it was a good reason.
 

"Okay. You're right. I'm sorry."
 

"Don't be sorry, Charlie. Just fucking tell me what is up?"
 

"It's not that I'm worried about you, about us. Although there is an element of that to it. It's really that..." I trailed off.
 

She put her fork down and leaned closer.
 

"It's that I want to see it again." 
 

That threw her for a loop. "You do?" she asked quietly.
 

"I do. And I don't. It's all mixed up in there but at the end of it all, I do. I think about that night all the time. Not just the night with you and Will but watching you and his friends. It makes me horny as fuck..."
 

She balked at my profanity. Something about her reaction gave me the courage to keep going.
 

"I want to see it again. I want to see you being someone else's fuck doll. I want to watch it over and over, scratching that itch until I found out what about it makes me so turned on."
 

We sat in silence for a while, Angie staring at me, studying my face for the truth.
 

"You really want it? You really want to see it?" she whispered finally.
 

I nodded. "Do you?"
 

She answered right away. "Yes, but only if it's not going to fuck this up. Only if it's not going to fuck us up and make things different and never good again. Because I love us too much to do that Charlie, to throw this all away for a stupid fantasy."
 

"I know," I reassured her, leaning in and taking her hand. "It won't. I swear. It'll be different, sure, but I swear it won't break what we have."
 

She leaned back. "Okay, well we'll leave it until we get back from New York anyways."
 

"We don't have to," I said right away, a little surprised at my own eagerness.
 

"We don't?"
 

"I mean, if you want to we can. I just thought...if you want to, in New York, if just...if there were a way I could watch..."
 

Her face registered understanding. "You mean if we set up a computer thing?"
 

"Yeah," I bumbled, feeling a little ashamed at my own enthusiasm. I was getting very excited about watching her with another man again.
 

"Okay look," she said, suddenly serious, "we'll see. I've got to talk to Will anyways. He's a person too, right?"
 

I couldn't help but laugh. This whole time I hadn't even considered that Will might not be into this again. That Will might just want to be friends. It was a little hard to imagine, though. I pushed my plate out of the way, took her hand, hoping she'd want to abandon dinner for the time being as much as I did.
 

Her sly smile and the way she moved away from me didn't bode well. "Yeah, I don't think so, Charlie. Not tonight."
 

I was stunned. It was a rare day she wasn't up for frisky times. "What's wrong?" I asked, suddenly worried.
 

"Nothing," she said, still smiling. "But if we're going to play this game, you're not the only one that gets to call the shots. I want to call some shots too."
 

Not what I was expecting, but not unwelcome and certainly fair. "Okay, what kind of shots?" I asked trying to get a feel for what she meant.
 

"Well, like sex tonight. Don't you think it would be hotter if we didn't have sex tonight? If something did happen in New York, the fact that you didn't get off right before I left...I don't know, doesn't it seem sexy?"
 

What seemed sexy to me right then was taking her to the bedroom and relieving the pressure that had built up in between my legs just at talking about all this. I knew she was right, though. Not have sex would be agony. The good kind.
 

"What are we going to do then? Just eat dinner and go to sleep?" I asked with a smile. 
 

"Not exactly what I had in mind." She was still smiling. This seemed like it was getting interesting.
 

"I'm all ears."
 

"Why don't we finish our dinner and then we'll see."
 

I resisted the urge to whine that I wanted to know now. That didn't seem like it would be very sexy.
 

She smiled through dinner but didn't talk very much. I could barely keep my eyes off her. The fact that she said she wanted some control in this situation was pretty arousing and I couldn't wait to find out what she meant by "we'll see." I ate my dinner like a good boy. I even cleaned the dishes, too.
 

"Well? Do I get to find out now? What you have in mind?" I asked after dinner, my impatience growing by the second.
 

"I guess you've been a good boy," she teased. "Go upstairs and get undressed. I'll be up soon."
 

My cock was half-stiff as I lay naked on the bed waiting for her. She took her time coming up, too. When she did come up, she wasn't wearing anything either. My cock bounced at the sight of her full curves swaying into the room.
 

"Change your mind?" I joked.
 

"Not exactly," she replied, wandering towards the bed. "Slide down a little," she ordered. She stripped and my cock bounced at the sight of her naked body.
 

