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Chapter One: S​tay A While
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“I can’t believe he did that!” Ariel held my hand as I cried.

“With my boss!” I cried.

I had come home to find my husband, Jerry, in bed with my boss; they didn’t even realize I was standing there watching them, fucking in our bed.

Ariel made a face as she processed what I was saying.

I heard the front door open, and Maxwell came into the house. “Hey Trish,” he waved at me.

I turned to face him. “What happened?”

He dropped his construction bag and walked into the large living room. He sat next to his wife, Ariel, as she caught him up.

“Wait,” Maxwell shook his head. “Your boss, you mean Doug?”

I cried again while nodding.

Being cheated on was one thing; being cheated on with another man was another.

The image of my husband being fucked by another man was imprinted in my head, and I couldn’t get it out.

They only stopped when I slammed the door and raced down the stairs. Jerry came running after me, but I was already in my car and racing out of the driveway. I don’t know how I managed to drive all the way here without crashing or causing an accident. I hadn’t stopped crying.

“Asshole!” Maxwell muttered.

“You can stay here,” Ariel comforted me.

“I will get the guest room ready, and Ariel and I will go over and get some of your things,” Maxwell rested a hand on my shoulder.

“Thank you!” I stared at them through tear-filled eyes. “Thank you so much.”

“Don’t worry about a thing,” Ariel hugged me.

Ariel and I had been friends since we were able to walk. Our moms were sister wives, both of our fathers had left the moment our moms said ‘we need to talk’, since then they did everything together, even lived together for a while, so Ariel and I were more like sisters.

We had grown apart after high school, going our separate ways for a while. We stayed in contact with each other through social media and other things, never being too distant. She only moved back this way because of Maxwell’s promotion, and since then, we have been inseparable again.

I adored her relationship with Maxwell; he was everything Jerry wasn’t. He loved Ariel, and it showed in everything he did, from opening doors for her to making sure she got in her car before closing the door.

Jerry was the opposite, he always said, ‘women wanted their independence so they could be independent by opening and closing their own damn door!’ I tried to tell him about the differences between independence and chivalry, but he didn’t want to listen.

~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Jerry had tried to call me many times, even texted me and asked to talk, but I refused to talk to him or respond.

Ariel and Maxwell went over to the house and picked up a few things for me, clothes, toiletries, and other things that I asked them to pick up.

Maxwell even told Jerry to be out of the house tomorrow, so Ariel and I could get more things. Jerry had always feared Maxwell. Who wouldn’t? He was tall, at almost seven feet seven inches, and built like a bodybuilder. He even intimidated me, but seeing him at home with Ariel made me see that he was just a large teddy bear with muscles.

I smiled watching them play around in the kitchen at dinner time. She was smacking him with one of the kitchen towels, and he was sprinkling her face with water.

Jerry and I never played like that; it was both fun and made me feel jealous. I wanted a love like that, even though I wasn’t brave enough to do what Ariel did.

My mom would roll over in her grave and come back to life just to yell at me if I even tried to date a black guy. Ariel’s mom hadn’t talked to her since she got married. It didn’t stop Ariel from sending birthday and Christmas cards to her mom; all of them got returned, but it didn’t stop her from sending them.

After dinner, we sat and watched a movie. I watched Ariel and Maxwell hold hands as they watched the movie; it was cute.

I got up and went to the guest room. I sent a text message to my boss telling him that I wouldn’t be returning to work. He told me that he had put in for a transfer for me to another office, which was closer to me, with a month off, with pay.

He also told his direct supervisor what had happened and that he would take any punishment that was deemed worthy. He apologized, but I didn’t reply to any of his messages.

I knew the HR representative would be in contact with me soon, maybe as soon as Monday morning, but I didn’t want to deal with it. Let them sort it out.

I was just glad to be off work with pay for the next month.

I turned off my phone and lay down on the bed.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I woke up as the image of Jeff being fucked by my boss made me jump up from the bed. I took a deep sigh, realizing I was okay and probably would never get that memory out of my head.

I got out of bed and went downstairs to get a drink. After a few minutes of standing in the kitchen, I heard a noise. It was the sound of sex; I knew Ariel and Maxwell’s bedroom was downstairs.

I didn’t mean to pry, but my imagination got the better of me. I walked through the living room and down the hall toward their bedroom.

I had always wondered what interracial sex looked like in person. I had seen it in porn videos and in magazines, but I had never seen it up close and in person.

The bedroom door was slightly ajar, and I peeked inside. I had to move it a little to see the bed; the sound of skin hitting skin filled my ears, but I wanted to see what was happening.

I saw Ariel on top of Maxwell, her back to him as she rode his cock. My heart was beating as I watched her bounce up and down, back and forth.

