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Chapter 1 


Friday, June 17th, 2022

Friday.

Mid-June.

A great day for Jake and Ellie.

A great day for Sherry and Wayne, their doting parents.

The kids were bouncing around the backseat like they’d been force-fed on a diet of coke and candy.

Bad parents?

Trust me, those were the last items we’d have given Jake and Ellie. Their excitement wasn’t sugar-fueled, it was the excitement they always felt this time of year. The excitement as their young minds focused on what they’d be soon enjoying on their annual stay with their grandparents, their beloved Meemaw and Peepaw.

Three weeks of riding on Peepaw’s tractor, feeding chickens, and fishing… enjoying the same kinds of freedoms and kid pleasures that had been such a part of Sherry's and my early years growing up in the backwaters of South Carolina.

Three weeks of farm life freedoms mixed in with a couple of trips up to ‘the bright lights’ of Myrtle Beach for beaches, mini golf, and amusement park rides.

Even as I strapped them in, I felt kind of envious… Oh, to be young again…

With Sherry’s hand resting on my thigh, that nostalgic regret passed quickly as we set out and the kids lost themselves in whatever games or shows their iPads were serving up by way of anesthetic for the two-plus-hour drive from the suburbs of Charlotte to Sherry’s family farm just outside Aynor.

Twenty minutes and we’d crossed from North to South Carolina; just over an hour later we were passing through the small college where I’d pursued my passion for all things computing—while the other passion in my life was studying two hours away in Columbia.

Looking across at the beautiful, kind-hearted woman sat next to me, I still marveled at the fact our high school romance had survived our four years of separation. That one of the most beautiful girls in our school had chosen me—Mr. Average. My smarts and caring heart winning her over—or at least that’s what she’d told me!

Beauty, a great figure, and a personality that was warm and kind. Raised conservative, she had a flirtiness she tried but failed to suppress, I’d lost count of the number of guys who’d hit on her at school and college.

But for some reason she’d fallen for and stuck with me. Mr. Average—5'11” and average looks, with a figure that had developed a bit of a paunch.

Naturally attractive—long, wavy chestnut-brown hair that framed hazel eyes and full lips—if my inactivity had given me a paunch, Sherry was super disciplined. Never mind all her mom and work duties; Monday-Wednesday-Friday-Sunday were always her gym days. Which meant her 5’7” frame was always toned and close to her high school weight of 125 lbs.

Warm smile, great legs and ass, and C-cup boobs that only suffered marginally through two rounds of breastfeeding, I felt truly blessed. Especially as, when we’d dropped the kids off and driven home, we had a whole twenty-three days of just Sherry and Wayne time.

Don’t get me wrong, we loved the kids and loved being parents. Jake and Ellie would always be the center of our lives. But as any parent knows, to give, you need to receive… every so often you need to recharge your batteries to be able to play that parental role for your little people… the parental role you so love.

Tired from her busy healthcare management job, Sherry was quiet most of the way. But every few miles she’d turn and check the kids in the back. Then, with her hand still resting on my thigh, she looked at me and gave that small private smile that said she was already thinking past the drop-off. A smile that flooded my veins with adrenaline as I tried desperately to concentrate on the road.

Turning onto the farm’s driveway, I allowed myself a look back. Jake—a chip off the old block—had his backpack stuffed with three weeks' supply of comic books. All sequenced in the precise order he wanted to share them with his Peepaw. Lucky for Jake, Peepaw loved comic books almost as much as he loved his grandson.

At eight, Ellie might be two years younger than Jake, but if anything, her backpack carried even more reading material than her brother’s pack. An advanced reader for her age, she’d stuffed her pack with an eclectic mix of Harry Potter, Roald Dahl, and Percy Jackson books. Books she’d finished since she saw her Meemaw at Christmas and which she’d marked up with her favorite bits—so they could read them together, just one more part of their summer ritual.

She might be advanced for her age, but she still left room for Harvey, her big stuffed rabbit, who never stayed home on trips away and whose big teeth and ears were sticking out of the only gap not filled by books.

Sherry’s folks met us at the door. Hugs all around; last-minute instructions about sunscreen and bedtimes that nobody was going to follow; and then the kids were gone, running toward the chickens and horses with their grandparents trailing after them.

Sherry and I stood there a minute longer than necessary, watching them disappear. When we climbed back into the SUV, she let out a long breath.

“Three weeks,” she said.

“Twenty-three days,” I corrected, because the exact number mattered.

She laughed once, softly. “Don’t jinx it.”

As I drove us home, Sherry was soon asleep.

Poor baby. She loved her job, but it was also super-taxing. My job as Deputy Head of Cyber Security for one of the nation’s largest banks might be technically challenging, but in terms of managing people, it was a walk in the park compared to Sherry’s job as HR Manager for a thousand staff in one of Charlotte’s largest hospitals.

She could have had more senior and easier roles, but she’d turned down promotions as she wanted enough time for the kids and to stay close to the coalface.

I was happy to let her sleep. Letting her sleep and the memory of how she’d smiled and how her hand had never left my thigh was a good mix—rest and desire boded well for the evening we’d have back in Charlotte.

No kids, Sherry resting peacefully, I allowed my mind to drift back over the last few years. Like so many of my generation raised in the South, even if I wasn’t deeply religious, I’d always have that belief in the Big Man upstairs and how he guided us.

When this wonderful woman said how she found me handsome and loved me for my kindness and intelligence, I believed her on points two and three, even if my ever-analytical brain found point one a stretch.

But it didn’t matter, because after nearly twenty years of dating, marriage, and parenthood, I knew that even if she was a ten and I was a six or seven, I was the one she loved and the one she’d chosen as her soulmate for life.

‘Soulmate for life.’ The phrase made me smile. Made me think back to how Sherry’s folks were. Sure, they bickered and argued… but in all the years I’d known them, I’d never doubted that they were paired for life.

That was the role model they’d imprinted on their daughters—that was the blueprint my own parents had given me until, sadly, my dad had passed five years ago.

Which were the twin reasons I knew the amazing woman sat slumbering by my side would one day play the same role that Meemaw was playing right now… doting on the children of her children… celebrating and savoring one of the most precious experiences us humans get to enjoy.

Braking gently, I gave Sherry the softest of kisses to wake her. Slowly realizing where she was, she gave me a smile that said she also remembered we had no kids for the next twenty-three days.

No sounds of kids; the house felt eerily empty. Kids have such energy, such presence. No Jake, no Ellie—I knew we’d love the next twenty-three days—but at that instant, there was the shortest of sadnesses. Like a torso shorn of two or three of its limbs.

The moment passed.

We had fifty weeks each year to be mom and dad. These next twenty-three days were all about Sherry and Wayne. Which was why I’d put a bottle of the Californian white she liked so much in the fridge before we left.

Ever the mom, while I was checking the wine, Sherry was checking something upstairs before finally coming back down and smiling in a way that said, 'All checked, all okay, finally off duty...’

Setting the house keys on the counter, she looked around the empty, kidless kitchen and then at me.

“Feels almost illegal,” she grinned, “Like any minute the parent-police will break down the door and tell us no more freedom, no more fun…”

“It does.”