I did what she asked, sliding down the bed until my feet were hanging over the edge. Just watching her walk around the room was making me stiff.
 

Angie didn't waste any time. She crawled up onto the bed then swung a leg over my chest. My cock got even harder as I realized what she was going to do. She lowered herself onto my, unceremoniously, her wet pussy lips pressing against mine as my nose was shoved into the cleft between her toned ass cheeks.
 

The sweet musky stink of her ass filled my nostrils and made my cock completely hard.
 

"Come on baby," she groaned, grinding her pussy against me until I started to lick. I could barely breathe and every breath I did take was loaded with her scent. My cock pulsed between my legs. The only thing I wanted was for her to touch me right then.
 

She didn't. I felt her hands settle on my ribs as she leaned forward, shoving her snatch even more firmly against my lips. I did my best to lick her swollen clit as fast as I could, driving her towards orgasm. It took a while but she started to mewl. It sounded hot as hell, that sound.
 

She started rubbing her pussy on me. There were juices flooding from it now, covering my face and neck. I couldn't get enough of her wet heat. I wanted it all over me. I wanted her to mark me as hers.
 

Her thighs started squeezing me. Her legs were strong and I started to see stars. I didn't want to stop, though. I wanted to feel her come onto me. I wanted to taste her love.
 

As the orgasm shook her, she reared up, pressing her ass hole against my nose. I grabbed her ass cheeks and pulled myself closer taking a massive whiff of her back door and lashing at her clit with my tongue. She screamed and I felt the climax tear through her again. 
 

Hot juices spurted out of her, covering my face. I licked and swallowed what I could. When she was done, she shuffled forward a bit. I realized what she wanted.
 

"Come on baby, clean me off right," she cooed.
 

I stuck out my sore tongue and touched the tip of it against her soft back hole. I cleaned her as best I could, until I started to feel her getting turned on again.
 

My cock was throbbing, bouncing up and down. She rubbed her ass against my mouth a little and I ran my tongue across it one last time, savouring the feeling of the ridge of puckered muscle. She swung a leg over me and sat on the bed beside me.
 

I looked at her, my eyes wide with desperation. "Come on Angie," I begged, "please?"
 

She giggled and glanced at my flexing member. She ran a finger along a vein. My body arched towards her. She looked at me and smiled.
 

"I'm telling you, Charlie. You're going to have a better time if I don't." She pulled herself off the bed and bounced to the bathroom. She stuck her head out just as I was reaching down to touch myself. "Come on Charlie. Play along."
 

I sighed, resigned to not get any sleep. I'd play along alright. This didn't seem like much fun though.
 





Chapter 22

 


"I have a surprise for you." The sound of Angie's whisper drifted through my dreams. I opened my eyes to find her staring at me, grinning. I rolled closer to her, trying to push my morning wood into her hand.
 

"I'm glad you finally came around," I whispered, my voice bleary from sleep.
 

"Unh-uh," she said, pushing me away.
 

A bolt of unpleasant frustration stirred me awake.
 

"What's going on?" I asked.
 

"Well, it's actually two surprises," she said, the smile still wide on her face. "Which one do you want first?"
 

"What time is it?" I asked, scratching my head and turning towards the alarm clock.
 

"It's nine."
 

Nine. Nine. That number meant something. Her flight. Her flight was at nine.
 

"Your flight!" I shouted, springing from the bed. I wasn't sure how I could help her get there. It had probably already left. It just seemed like doing something was better than doing nothing.
 

"Charlie, relax," she purred, patting the bed for me to get back in.
 

I shook my head. Obviously things were under control. "What's going on?" I asked again, after I'd calmed down.
 

"Well? Which one do you want first?" she squealed, delighted.
 

"Angie," I replied, my voice tinged with a growing irritation. "I don't know what the choices are."
 

She giggled, delighting in my ignorance. "Okay. I'll just tell you the first one."
 

"Okay."
 

"You're coming to New York."
 

"What?!?" I whispered, sitting up.
 

She scrunched her nose up and giggled. "You heard me. You're coming to New York."
 

"Why?"
 

"Okay, are you ready?"
 