She held one of her tits in her hand as she moaned loudly.

I could barely make out his cock, but from what I could see, Maxwell’s cock was much longer than Jeff’s. Ariel had her eyes closed as she bit her bottom lip and rode her husband.

My hand squeezed my breasts through my shirt as I watched my friend, her lips quivered, and her fingers tweaked and pulled on her nipple.

Then her eyes opened, and she saw me in the doorway. I was about to move, apologize, or do something when she lifted her finger to her mouth, signaling me to stay quiet.

Her arms moved behind her as she leaned backward.

Now I could see Maxwell’s cock as it drove into her. She slowly parted her legs, giving me the full view of his cock inside her.

She winked at me.

I quickly closed the door and rushed down the hallway and up the stairs. I closed the door and jumped into bed.

He had a massive cock, a huge cock, a fucking long, thick black cock.

All I could think about was my friend and her husband fucking in the room below me, right underneath me; they were going at it.

That thought made me put my hands between my legs.
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Chapter Two: ​Sharing Is Caring
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“This one looks good,” Ariel smiled, holding a piece of clothing.

“For whom?” I smiled back at her. “My leg can probably fit in that.”

“Just saying you are on the market again, might want to wear something to show off the goods,” Ariel bumped me with her shoulder.

I had come to get a few essentials, while Ariel and Maxwell had the best of intentions of going to my house and getting a few things, they forgot some of the finer things, like bras and underwear.

“I can’t believe you wear these,” Ariel picked up one of the bras that I had bought. “It’s like a mini umbrella on my head, or I can use it to cover my entire head.”

“Will you put it back!” I laughed, snatching the bra off her head.

“Remember when we went to the beach on that field trip?” Ariel wrapped her arm in mine and lay her head on my shoulder.

“Yes!” I chuckled.

“The guys couldn’t take their eyes off you!” Ariel grinned.

“Or you!” I bumped into her.

“We were quite the pair,” Ariel nodded. “Tits and Ass that’s what they call us.”

“All through college,” I remembered all the guys on the football team wanted to date Ariel and me.

They had nicknamed us Tits and Ass because of our names. Trish for me became tits, and of course, Ariel became ass.

“Still stands,” Ariel smiled proudly as we reached the register. “I still got the ass, and you have the tits!”

“Now that I am soon to be single, I might get them reduced,” I put all the clothes and other things on the belt.

“Her husband cheated on her,” Ariel told the cashier.

“You don’t need to tell everyone!” I exclaimed.

“With another man,” Ariel added.

I shook my head as the young cashier looked at me. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s fine,” I shrugged.

Jerry hadn’t called or texted me since yesterday, and I was fine with it. He had made his bed; now he could lie in it.

I had already started looking for a divorce lawyer.

Ariel and I started heading back to her place.

“I thank you again for allowing me to stay with you,” I told her as she drove.

“Don’t mention it, what are friends for?”

We hadn’t talked about what had happened last night, and I was hoping it wouldn’t come up.

I hadn’t meant to spy on the two of them having sex, and I felt embarrassed for staring so long at her husband’s enormous cock.

I had brought myself to two orgasms last night, thinking about how long and thick it was, and the way she was bouncing on it like a yo-yo.

“So,” Ariel grinned as we got to a stoplight. “We are just going to ignore the elephant in the room?”

I sighed, and I could feel the heat coming off my face.

“I was hoping we would,” I put my elbow on the edge of the window and dragged my hand through my long hair.

“Okay,” Ariel shrugged. “We can do that, if you want.”

“We can?” I asked, surprised.

“Hell no!” Ariel laughed. “You little freak!”

I smiled. “You’re not mad?”

“Not really,” Ariel chuckled as she looked at me with her blue eyes. “Surprised actually.”

“Surprised?” I commented.

“Thought you weren’t into interracial stuff,” Ariel resumed driving as the light turned green.

“It wasn’t my intention,” I turned to face her. “I kind of got caught up in the moment.”

“Oh?” Ariel raised an eyebrow. “What moment exactly?”

“All of it,” I shrugged.

“You mean his twelve-inch cock,” Ariel stared at me. “Or my ass bouncing on it?”

“You took all of it, and well, it’s fucking huge!” I exclaimed.

“Took me years to get used to it,” Ariel said proudly. “Now, it’s all mine!”

“Has he got a friend?” I grinned.

“I don’t know, I can ask him,” Ariel winked back at me.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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For days, all I could think about was Maxwell and his huge cock. I tried not to stare, but it was hard not to, especially when Maxwell walked around the house in shorts or sweatpants.

It had been two weeks since I moved in, and things were getting more routine around the house. I no longer felt like I was intruding.

“Hey Max,” Ariel stared at her husband as we all sat
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