We stood there grinning at each other like a couple of teenagers who’d skipped school with their folks away for the night. I poured two glasses. Sherry—stressed-out mom and wife—took hers, sipped, and leaned against the island.

“You know what we haven’t done in a long time?” she asked.

I raised an eyebrow. “A lot of things.”

“Gone to bed in the middle of the day without listening for the door.”

I set my glass down. “We could do that… we should do that…”

She tilted her head, studying me the way she used to when we were still dating and she was deciding whether to let me get away with something. “You’re not going to make me wait, are you?”

I walked around the island, took the glass out of her hand, and set it beside mine. “Come on.”

We didn’t make it past the hallway before her mouth was on mine. She tasted like the wine and something hotter, more urgent… the impatience, the need she’d been carrying since the last time the kids had been away for a sleepover.

I backed her toward the bedroom, hands already under the hem of her shirt. She pulled away just long enough to yank it over her head and drop it on the floor. The rest followed in a hurry—her jeans, my boots, and the rest of my clothes kicked aside. By the time we reached the bed, we were both bare and breathing hard.

I stretched out on top of the covers, and she climbed over me, knees on either side of my hips. Her body still sexy and looking just like it had in high school: long, long legs, narrow waist, shapely ass, and the same C-cup breasts that fit perfectly in my hands. Her long, wavy chestnut-brown hair fell forward as she leaned down to kiss me again. I ran my palms up her sides, felt the slight tremor in her stomach.

“You’re not going to tease me forever, are you?” she murmured against my mouth.

I rolled us so she was underneath. “Maybe a little.”

She made a sound that was half laugh, half complaint and reached between us, guiding me. I pushed in slow at first, just to feel the way she opened around me, wet already and getting wetter. Then she locked her legs around my waist and pulled me deeper.

“Don’t hold back,” she said. “Not today.”

I didn’t. The bed shifted under us. Her hands moved from my shoulders to my back, nails short but still sharp enough to leave little trails. I braced on my forearms and watched her face—the way her eyes half-closed, the flush climbing her throat. She met every thrust, hips rising to take me farther. The wet sounds filled the quiet room.

I could feel her getting close—the way her thighs tightened, the catch in her breathing, the way she stopped sex-talking and just held on.

Her body went still for a second, focused inward, and I knew the next few strokes would tip her over.

But something in me pulled the other way. Not the usual kind of avoiding cumming, holding back. Something sharper, more deliberate.

I wanted to watch her cum, wanted to finish with her.

But at the same time I wanted the extended high of anticipation. I wanted the woman I loved to sit opposite me at dinner, dripping with desire. Looking at me through lust-filled eyes. Barely able to wait until I dragged her back to bed to finish her off.

I pulled out.

Completely.

One second I was buried deep, and the next I was kneeling between her legs, breathing hard, my cock still wet and aching.

Sherry’s eyes snapped open. “What—Wayne?”

“Later,” I said. My voice came out steadier than I expected. “We’re going to dinner. We’ll finish later.”

She stared at me like I’d spoken another language. Her chest rose and fell. One hand was still clenched in the sheet.

“Are you serious right now?”

“Dead serious.”

“Wayne John—” She sat up, hair tangled, cheeks flushed. “You do not get to stop in the middle of that. You do not.”

I swung my legs off the bed and reached for my jeans. “We’ll pick it up tonight. Promise.”

She didn’t move. Just watched me with that look that said she was calculating exactly how much payback this was going to cost. “You walk out of this room right now, and I swear there will be consequences.”

I paused at the door. “I’ll take a shower. You want to join me?”

She didn’t answer. I left her there on the bed and headed for the bathroom.

The water was hot. I stood under it longer than I needed to, letting the steam fill the room, trying to talk my body down. When I finally shut it off and toweled off, the bedroom was empty. I found my clothes, dressed, and walked out to the kitchen.

Sherry stood at the counter in her short robe, pouring herself another glass of wine. She didn’t look at me right away.

“You’re an ass,” she said, calm as anything.

I leaned against the doorway. “I’ve been called worse.”

“Not by me. Not for this.” She took a sip, set the glass down hard enough that the stem clicked against the tile. “There will be no sex tonight. Not later. Not after dinner. Not if you get down on your knees and beg. Clear?”

I nodded once. “Clear.”

She studied me a moment longer, then turned away to open the fridge like the conversation was finished. The air between us felt thinner than it had an hour ago. I could still smell her on my skin under the soap.

I waited until she’d closed the fridge door before I spoke again. “What if we go dancing instead?”

She glanced over her shoulder. “Dancing.”

“Backbeat. It's been ages since we’ve been; they’ve got a two-for-one cover before eleven… with the kids away, it’s the perfect time…”

She turned fully around, arms folded over the robe. “You want to go dancing after what you just pulled?”

“I want to do something we haven’t done in a long time. Something for you and me without the kids…”

She was quiet for a few seconds. Then: “If we go, you dance. You don’t sit at the bar after two tracks and watch me. You stay on the floor.”

“Deal.”

“And you don’t quit early because your feet hurt or you get bored.”

“I won’t.”

She exhaled through her nose, the closest thing to a laugh she’d given me since the bedroom. “Fine. But I’m still mad.”

“I know.”

We ate leftover chicken salad standing at the counter, neither of us saying much. She went to change into jeans and a soft blue blouse that showed the line of her collarbones. I put on a clean shirt and the best shoes I had for occasions like this.

By the time we locked the front door, the sun was starting to drop, and the air had that early-summer scent to it, instantly making me think of the kids away at Sherry’s family farm. Missing them, but happy that they were having a great time and just as happy that, just for once, we got to be just Sherry and Wayne rather than Mom and Dad.

The club—one of our favorites, Backbeat—was in the South End part of the city. We hadn’t been in two or three years, but we’d been there plenty before Jake and Ellie had been born.

One of the many clubs on South Mint St, it shared a parking lot with the adjacent clubs. Even so, the parking lot was only half full when we arrived. Inside, the lights were low and the floor was mostly empty except for a few early couples who looked like us. Couples in their late twenties or thirties, getting away from the kids for a night and wanting to make the most of it.

We got drinks at the bar—beer for me, rum and Coke for Sherry—and found a table near the edge of the dance floor.

The first track was a midtempo salsa number. I held out my hand. She took it without comment and let me lead her onto the dance floor. Her body remembered everything. The way she moved still made everyone else look like they were just walking in circles.

I was never as good as Sherry was, but I could keep time, and I knew how to turn her without stepping on her feet. After a while, the stiffness in her shoulders eased. She started smiling, letting go and forgetting she was mad at me. Maybe there was a chance for forgiveness and post-club sex after all.

We danced for the better part of an hour while the place slowly filled. Between tracks, we stood close, her hand still in mine, and reminisced about our younger, pre-kids days. Days we’d loved, just loved not quite so much as we loved being mom and dad to our two little terrors. The farm where she’d grown up.

The dances in the high school gym. The first time I ever got her onto a real dance floor and realized she could make even a clumsy partner look decent if she wanted to. All of these memories got a good airing, making both of us smile and remember how life had been.

“You’ve still got it,” I told her when the music paused.

She shrugged, but the smile stayed. “You just have to keep up.” Sherry was always one for honesty rather than flattery.