"I'm ready already. Now what?!?" She was really enjoying herself, stringing me along.
 

"Will's got some friends he got in touch with."
 

That's all she said. Her smile didn't fade completely but it slid from happiness into mischief.
 

"More friends?" I asked after I'd realized what she meant.
 

She leaned close and put a hand on my arm, obviously excited. "A lot more."
 

Adrenaline stirred somewhere inside me. I sat up, trying not to look to stunned. "What's a lot more?"
 

"Do you want to hear this?" she asked, giddy with excitement.
 

Even if I didn't, she could obviously hardly wait to tell me. I braced myself.
 

"Okay. Shoot."
 

"Okay," she said, clapping her hands together. "Will said we could do...like, a real breeding party with, I don't know, a lot more guys."
 

"A breeding party?" I balked.
 

"It's just a name for it they use. It's just because there're going to be so many guys there. It doesn't mean anything."
 

I frowned. It obviously meant something. "Okay. So what happens?"
 

"It's like what we did at his place except the guys are just...they're just there to, like, fuck their cum into me. Or onto me. Or wherever they want. And you get to watch!"
 

I sat there staring at her, almost completely at a loss as to what to say. Sure, I'd started the whole thing. This was taking it over the top though, wasn't it?
 

"You're not into it," she said after a while and no response from me.
 

"I...have no idea."
 

"No idea?" she echoed.
 

"Angie, give me a minute. This is kind of a big deal. Just let me think about it?"
 

She scowled and lay back down on the bed. I could tell I'd taken the wind out of her sails with my reaction but what had she expected? That I'd just dive right into this no problem? A breeding party? Just the name of it sent a shudder racing through me. I got up, walked to the bathroom and turned on the shower.
 

The hot water felt good and I stood there with my eyes closed, trying to envision what it would look like and how it would make me feel.
 

On the one hand, the thought of her being used by all those men was incredibly erotic. I imagined her with her legs up, cock after cock getting shoved into her holes and filling her with cum. It made me half hard just thinking about it.
 

At the same time, if we went through with it, this was going to be a decidedly more intense experience than I'd ever imagined. This wasn't just going to be sharing my wife with one man I knew or a few of his friends. This was going to be me, watching Angie become a complete slut. It was exciting and terrifying at the same time.
 

She walked into the bathroom just as I was towelling off. She was wearing a robe but it outlined her curves perfectly and my cock straightened a bit at seeing her. I put my arms around her, hoping maybe she'd changed her mind about waiting.
 

"Ah, ah!" she smiled, pushing me away and stepping past me. She took off the robe and my cock got even stiffer. I thought of just taking her. Bending her over the sink and stuffing myself into her pussy. I bet she'd find that hot, me being that assertive.
 

"Don't even think about it," she said stepping into the shower. I looked up to see that she had caught me staring at her bulging ass.
 

"Trust me, it's all I'm thinking about..." I muttered.
 

"So?" she asked, turning on the water.
 

I breathed deeply. "Okay."
 

"Okay?" Angie's head poked out from behind the shower curtain with wide, excited eyes. "Really?"
 

"Really."
 

She practically fell out of the shower and into my arms.
 

"Hey, I just towelled off," I complained. "You're getting me all wet again!"
 

"No you're getting me all wet, mister." Before I knew it she grabbed my hand and pressed it between her legs. My fingers slipped into the sticky wetness of her pussy. My cock jumped at the wetness. She pulled them out from between her folds, brought them to her mouth and slid the inside. Her eyes were glued to mine the whole time.
 

"Angie what the fuck?" I whispered.
 

She let the fingers slide out with a sloppy popping sound. "Okay I know this was kind of your thing but I'm just really fucking into it now Charlie."
 

That made me scowl.
 

"What?" she asked.
 

"What? I mean you're standing here sucking yourself off my hand at the thought of getting gang banged. You don't think that's going to make me worry a little?"
 

She took a step back. "Make you worry a little?!?" she guffawed. "Charlie this whole thing was your idea!"
 

"I know Angie but..."
 

"But what?" she snapped. "But it's all fine as long as Charlie's having a good time but when I get excited about having some fun then you get to start pouting? Fuck that!"
 

