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  Foreword



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

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

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








  
  
  Chapter 1

  
  




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A very, twisted, fucked-up plan.

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

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

That evening, Carlton rang.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Something else?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I fucked Chantelle last night.

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

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

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

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

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

Oh, but I do.

I continued to stay silent.

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

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

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

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

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

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

You are a dirty slut.

Despite having two big cocks inside
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