By the time the floor got crowded, we’d each had three drinks. The air was warmer, the noise louder. Couples filled every open space. Sherry’s hair looked a little matted from her earlier exertions, and there was a faint sheen of sweat at her temples.

I pulled her in for a slower number and felt her settle against me. Yes, forgiveness was definitely on the cards.

Halfway through the track, I leaned close enough for her to hear me over the music.

“You having a good time?”

She looked up. That same smile she’d given me in the SUV that morning was back, only softer now, less guarded, thinking about what we’d be doing back home with no kids.

“Yeah,” she said. “I am.”

We gave the waitress another drink order and then went out again. When we got back, there were two fresh drinks on the table, and standing next to it was a very tall, ripped Black guy sporting chest-length dreadlocks. As we approached, he nodded at me and moved several steps away.


Chapter 2 


"Didn't mean to camp out on you," he said. “Best spot in the place to watch the talent,” he joked, his warm smile and charm pulling it off as humorous, not creepy.

"No problem… you're welcome to it," I said. "We're just parking the drinks."

Sherry and I took our seats and started to chat, and after a few minutes, he wandered off. I watched him out of the corner of my eye, thinking how different life was here compared to the backwaters where Sherry and I had grown up. The old-world Carolinas would have had separate social venues for Black and White, whereas Metro Charlotte felt much more modern and chilled.

He came back through between tracks and stopped at the table again.

"Jerome Carter," he said, putting his hand out.

"Wayne Mercer. My wife, Sherry."

Now that the conversation was more than just passing, I took the time to take a closer look.

Earlier I’d realized he was tall, but I don’t think I’d realized just how tall. Around six and a half feet, his shoulders were wide, and those long, ropelike dreads covered his shoulders front and back, coming as far down as the pecs of his well-defined chest.

Around thirty, he was a few years younger than us, and he was obviously a bit of a player. I could tell that from the way he scanned the female half of the club and by how he dressed. A tight, fitted black polo that hugged his muscular chest and biceps. Slim charcoal pants and immaculate white leather sneakers, with a thick gold chain at his open collar. An outfit perfectly engineered to show off his body and shout out charisma and confidence.

"You two regulars?"

"Used to be, but then kids," Sherry grinned, touching her tummy in case the volume blocked her meaning. "The kids are at my folks, so we decided to make the most of it."

"Then you picked all right," he said. "This place still has the best beats, the best vibe."

A woman in a low-cut dress touched his elbow and asked him something, and he excused himself and took her out onto the floor. Sherry watched them go and then went back to her drink.

I watched him work for the next hour, off and on.

Despite his size, Jerome moved really well. He had that lithe, almost fluid movement you see in all elite athletes. Tall and muscular, he was blessed with narrow hips, and his sense of rhythm was better than mine—right up there with how Sherry moved.

Even in a city with a sizable Black population, plenty of eyes (mostly female, but some male) followed him. Attention drawn a little by his color. But more by his size, the way he danced, and by the whiplash action of those long dreads every time the music went upbeat.

He'd finish a dance, walk a woman back to wherever she came from, stand a minute, and then go ask somebody else. Hardly any of the women turned him down—even including a couple of women who appeared to be here with their guys. Although for these, it appeared he always made sure to ask the woman’s partner first.

He'd present himself in front of the group of his intended target. Pull himself up to his full height, smile, say something that made the woman laugh and nearly always get a smile back as he led the woman he’d targeted out onto the dance floor.

Whenever he got a yes, if he wanted it, he always got a second or a third track, and it was easy to see why. Tall, macho, and charismatic, and the guy’s dancing was in the same league as Sherry’s. He didn't stomp around like me and most of them out there. He moved with feline grace and stallion-like confidence.

He ended up back at our table around ten.

"You're the best thing out there," Sherry said. "By a mile. I've been watching."

"Well, thank you. Coming from you, that is a compliment. I've seen how good you are," he answered, and I noticed the way his eyes bore into Sherry's. Looking right at her, not at me.

Sherry laughed nervously and looked into her glass.

Raised conservative by parents who had typically Southern attitudes on matters of race and relationships, she was fighting a battle between her upbringing and her naturally open, friendly, and flirty personality. Blushing as she looked into her glass.

There was a beat where nobody had anything, one of those little dead spots that happens after slightly awkward comments are unintentionally said.

"Sit down if you want. You're making my neck hurt," I joked to break the embarrassed silence.

He pulled the chair around and sat. We talked about the club, about the prospects for the Panthers (although family loyalties meant we cared more about the Cowboys and Giants), and about what he thought of the South compared to his hometown of L.A. We talked about his job (personal trainer at one of the local gyms—of course he was) and about our jobs, with Sherry only really joining in at the end.

He was easy company. He asked good questions and didn't talk over us.

A new DJ started their set.

“’Essence’… I love this track… best R&B track in the last ten years… so smooth,” he grinned.

"Wayne, you mind if I ask Sherry to dance?"

"Ask her," I said. "She's the one who decides."

"I'm asking you first."

"Then no, I don't mind."

Beautiful and a great dancer, plenty of men had asked her over the years. But nearly always the invites had been from friends. This was the first time I recall the invite being from a virtual stranger like Jerome.

Sherry was already standing up. Her blushing beer glass look instantly transformed as she actually led him by the hand into the crowd. The difference in skin tones and heights—even in heels, he was nearly a head taller—making me and a number of others look.

They found a space near the middle and started slow, the way strangers do, a good four or five inches of daylight between them and his hand set high and respectful on her back. First track.

By the second the gap had closed to two inches. By the third or fourth I couldn't see any air between them at all, and from where I sat it looked like the front of her blouse was flat against his muscular chest.

They talked the whole time. She'd say something and have to tip her head right back to look up at him and he'd answer and she'd laugh, and her face had that loose, pleased look it gets about three drinks in when she's decided she's having a good time.

Seeing her like this—the first time I’d ever seen her dancing or really close to a Black man—what I kept coming back to was her father.

It wasn’t his fault. And he was a good man. A great Peepaw to the kids and a supportive father-in-law to me. But he’d come up in a house where certain words were just words, and however good a man he was, he’d never revised his views on race after 1961.

If he’d been there and had seen his daughter, the apple of his eye, pressed against Jerome Carter with her hand on the back of his neck, he'd have had a stroke on the spot.

I sat there with my beer and I grinned into it like a kid who's gotten away with something. That's what it felt like. Not danger. Just the old pleasure of doing a thing you were told not to do.

They came back after five tracks. Sherry had a shine on her forehead and along her collarbone and she was fanning herself with a coaster.

"You all looked good out there," I said.

"He was showing off," she grinned, dropping into her chair with over-acted exhaustion.

Jerome sat and the conversation picked back up, except now Sherry was in it with both hands instead of just the odd word. She's open and funny when she gets going. She had Jerome laughing about her mother and some of the crazy things Jake and Ellie did inside of five minutes.

The DJ switched to something slow and I took her out myself. I’m not good. I've never been good. I led us as best I could and she put her chin on my shoulder and I felt like a mule at a horse race, seeing how Jerome had been able to dance with her earlier. We both knew it, but it was fine. Sherry knew how much I hated dancing, and she always appreciated my sacrifice—even if the results were never impressive.