She stepped back into the shower and did her best to slam the curtain shut.
 

"Angie," I started, realizing I'd messed up.
 

"No! Get out! I want to shower in peace!" she shot from inside her steamy cocoon.
 

I sighed and stepped through the door. I sat on the bed waiting for her to finish. Her showers were epic. It gave me time to think.
 

She was right. I was the one that had started all this. I was the one that had gambled by bringing Will into the picture. She'd been completely understanding when I'd needed to back out at Will's place the first night. She'd shown more understanding about this than she had about anything in our marriage. I realized I was being a complete tool. 
 

She came out of the bathroom wrapped in a giant white towel.
 

"I'm sorry," I said right away.
 

She shot me a disappointed look.
 

"I'm very sorry," I tried again.
 

No look this time. She just walked to the closet and opened it.
 

"I'm very, very sorry." I took a deep breath. "I'm very, very, very, very..."
 

"Oh Charlie, shutup!" A shoe flew across the room. I ducked just in time. That was actually the reaction I'd hoped for. I walked over to where she was standing and looked her in the eye.
 

"You're right," I said, "for once I'm being the selfish cunt." It was a mad gamble. 
 

Her mouth popped open in mock surprise. "You didn't," she whispered.
 

"I love you."
 

She melted a little. "Are you sure?"
 

"That I love you?"
 

"That you want to do this?" Her voice was incredibly warm. Incredibly soft. I just couldn't used to hearing her sound so caring.
 

"I do. I'm just a little scared."
 

"Scared?"
 

"Yeah."
 

"Of what?"
 

"Of...that it'll change something."
 

"Charlie. Nothing will change," she purred, stroking my cheek with a finger.
 

"Promise?"
 

"I promise."
 

"So...this is all set up already?"
 

"Mmhmm!" she nodded, biting her lip. "Will did everything!"
 

A sliver of discomfort slid through my insides. "That was nice of him."
 

"I know!" she enthused, oblivious. She spun around and started swishing through dresses hanging in the closet.
 

I watched the shadows the muscles in her back made. This was going to be...fun.
 





Chapter 23

 


"You ready for this my man?" Will asked. His hand was already on the door knob. They'd already knocked. There wasn't really any turning back now.
 

I shifted in the armchair and looked over at Angie. She was sitting on the edge of the bed wearing a tight red skirt that barely covered her thighs. If I looked hard enough I could just make out the soft patch of hair above her pussy.
 

She was smiling. Which meant she was nervous. I wondered if I looked nervous. I looked back at Will and nodded.
 

Only three guys came in when he opened the door. He'd explained they'd have to come in a few at a time so it didn't look like what it was.
 

They were all big guys. Two black guys and the last one looked Hispanic. The first one nodded at me, the other two didn't even look towards where I was sitting. Their eyes went straight to Angie.
 

I saw her back stiffen a little bit. She sat a little straighter on the bed. I saw her legs close a bit. Her calf muscles were tight from the heels she was wearing. I felt a pang of angst. Sure she looked like a slut to them. To me she looked so...innocent, sitting there.
 

The three guys stopped in front of her. They looked at Will who was standing by the door.
 

"Go on dawgs!" he said, grinning. They all took their shirts off and pushed their pants to the floor. I could only see the two black guys but their cocks were huge.
 

I looked at Angie. She was looking at them too. I wondered what she was thinking. Was she having second thoughts? Was I? Or was she imagining what it was going to feel like, being stuffed full of all that meat?
 

One of the guys pulled her up to standing. I watched her swallow. She was still smiling. Still nervous. He hooked his fingers under her skirt and pulled it over her head.
 

The three of them started stroking their cocks, their eyes roaming from her tits to her pussy. I watched a black hand start to knead one of her breasts. She looked at the guy touching her. She looked so awkward. Like she didn't know what to do.
 

"On your knees baby," one of them said. She seemed to enjoy the command. It gave her something to do. He helped her down in front of him, then pushed his cock into her face.
 

That made me lurch. I didn't want to touch myself just yet. I wanted to enjoy the whole thing. I knew if I started now, I'd be done before any of them were.
 

Another knock at the door. Will let in the next group. I sat staring at my wife.
 

She had a cock in her mouth now and was sucking on it, her head bobbing up and down. Her hand was wrapped around another one, stroking it to hardness. More muscled men appeared around her, naked and ready. She looked like a lamb, surrounded by wolves.
 

The guy who'd helped her to her knees pulled her off himself and up again. He touched her breasts then made her turn around. Stroking himself, he stared at her ass along with the other guys. He gave it a couple of slaps and watched it turn red.
 

I saw Angie's mouth open but she didn't say anything. She just stood there and took it. Like a whore who'd already been paid and just had to put up with whatever they were going to do. It wasn't until he turned her around and made her lay back on the bed that she started to look excited. That she started to look like this was something she wanted to do.
 

He held her legs open, the big black guy who'd put his cock in her mouth. His cock was completely hard now and I watched him open her legs, watched him stare at the slash of pink flesh he was going to push himself into.
 

Even from where I was sitting I could tell she was wet. She was turned on. Turned on by the fact that she was going to get fucked by a bunch of total strangers. I couldn't help that my cock hardened at the thought. I was getting turned on by it too.
 

Another knock. More men walked through the door. I didn't look to see what they looked like this time. It didn't matter. The only thing that mattered was her. My wife, surrounded by cocks and about to be drilled and filled with their seed.
 

I imagined what it was going to feel like, slipping in between her silky thighs and pressing my own cock into her sloppy cunt, filled with cum. We'd talked about it earlier. I wasn't going to let myself come until I could be inside her. Until they'd all had her, used her to get off. Then I was going to go over there and be the last to push myself in and empty myself inside. The idea had made me hard when we'd talked about it and it was making me hard again now.
 

The sound of her wetness being violated tore me from my fantasy and put me back in the room. The head of a thick, black cock was running along her slit, collecting her juices, getting ready to move inside.
 

I looked up to see she had another cock in her mouth. She was holding onto it and craning her neck to try and suck it. Another guy had come up on her other side and guided her hand to his cock. She wrapped her fingers around the thick thing and started to stroke.
 

The guy between her legs didn't give any warning. He just moved down her slit one last time and pushed himself inside. She moaned all over the cock in her mouth. I watched her legs spread open wide.
 

The muscles of the guy's ass flexed. Angie moaned again. His cock was long but it wasn't that thick. Thicker than mine. He pushed it about halfway in before I saw her squirm. He put his hands on her hips to steady her, to keep her from bucking, and pushed the rest of himself inside.
 

The sound of him driving himself deep into her wetness made me harden and I put my hand on my own cock, over my pants. I didn't want to start yet but the ache was unbearable. 
 

Another knock at the door. More footsteps. More men.
 

The guy in her mouth took himself out. The one on her other side stepped back. She looked up at the guy between her legs, her face painted in pleasure now.
 

"Oh yes, yes, yes," she started panting. Her tight calves roamed up and down the dark skin of the man inside her. As if her body needed more of him to touch.
 

He was buried all the way, definitely deeper than I could ever get. I wondered if he was going to shoot his load in there, so close to her womb. He leaned down and started fucking her hard. There was a circle of men stroking themselves, waiting their turn around her now.
 

She looked up, wide-eyed and into his stare. As her hands clutched his ass and her legs coasted up and down his thighs, her eyes made it look like she was begging for his seed.
 

It was a look I'd never be able to resist. He couldn't either.
 

He slowed a bit, then stopped. My eyes dropped to his balls and I watched them come up and saw the root of his cock flex. My gaze darted back to Angie just in time to see the smile crack across her lips. 
 

She was feeling what I was seeing. She was feeling the thick ropes of his hot load coating her insides. I was watching another man fuck his cum deep inside my wife. It was incredibly hot. I couldn't help but let my hand drift inside my pants.
 

He pulled out and I just saw the first trickle of his seed start leaking out of Angie's stretched cunt before another guy took his place.
 

The smile faded and her mouth opened as the guy pushed himself inside her. He was thicker and even though she was stretched already, I saw her wince as he drove himself inside. As soon as he'd fit all of him into her and started fucking, I saw her glance around. Her hands went out, reaching for the cock closest to her, like she just couldn't get enough.
 