Back at the table she finished her drink, kissed me ‘thanks,’ then turned away. "Jerome. Come dance with me."

I have known that woman since she was fifteen years old, and I have never once seen her ask a man to dance. Not a cousin, not a groomsman, not me. She waits to be asked or she doesn't go.

He was up before she'd finished saying it. "Yes ma'am."

There was nothing between them this time from the first bar of the first track. She fit into him and they went, and whatever they'd figured out in the first round had stuck, because neither one of them was steering — she'd move and he'd already be moving, or the other way around, and I couldn't have told you which. They kept talking. I couldn't hear a word of it over the music and it didn't matter. What mattered was that neither one of them looked at anything else in that building for twenty minutes.

Somewhere in there his hand came down off her back and settled on the upper part of her behind. Not down on it. On the top of it, where the curve starts. And it stayed.

I want to be honest about what went through me. For years I've had a mild little habit of imagining what other men think when they look at my wife — nothing serious, a private way of admiring her secondhand.

This was not that. This was right in front of me and it wasn’t some imagined guy. It was a real person with a name, a job and a family back West in L.A.

I sat there and thought about me and Sherry growing up where we grew up, and about what a Black man was in that world, which was a thing you didn't touch and didn't talk about and absolutely did not bring home, and I thought: that's who’s got his hand on her.

And then I went one step further, because I was three beers in and nobody could see inside my head, and I wondered whether she was thinking it too. Whether under all that laughing she was standing there against him thinking about him in a sexual sense.

Then I put the beer down and told myself I'd gone about a mile past where I had any business being.

That woman has never given me one reason in twenty years to believe she ever thought about anyone other than me in that kind of way.

Sure there were TV and Hollywood crushes and jokes—just as there were for me. But that was safe and fictional. The kind of thoughts I was suppressing and was projecting from my brain into her head were anything but safe and fictional. They were alcohol-enabled fantasies, but they weren’t about a George Clooney or a Brad Pitt—they were about the huge Black man currently dancing up close and personal with the love of my life. The woman who’d been faithful to me since we’d both been fifteen years old.

They came back after six or seven tracks. She was breathing hard, and I wondered if she had picked up on the signals Jerome was throwing off.

It was now well past midnight. After a morning of work and the five-hour round trip to drop the kids, I was beginning to flag. But even if I needed somewhere quieter and more comfortable, the devil in my chest wasn’t quite ready to give up on my new mind games.

"You ought to come by the house," I said. "Have a nightcap with us."

It came out of me sideways, unplanned, and it sounded exactly as odd as it was. We all do crazy shit sometimes; I couldn’t ever recall something quite that crazy.

Sherry looked over. "Are we going?"

"It's time," I said.

"All right," Jerome said. "You'll have to tell me how to get there."

I gave him the address twice and told him about the mailbox with the reflectors, and he didn't ask a single question about how far it was or how long he'd be. A man says yes that fast to a house he's never seen; he's saying yes to something else. Especially when the man who’s invited him has allowed him to dance with his wife for nearly the whole evening.

In the truck, out on the dark part of the highway, that little devil caught hold of me again. I asked my sometimes flirty, often conservative wife to pull her top down for me.

"Wayne!" she squawked, obviously not amused.

"Nobody's out here!"

"Watch the road," she said, staring straight ahead as she turned the radio up.

We talked the whole way home—her mother, the water heater, whether the kids would behave for Peepaw and Meemaw. Neither one of us said one word about the man following our taillights.

He pulled in about ten minutes after us. I made drinks; Sherry said she'd had enough. He took one end of the long couch, and she took the other, and I sat in the chair by the lamp, and we got through two rounds talking about nothing in particular.

I kept thinking hard for ways to get something to happen, but I drew a blank. And Sherry seemed in no mood to help me, however much she’d loved dancing and flirting with Jerome earlier. That was obviously the boundary as far as she was concerned.

Finishing her drink, she stood up. "I'm going to bed. Jerome, it was a pleasure."

The room went flat the second the hall light clicked off. Jerome and I had one more, mostly quiet, and then he stood and thanked me for a great evening.

"But now I've got to get on."

I walked him out and watched his taillights go up the road. Then I stood on the porch a while, in the dark, wondering what exactly he'd thought he was driving out here for and whether she'd given him some reason to expect more than he’d gotten.


Chapter 3 


I stepped into the dark bedroom and knew right away Sherry was still awake. When I eased the door shut, the mattress shifted just enough to tell me she was awake and waiting. I peeled off the last of my clothes and slid in beside her. Her skin met mine, warm and bare, and she turned toward me without a word.

My mouth found hers. Soft at first, then deeper when her lips opened. I cupped one breast, thumb brushing the nipple until it tightened, and she arched into the touch. The other hand trailed down her stomach and between her thighs. She was already slick, coating my fingers the second I slipped them between her folds. She made a small sound against my mouth and reached down, guiding me into place. I pushed forward and sank into her in one slow glide. She was so ready it almost startled me.

“God, you’re beautiful,” I whispered against her cheek.

She shook her head once, hair whispering on the pillow. “Don’t talk. Just make love to me…”

I kissed her again and started to move, steady and deep, letting the simple feel of her pull me under. For a while that was enough—her breath warm on my neck, the way her legs opened wider, the quiet wet sounds of us. But the image from earlier kept rising up behind my eyes, the way she’d looked on the dance floor with Jerome, and the words were already forming before I could stop them.

“You looked so good out there tonight,” I said, still thrusting. “The way he held you. Jerome. Nobody else has ever danced that close… danced like that…”

Her body stiffened under me. “It was just dancing.”

“He was rubbing against you. Right against your ass. The whole time. You felt it.”

She shuddered, a quick full-body flinch, and turned her face away. “Wayne—”

“Tell me you liked it.”

“I didn’t.”

I kept moving, slower now, making her feel every inch. “Did you feel him? That hard-on pressing into you?”

She tried to twist, hips lifting like she wanted to throw me off. “Stop. Please.”

I pinned her shoulders to the mattress and drove in harder. She arched again, a frustrated sound breaking out of her, but her legs stayed open, and after a few more thrusts the resistance melted into something else—soft, involuntary little noises that told me her body was answering even while her mouth still fought. I felt the exact moment she gave in to the pleasure again, the way she started meeting me.

“A little,” she said at last, voice tight. “Some. Okay? Now shut up.”

I didn’t. The alcohol and the leftover arousal from watching them dance and flirt were still running through me, and the next words just came out.

“He told me he wanted you. Straight up. Said he’d take you if he could. Would you like that?” I half-lied, presenting something unsaid but that I knew was true as something he’d said out loud.

Her eyes flew open in the dark. “No. I’m married to you. Stop talking like that.”

She was still moving with me, though. Still taking me deep. I pulled almost all the way out and held there.

“Put your hands at your sides. Close your eyes. Tight.”

She hesitated, breathing hard, staring up at me. Then her arms settled beside her body, and her lids squeezed shut.

“Pretend it’s him,” I said. “Pretend Jerome’s the one inside you right now.”

“Wayne, don’t—”

I caught her wrists and spread her arms wide across the sheets, holding them there. “Close your eyes.”

She looked at me for a long second, something complicated moving behind her expression. Then she shut them again and left her arms where I’d put them.

I dropped my voice into something rougher, lower, trying to make it his. “Yeah, just like that. You feel how deep that is, Sherry? How deep, how thick? You like it, Sherry?”

She bit her lower lip hard and gave the smallest nod.

“You ever been with a Black man before?”

She shook her head once, clear and definite.

“Hands over your head.”

Another pause, shorter this time. She lifted her arms and pressed her palms flat against the headboard.

“Tell me what you want.”

Silence.

“Say it.”

“You,” she whispered.

“No. Who.”

Her throat worked. “Jerome.”

The word hit me like a current. I was so hard it almost hurt. “You like this black dick?”

A soft nod and the quietest “Yes.”

I slowed everything down, grinding deep and steady, watching her face in the dark while her breathing climbed. She was close. I could feel the way she was starting to tighten around me.

“Make me cum,” she said, almost begging.

“Whose dick is making you cum?”

“Jerome’s—” The name came out loud, raw.

That finished me. I slammed into her hard, once, twice, and then I was gone, emptying into her with a force that left my arms shaking. The second my release hit, she broke too—legs locking around my waist, hands flying down to grip my back, a sharp cry tearing out of her as her body clenched and pulsed around me in long, hard waves. We stayed locked like that, both of us gasping, until the last aftershocks faded.

I lowered myself onto her and kissed her mouth, deep and slow, tasting the salt on her lips. “I love you.”

She held my face. “Say it again.”

“I love you.” Stronger this time. I kissed her once more, then settled my weight carefully so I wouldn’t crush her. She kept her arms around me, legs still tangled with mine. The room went quiet except for our breathing, and somewhere in that quiet, we both drifted off still locked together.

We spent the weekend taking it easy and making love. We never discussed the role-play. That didn't mean I'd stopped thinking about it.

Sherry had always been passionate with me but conventional. And my fantasies about her and other men had never been anything more than savoring my secret thoughts about how I’d catch guys lusting after her and wondering whether they might think of Sherry when they were with their own woman or were rubbing one out.

What we'd imagined involving Jerome went well beyond that, and I didn't know how to bring it up again without making Sherry feel uncomfortable, taking her into territory she didn’t want to explore.

By Monday we were calling and messaging. More like horny, loved up teenagers than responsible, mid-thirties parents of two. Finding any excuse to get in touch and make suggestive remarks about perfectly ordinary things.

Every evening I took her to a different restaurant; afterward, we made love late into the night. We were enjoying each other more than ever. Still, Jerome hadn't left my thoughts.

On Friday we ate early, then went to a movie Sherry wanted to see. It was after ten when we got home.

She went into the bathroom, and my phone lit up.

Jerome.

‘Hope you both make it to Backbeat tonight. Be good to catch up.’

We'd exchanged numbers and discussed returning the following week. I hadn't forgotten.

I was intensely aroused before I'd finished reading. Our role-play came back to me, with Jerome in it, and me thinking about Sherry imagining herself with a Black man.

Even if, like last time, nothing beyond dancing and flirting happened, seeing them together again might give Sherry and me something more to explore privately.

But we'd already been out all evening. What reason could I give her for heading straight back out?

I checked the time again. There wasn't a convincing answer, but I decided to try.

When she came out, I put my phone down.

“Feel like going dancing?”

“Now?” She looked at the clock. “It's getting pretty late.”

“We could just go for a little while.”

She considered me. “Are you actually going to dance?”

“That's the idea.”

“Because I don't want to get there and have you sit down.”

“I'll stay out there with you. Come on. A few tracks, and if you're tired, we'll leave.”

She wasn't rushing to get ready, but she hadn't said no. I waited while she glanced toward the bedroom.

“All right. Let me change.”

I meant my promise about dancing. I also knew it made the suggestion easier to sell. Whether she'd guessed there was another reason, I couldn't tell. If she suspected anything, she wasn't letting me see it.

She traded her movie outfit for a frilly A-line mini skirt and a silky camisole with a plunging neckline. That frilly skirt would flare out in the sexiest of ways whenever she moved quickly on the dance floor. Definitely a step up from the understated outfit from last week when she’d been pissed off by my bedroom antics.

About forty-five minutes after I'd suggested it, we reached Backbeat.

The place was packed. We couldn't find a free table, so we ordered drinks and went straight onto the dance floor.

Sherry smiled when I stayed for the next track.

“Look at you.”

“I said I'd dance.”

I stayed for several more, enjoying myself and enjoying her pleasure in it. It also helped me look like a husband who'd brought his wife out simply to dance.

Then I spotted Jerome with an attractive woman.

For a moment I wondered whether he'd already arranged the rest of his evening. I couldn't tell from watching them. I turned my attention back to Sherry and kept dancing.

We'd stepped aside for a brief rest when Jerome came over.

“You made it.”

“Eventually,” I said, shaking his hand.

He gave Sherry a gentle hug. She returned it easily, with none of the awkwardness I'd wondered about.

“Want to dance?” he asked her.

She looked at me before answering.

For a moment I had her attention entirely. This was where I could keep the evening between us or encourage what I'd hoped would happen.

“Sure,” I told her. “Go ahead.”

“Okay,” she said, turning back to him.

I watched them walk onto the floor. Our private role-play had involved this man; now I'd helped put them together again.

They stayed out through one track, then another. Eventually I stopped trying to count.

When they finally came back, I had claimed a high table against the railing. Jerome stood beside her chair while we sat. Her A-line mini skirt had ridden up to mid-thigh, and every few seconds his eyes dropped to the bare stretch of her legs and stayed there a beat too long.

After a few minutes of small talk she stood, tugged my hand, and pulled me out for one more track. I danced it with her, then when we returned to our table I leaned close to her ear.

“I’m done for a while. You go ahead,” nodding at Jerome, who’d seen my gesture and was already holding his hand out.

He led her straight back into the press of bodies. From the table I had a clear line of sight. They danced tight—closer than the music required. I was certain he could feel the soft press of her breasts against his chest and that she could feel the hard ridge of him through his pants.

His hand rested low on her hip; from where I sat, it looked like his fingers were stroking the upper curve of her ass, though the distance made it difficult to be sure. Their heads were tilted together, mouths moving. I couldn’t hear a word, but the way she smiled once and then looked down told me the talk was private, maybe intimate.

I stayed in the chair and watched, already filing every detail away. The press of bodies, the low hand, the quiet conversation between my wife and the Black man who’d been inside our role-play. All of it was going straight into the next fantasy scene I’d write for our bedroom games.

Chapter 4 


Last call left the three of us looking at a table nobody seemed ready to leave. Sherry sat with her arms folded. I couldn't tell whether Jerome was waiting for us to say good night or hoping we wouldn't.

“You had me over,” he said. “Let me return the favor. How about a drink at my place?”

I looked at Sherry. She didn't look back.

This was probably the last opening I was going to get. Going home with Jerome, a Black man we'd spent the evening with, meant something different from having him visit us. I suspected Sherry understood that, too. Her expression certainly didn't invite me to accept.

But last week’s little crazy shit devil was back with a vengeance in my irresponsible brain.

“We could do that,” I said.