One of the guys close by eagerly obliged, shoving his cock into her mouth. She took almost all of it and started sucking on it hard. Her hand drifted between the guys legs and squeezed his balls.
 

Different colored hands roamed across her breasts, each of them tugging at her nipples or kneading the soft pillow shapes. Every once in a while her mouth would pop off the cock she was sucking and another one would take its place. She'd become the perfect, willing whore.
 

The guy emptied himself inside her and it made her come. I watched her back come up off the bed, her body soaring on an orgasm brought on by the hot seed being pumped into her. Another guy took his place and started fucking her roughly. I watched her body shaking on the bed.
 

This guy was white and his cock wasn't as big as the others had been. He fucked her pretty hard for a while but pulled himself out before he came. Raising her legs higher so her ass came up, he pushed against the tight ring of her ass and drove himself inside.
 

She moaned as he pushed into her and I saw a big gob of cum leak out of her pussy and onto the guy's cock. He pulled out, letting the white liquid drip onto him, then slid in more easily, lubricated by the sticky cum.
 

She seemed to like that more. Her eyes rolled back, then closed as he started to fuck her ass roughly this time. He rode her like that for a while, holding her legs up high, the muscles in her calves still tight from the heels she was wearing. When it was time he drove himself in hard and deep and nutted up into her bowels. When he pulled out, most of the seed came with him, leaking out of her ass and onto the bed sheets.
 

A guy crawled under her next, a few of the others helping to lift her onto him. His cock was hard and slid into her ass easily. She moaned this time and tried to wriggle onto him, obviously enjoying the feeling much more.
 

Another guy stepped between her legs and I watched as he pushed himself into her sloppy cunt. As the two of them fucked her she took another cock in her mouth. More hands tugged at her breasts, her nipples now rubbed a little raw.
 

Guys started filling all her holes. Her mascara had started running and her hair was a mess as they used it to guide her mouth along their cocks. One burly black man turned her over on her stomach and fucked her ass until he was right about to come, pulled out just in time to crawl up the bed and shove his cock deep into her well used mouth. She reward him with some choking, gagging sounds as he blew his load down her throat.
 

Will had a turn. He fucked her in the ass this time, too. She pulled her cheeks apart for him and let him drive his cock deep inside her. When he was done, he unloaded onto that beautiful round ass and gave it a slap.
 

It might have been one of the hardest things I'd ever done, watching all of that and keeping my hands off of my throbbing cock.
 

I'd lost track of whether all of them had fucked her. Some of them had fucked her twice, others had started coming on her tits and face. But a calm seemed to fill the room and slowly they began to drift out, one by one or in small groups.
 

I barely realized when they'd all left. I just found myself alone in the room with her.
 

She was on her back. Her body seemed covered in cum, though it was mostly just her face. A steady stream of cum was leaking out of her two holes. Her head was tilted to one side, a hand beside it.
 

I took off clothes as I walked towards her. I couldn't stop staring at her. It was shockingly beautiful, seeing her that used. Some of the cum on her face was still warm. I tasted it. It woke her up. She kissed me and we shared that seed, pushing it into each other's mouths.
 

My cock sank into her pussy easily, filled with liquid as she was. I shuddered as I slid my length into her. I was so close just from having watched all that. I started to fuck her, looking down to see my cum covered cock gliding in and out of her gash.
 

Suddenly I was overwhelmed by love and lust and everything I'd seen. I wanted her to know how good it felt. I wanted her to know how much I loved her. I wanted to show her I owned her completely.
 

I pulled my cock out of her pussy, pushed myself off of her and rolled her over onto her stomach. She giggled and put a hand to her mouth. The sound just filled me with more lust. I touch my tip to her stretched rear hole. With a massive groan, I drove myself inside.
 

I felt her tight walls close around me as I fucked myself furiously into my wife. She pushed her hands against the bed and brought her ass up for me, making it even look more beautifully round. I drove into her harder, faster. The cum inside her coated me. I felt my balls tighten. I thought of all those men's cocks, flexing seed into my wife. The image sent me barrelling over the edge. It felt like falling until the orgasm that had been building for the last few days tore up between my legs and shot through me with a scream.
 