Jerome gave me the address to his place in Lincoln Heights, a low income part of town that had struggled with crime for years. An address that might have spooked Sherry—thankfully Jerome spoke quietly so only I could hear as Sherry unfolded her arms and stood without saying anything.

Sherry waited until both car doors were shut.

“Were you planning to ask me?”

“He came to our place. I thought we could return the visit.”

“That wasn't what I asked.”

“You could have said something back there.”

“In front of him? After you'd already agreed?”

She had a point. I'd wanted a yes badly enough to give it for both of us.

“Nothing happened when he came over,” I said.

“Then you shouldn't have a problem with this. I'm not kissing him. I'm not getting involved with him physically. Whatever you're hoping for, it isn't happening.”

There wasn't much room to misunderstand that. Like all men, I hadn't realized how obvious my motives had been to my wife. Nor how high my stupid expectations had risen until she stamped all over them.

“Okay. We'll have a drink. We don't have to stay long.”

She turned toward the car window. I left it there. That was the best I was going to get. She was back pissed at me. Only this time, for very different reasons.

Finally arriving, as we took in the scene, Sherry wasn’t impressed. A street of old bungalows sparsely scattered along a street with plenty of overgrown lots and dense patches of trees.

But Jerome’s bungalow—so close to the I-77 freeway that the traffic rumble was constant—was small but well-kept. Jerome opened the door before we knocked, the inside just as tidy and well-kept as the exterior.

“Come on in.”

Jazz was playing quietly. Sherry and I sat on the sofa while he poured bourbon, then took the chair opposite us, giving me a questioning look as he caught me looking around the interior.

“Sorry, Jerome… occupational hazard; I’m in security.” He’d caught me looking at the high-end Axis security system he had in place. “I’m more used to seeing kit like that in the bank… kudos, that’s some seriously good kit you’ve got there…”

“Thanks, man,” he grinned proudly. “It wasn’t cheap, but it’s damn good, and the neighbors knowing about it means the local gangs are less likely to target me… go after easier pickings…”

I nodded—I knew this was a rough area—but did he really need a $10K security system? Stop it, Wayne. It’s Friday. Friday and no kids for another two weeks. Turn your work brain off and enjoy life.

“To a good evening,” he toasted.

We raised our glasses. Sherry drank hers quickly, swallowing again before I'd done much more than taste mine.

She shifted on the cushion, adjusted her knees, and glanced toward Jerome. His eyes were on the bare stretch of thigh below her skirt.

Different from earlier, now he didn't seem concerned about being caught looking. Not surprisingly, he was interpreting us being here as a super large signal.

As much as the attention itself, I noticed the racial difference and Sherry’s reaction to it. The blackness of our host openly studying my white wife's legs, while Sherry kept moving her empty glass from one hand to the other. Just like in the car, there was nothing relaxed about her.

I'd hoped to take something home for our private role-playing. Watching her now, I felt foolish. She'd told me plainly enough in the car that nothing was gonna happen.

By the second round, at least between me and Jerome, we’d managed to get some kind of conversation going.

“So glad you came… you were even better on the dance floor,” Jerome told her. “It was all I could do to keep up.”

The booze doing its work, Sherry finally relaxed just a little, laughing. “Don’t be silly! You seemed to more than manage.”

“She is good,” I said. “Give yourself some credit, Sherry.”

“And beautiful,” Jerome added, looking at her face now. “You must hear that plenty.”

“You two rehearsed this?”

After the car conversation, I’d worried this might be too much. But thankfully, she was smiling.

She set her glass down instead of turning it in her hands, and now her answers came more easily. She seemed to enjoy Jerome's attention, especially when I joined in.

I remembered the role-playing we'd done in bed the week before. Now there was a Black man sitting across from my wife, making his interest clear, and she was smiling back at him. The difference between imagining it and being here, helped along by the bourbon, had me hard again.

I wanted some small thing we could talk about later, something to bring home with us. Her refusal in the car still left me unsure what that could possibly be. All I could do was watch her. Just like the week before at our place, I had no idea how to move things forward. No idea how to make things happen.

No thought, acting on booze and instinct, I reached over, took her chin, and turned her face toward me. I kissed her. She made a small sound against my mouth and pushed at my chest to stop. I held her there and kept the kiss going. Her hands stayed pressing me away for a few seconds, then the pressure eased.

One hand dropped. The other stayed against my shirt, but now light, hardly pressing. Her skirt had ridden higher on her thighs. She tried to tug it down with her free hand. Across from us, Jerome smiled and gave me a quick wink. I moved my mouth to the side of her neck. She shivered once, then the tension in her shoulders let go a little more.

“I’m sorry,” she said to him, voice thin. “He’s had too much.”

Jerome shook his head. “Looks beautiful from here.”

She breathed out. “I hope he stops soon.”

I didn’t stop. Bit by bit I could feel the fight going out of her. Not all the way, but enough that she wasn’t fighting me the way she had at the start.

Jerome stood, crossed the short distance, and sat on the sofa on her other side. Sherry pulled free of me at once. She smoothed her skirt down hard, picked up her glass, and drank while staring straight ahead at the wall opposite.

Her breathing was quick. I leaned in again and kissed her cheek, then the soft place under her ear, then her mouth. She let each one last a few seconds before she turned her face away and stopped me.

The nervousness was still there, plain on her face. It only made me want to keep going all the more.

I paused. Jerome leaned in, put his mouth against the side of her neck, and held it there. Then he turned her face toward him with two fingers and kissed her on the mouth. She started, pulled back, and sat rigid between us. Her glass was still in her hand. She looked down at the floor, chest rising and falling hard. Jerome looked over the top of her head at me and smiled the same quiet smile he had given earlier.

Whatever I had been aiming for—some small piece to carry home and turn into private talk—was gone.

We were beyond that, and I knew in my heart we were likely to go far beyond that.

A part of me was confused. I’d only wanted enough for private memories, but a part of me wanted to know exactly how far she would let this go. Exactly how far I could corrupt my sweet, flirty, conservatively raised wife. How far I could corrupt Jake and Ellie’s mom.

Sherry was already on her feet when she asked me if it was time. Her voice was quiet, almost hopeful. I didn’t answer. I just gently pulled her back down on the couch between me and Jerome, resting one hand on her waist.

Jerome stayed where he was, close enough that, like me, his knees touched Sherry’s.

Me pulling her down, her accepting it: it changed something, suddenly making the room feel smaller and more intense. Like one of those movies where the walls are closing in.

I turned her face toward me and kissed her. Not the quick goodbye kind. A longer one, deliberate. Her jaw and lips stayed soft but unsure.

When I eased back, I kept my hand on her cheek and guided her the other way. Jerome met her mouth without hesitation. I watched the way her eyes fluttered, the brief flash of plea that mixed with something harder, almost defiant, before she let it happen.

He kissed her deeper than I had. I took her back again, then gave her to him once more. We traded her like that for several minutes. Her breathing changed—shorter, more audible between the shifts.

I felt my own pulse climb watching another man claim her mouth while she sat between us. I was aroused but confused. This was wrong. Should repulse me, make me angry. But the more I thought this, the harder I got. She was my wife, so why was the thought of her corruption so tempting and seductive?

Jerome’s hand disappeared under the hem of her skirt. I felt the movement more than saw it. Circular, slow, high on the inside of her thigh. Sherry broke from the kiss.

“He’s touching me.”

Her words came out sharp, aimed at me. For a second the jealousy hit clean and hard—this stranger’s fingers exploring territory that had always been mine.

Ninth grade! Fricking ninth grade, she’d been mine since way back then. High school, college, marriage, kids… all of it, just mine. And now I was allowing and encouraging her to let another man play with her in the most intimate of ways.

WTF! Why? This had gone way beyond giving us fuel for our own bedroom!

Guilt followed right behind the intense shock.

I didn’t stop him. Instead, I kissed her again. Deeper, harder, holding her head so her protest had nowhere to go. Her body stayed rigid for a few heartbeats, then the rigidity loosened.

I slid my own hand under her skirt from the other side. The fabric of her panties was already warm. She opened her legs a fraction, not wide, just enough that both of us could reach. Jerome’s fingers pushed past the elastic. He made a low sound in his throat.

“She’s soaked.”

Sherry tried to stand. Her legs didn’t hold. She sank back and turned her face into my neck.

“Wayne… please.”

I kept kissing her, slower now, giving her nowhere to look except at me. Jerome’s hand stayed busy between her thighs. The wetness my fingertips felt was unmistakable.

She made a small sound against my mouth that wasn’t quite a protest anymore. I felt my shame rise—clear, loud—and still I didn’t pull either of us away.

The decision settled in my chest. Heavy and final. Frightening yet also freeing. We’d already crossed the line. Inch by inch since that first night, I’d nudged things forward. The mix of Sherry’s excitement and resistance made it so intoxicating, so addictive for me. I was meant to cherish and protect—not encourage and offer her to other men. Especially not Black men, men that jarred so violently with every value her parents had taught her.

We were well past every line I had drawn in my head earlier. Stopping would have required more self-reflection and willpower than my hard cock and booze-soaked brain were capable of right now.

Jerome shifted lower. He eased her skirt up, worked her panties down her legs, and guided her until she sat at the very edge of the cushion. Her lower body was bare, the skin smooth and shaved. He knelt between her knees and lowered his head. The first long stroke of his tongue made her whole body jolt. Her hands flew to the cushions on either side.

“I’m not like this,” she panted, the words tight, almost angry at herself. She looked straight at me, eyes wide and trapped, waiting for me to pull her back into the person she had always been.

I brushed the hair from her forehead.

“It’s okay. Let him. You’re beautiful like this.”

The encouragement came out slow and steady.

I meant the words, and I didn’t.

She held my gaze a second longer, then her head tipped back against the couch. She’d given in—for now.

Jerome settled in and worked her with slow, focused attention from his mouth. Soft, involuntary sounds started escaping her lips.

I unbuttoned her blouse from the top down, slipped the straps of her bra off her shoulders, and freed her beautiful, full breasts.

The nipples were already tight. I took one into my mouth and sucked while her huge Black dance partner stayed between her legs.

For now, she’d given up. Her free hand found the back of Jerome’s head and rested there, not pushing him away, not quite pulling him closer either like she’d do with me.

The gesture felt conflicted, wanting to let go but not quite brave enough. Her moans deepened. Jerome reached down with one hand and began working his own clothes open. Shirt first, then the belt, the pants shoved down without ceremony.

When he stood, he was naked except for the white socks. His cock hung heavy and dark, thick through the base and the middle, flaring to an even fatter mushroom-like head.

Two hundred fifty pounds and six and a half feet, I’d expected him to be bigger than average. But even so, his cock was far longer and thicker than I had expected. A thought that both intimidated and thrilled me.

As a more normal guy, I had nothing to be ashamed of. But this… this long, thick black hose hanging menacing and threatening… fuck, what the hell was something like that going to do to my sweet Sherry?

He knelt again and shuffled between her open thighs and let the huge, mushroom-shaped head brush the soft inside of one leg.

Sherry’s hand shot down and covered herself, fingers spread over her sex like a last barrier. Jerome didn’t force past it. He simply smiled and rubbed the tip slowly against the back of her hand, the dark shaft sliding over her knuckles.

She looked from his face to mine, breathing hard.

“You said nothing would happen.”


Chapter 5 


I kept one arm around her shoulders, steadying her.

“Just relax.”

I didn’t repeat my earlier promise. I didn’t deny it either. Her words sat between us, unanswered by a confused but insanely aroused husband, while Jerome just waited. Still smiling, the head of his cock warm against her hand.

I sat there with my mouth dry as sandpaper, watching the darkness of Jerome’s long, thick cock slide back and forth against the soft, pale flesh next to my wife’s covering hand.

Sherry’s fingers were still pressed tight over herself, the last thin barrier she was holding onto. He wasn’t pushing past it, just working the heavy shaft along the edges, letting the heat of him soak into her mind and body. Every slow drag making her thighs twitch.

“He won’t go in unless you want him to,” I said. The words came out rougher than I meant.

Jerome glanced up at me, eyes steady. “That’s right. Your call, Sherry. I ain’t moving until you say.”

She turned her head toward me, face flushed, lips parted. The look she gave me was confused, almost pleading, like she needed me to decide for her.

I didn’t. I just held her gaze and waited. After a long second she let out a shaky breath and drew her hand away.

Her sex—a sex that had only ever known me—was open and glistening, the pink folds already swollen.

Jerome settled the full length of his cock against her, pressing down so the shaft split her outer lips. He rocked once, twice, and a thick bead of precum welled at the tip and dripped onto her.

Another followed, then another, smearing clear fluid across her entrance. She made a small sound in her throat, half surprise, half something much hungrier.

He shifted the oversized head higher and began to circle her clit with it, slow and deliberate, enflaming the little nub until it swelled even larger.

I could see every detail. The contrast of his dark skin against her pale thighs. The way her hips gave a tiny upward push even while her hands stayed clenched at her sides.

My own cock was rock-hard in my pants, but my stomach was twisting. Part of me still hoped she would close her legs and end it. Another part wanted to watch that giant thick head disappear inside her more than anything I had ever wanted.

Jerome took her wrist, said something inaudible, and guided her hand onto his cock.

She tried to close her fingers around him, but he was too thick. Her fingers, glistening with the rings I’d placed there, were still an inch apart.

Without being told, she started stroking his swollen shaft. Slow at first, then firmer and faster.

Fully aware of its emotional significance, he let her work him for a few strokes, her hand movements washing away the last of her resistance. The last vestiges of the conservative wife and mom morphing into an aroused, sexual woman needing a man in her.

His voice dropped.

“Put me in, Sherry. I need to feel that tight pussy.”

She looked at me again. “Wayne…?”

I didn’t answer right away. My throat felt locked.

“Wayne, should I—?”

“It’s up to you,” I managed. “I’m not stopping anything.”

She stared at me another second, then reached down, took hold of him, and pressed his giant cockhead against her entrance.

Jerome held still, making sure this was all her. All her desire and decision as she took the final step. Her step.

The flared, blunt head spread her open. He pushed, and amazingly, half of that dark, thick length slid into her with an ease that made my knees weak. Fuck, the way her eyes were fluttering. If she could take a cock that big, had I ever been enough for her? How would things be afterward?