I came to on top of her, my wilting cock still inside her ass. The sound of her giggling made me chuckle a quiet laugh. I fell off to one side.
 

"Did you enjoy that Charlie?"
 

"Did you?"
 

"No. I did it all for you."
 

I smiled. "I guess I won't be asking you to do it again then."
 

"You won't?" came her pouty response, after a pause.
 

I turned to gaze at her dishevelled face. Her eyes were bright, but tired.
 

"What would you say if I did?"
 

She smiled too. "Yes."
 

I kissed her on the lips and we both drifted off to sleep.
 





Epilogue

 


"Hey! Where are you going?" I shouted down the hall. Angie had one foot out the door. She swung towards me slowly, looking very guilty.
 

"Just one more day. I promise."
 

I stormed towards her, took her by the arm and eased her back into the house.
 

"The doctor said that's it. You're done. No more working. This baby was supposed to be here a week ago!"
 

She sighed and shook her head. "Shouldn't I be washing floors or something?"
 

"Maybe. In fact why don't you get on that. I know you shouldn't be in a hot kitchen surrounded by scalding pots and knives."
 

"I'm going to have to go back to work someday you know?" 
 

I slipped her coat off and nudged her towards the couch.
 

"Sit down," I ordered. "I'll get the tea."
 

A funny thing had happened with the two of us. The further along in her pregnancy Angie got the softer she'd become. That had made me incredibly protective of her. It was different than who we'd been but we settled into it well.
 

There'd been a few more nights of fun for the two of us. Nothing like New York. When the restaurant in New York had opened, Angie made Will a partner and they spent a lot of time back and forth. They fooled around a few times but it was all pretty casual.
 

I know it'll all change once the baby comes. I have to say that watching her belly grow has been quite an experience. I let myself slip into a fantasy sometimes, that she got pregnant a lot sooner. That she got pregnant right after that night in New York and until the baby comes out we won't know...
 

I told her about it and she started playing it up in the bedroom. That another man had done that to her. Hottest thing I've ever heard. I still don't really understand it. Why would I be so turned on at the thought of my wife's belly growing from another man's seed? I've almost stopped trying to pick it apart. Almost.
 

I'm glad it's just a fantasy though. I'm glad we can do something that crazy and not have it spin out of control. I'm a lucky guy and I know it. Not everyone's wife will say yes.
 







***


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!

A Week at the Beach : A Hotwife Romance 

When Samantha can't get pregnant, Andrew books a vacation to a sunny destination hoping it might help them relax. 

From the moment they arrive he notices a change in his wife's behaviour. Inspired by her new sense of mischeif, he confesses to his fantasy of seeing her with another man. 

Samantha is shocked at first, but seems much more enthusiastic about the idea after they befriend the big, black Chef Bastian. 

As the couple explore their desires, Andrew keeps a darker secret hidden, all the while wondering just how far his wife will go. 

An fun-in-the-sun wifesharing story.
Watching Her Work: A Hotwife Romance Novel
"That is your wife?" they'd ask, incredulous that someone like me could ever bed someone like her.


His book is being turned into a movie. His wife Adriana is the star. Roger Herrington has it all.


When he finds out that a racy scene has been added and that he won't be allowed to watch, Roger is forced to re-examine his past and confront the source of his jealous lust.


A 40,000-word erotic wife-watching tale of voyeurism and seduction.


Just Between Us: A Hotwife Novel

A box of pictures from Katherine's past leads Mark to discover a fantasy he didn't know he had.


His curiosity turns into an obsession that starts to take over his entire life: watching his wife with another man. When Katherine finds out about his new found fetish, her reaction to it is completely unexpected. 

Together, the two embark on a journey to see the fantasy fulfilled. But when Katherine seems too eager to please, Mark starts to wonder whose fantasy this is really about.



Hotwife Hotel : A Wifewatching Romance 


When Rebecca inherits an old house on the east coast, she convinces her husband that the move would be a good change of pace. 

In the hopes of reviving their marriage, John agrees and the two decide to turn the place into a bed and breakfast. 

John soon realizes the hotel is the perfect place to live out his secret fantasy of watching his wife with another man.
 
Will he be able to convince Rebecca? Or are some fantasies better left unsaid?
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