Sherry’s eyes went wide. A sharp cry tore out of her throat—shock and ecstasy tangled together.

“Oh my God—Wayne—”

Jerome drove the rest of the way home in one long, steady thrust.

Until finally his hips met hers. He was all the way in. That thick spear—easily ten or eleven inches and as thick as my arm—was deep within my Sherry. Balls deep, fully impaling her, his cockhead right next to her cervix. Her love lips stretched tight around him. Her body full, the lips of her sex gripping the thick base like elastic.

Our huge new friend stayed buried for a moment, letting Sherry feel every inch. Then he began to move.

He fucked her hard from the first stroke, long deep thrusts that made her full, 36C breasts bounce. His mouth found one nipple and sucked it in, teeth grazing, tongue working. She gasped and arched.

Their mouths met—hungry, open, tongues pushing and jousting.

When he pulled back, he kept pumping and asked the question I knew was coming. A question I’d been dreading and craving at the same time. A question that might just unlock deeply held problems.

“You ever take Black cock before?”

“No,” she breathed, too wrapped up in the physical to think of anything else.

“Like it?” he growled.

She didn’t answer. Didn’t need to. Her body was answering for her—hips rising to meet every deep thrust, legs wrapped tight around him.

The words that finally came out were different. Not words from now, but words from home, from the family farm.

“This isn’t right… Wayne, it isn’t right—”

I scrunched over, scrunched closer, close enough to really smell the sex on them.

“It’s okay. Keep going. I’m right here, baby…”

She looked at me over Jerome’s shoulder, eyes glassy but still broadcasting love and need for reassurance.

I smiled. “Love you, babe… always… it’s fine… this is for us, both of us…”

She smiled back, the tension leaving her face, finally fully relaxed.

“I like it,” she said, her admission shaky and nervous—more for herself than for Jerome or me.

It was like saying the words out loud had unlocked something deep within. She reached for me, pulled me down, and kissed me hard while her Black dance partner kept driving into her.

When the kiss broke, she whispered against my mouth, low enough that only I could hear, “Is this what you want?”

She looked deep into my eyes. The girl I’d first kissed back in ninth grade. The woman who’d said ‘I do’ at the altar. The woman who’d carried and nursed our children. And now she was asking me the deepest, most life-changing of questions.

“Yes,” I told her. “Yes, it is…

“Let go. Don’t hold back, baby…”

Jerome never slowed. He kept talking while he fucked her, telling her how tight she was, how good that white pussy felt around him. Every trashy, cliched word landed. Sherry’s protests had faded into moans of ecstasy and sexual fulfilment. She was well, well past fighting it. She was no longer just doing this for me. Jerome had conquered her—this was for her, not me.

After a while he locked his arms under her and stood in one smooth motion, still buried deep.

“Bedroom,” he growled.

Sherry clung tight to him, legs around his waist, as he carried her out of the small living room. Sherry gasped a soft cry as each step jostled his massive member against something extra sensitive in her pussy.

For half a minute, I stayed where I was, listening to the sounds of movement through the bedroom door.

Too tempting, too intoxicating. Wanting Sherry all to himself, he’d closed the door.

My wife, my game—I opened the door and stepped in.

When I opened the door, they were already on the low queen bed. Jerome had her in missionary, knees spread wide, driving into her with steady power. The room echoed with the sounds of sex—Sherry’s moans, Jerome’s grunts of effort and possession, and the slap of flesh on flesh.

Suddenly feeling weak, realizing how far our marriage had changed in the last half hour, I leaned against the doorframe for support, unable to drag my eyes away from what was happening. Unable to stop thinking of just how quickly Sherry had gone from passive and reluctant to active and fully enthusiastic.

Still fucking her hard, he leaned down and kissed her hard and deep, smothering the noises she was making for a few seconds. Between those kisses, the language got more crude and dominant. He told her exactly what he was doing to her, how her cunt was gripping him, how he was going to fill her up.

Sherry didn’t flinch from any of it. Who was this woman? Jerome and the whole experience had unleashed something primal and long subdued.

Once or twice she turned her head and whispered something against his ear that I couldn’t catch. Whatever it was made him grin and thrust harder.

“Say it,” he ordered. “Say ‘fuck me.’”

“Fuck me,” she answered, voice thin.

“Louder.”

“Fuck me!”

She started pulling at him then, hands on his ass, dragging him in even deeper at the end of every stroke. Her heels—by some miracle, still in place—dug into the backs of his thighs.

“Harder—please, harder—”

The words came out broken, almost animal. I had never heard that tone from her in all the years we’d been married. It hit me like a fist—jealous, humiliating, and hot as fuck all at once.

Jerome gave her what she asked for. The bedframe knocked against the wall in a steady rhythm. Her cries climbed. I could see the tension coiling in her belly, the way her toes curled, and the flush spreading down her chest. She was right on the edge.

When she came, it was violent. Her whole body locked, a long broken moan tearing out of her throat, hips jerking against him in helpless spasms. It went on longer than any orgasm I had ever watched her have. Jerome kept fucking her through it, chasing his own release. A few strokes later, he buried himself to the root and groaned, “Coming—take it, Sherry—” I saw the pulse of his cock as he emptied inside her.

They stayed joined, both breathing hard. Sherry’s eyes were wet. A soft sob escaped her. Jerome lowered his head and kissed her, slow and deep, not the frantic mouths of a minute earlier but something tender.

She kissed him back the same way, making me insanely jealous. Fuck her, sure… but don’t kiss her like that. I know, fucking insane. Downright stupid. Their lips stayed pressed together while their bodies recovered.

That kiss did something to me I hadn’t expected. It wasn’t just the sex anymore. There was a connection in it. Brief, but real.

It had nothing to do with me and somehow made me feel awkward and out of place. I’d initiated the sex, but not that kiss.

I turned away from the doorway and walked back into the living room. The couch where it had started still held the imprint of her ass. I sat down and stared back into the bedroom where I could hear them whispering.

I had just watched my wife take another man—and not just any man, a Black man, a man that would have shocked her father to the core.

She’d taken him all the way to the end, and the way she looked at him afterward told me she’d felt something more than simple physical release.

There would be tears later.

Hard conversations.

Maybe worse.

But I had also seen a side of her I never knew existed, raw and hungry and open in a way I’d never seen before. In a way that as her best friend and protector I could never induce.

Even if I couldn’t be the one causing it—I wasn’t ready to give this new part of us, of her up. Whatever came next, I wanted more of it.

After such an intense, emotional experience, I needed to put some space between me and the cuddled-up couple lying sprawled in Jerome’s bed.

An emergency cigarette—I hadn’t smoked in years but still had an old pack in the car—and five minutes on the front porch helped.

Back inside and hooked up to Jerome’s Wi-Fi—a high-end CCTV system but a password openly scrawled on a sticky on his router, go figure—I scrolled my news and sports feeds.

But even college baseball, NBA drafts, and the aftermath of a local tornado failed to distract me from the deafening silence coming from the bedroom where the woman I loved was lying in the arms of a man other than me.

And when that deafening silence gave way to the slowly increasing pace of wet, rhythmic sounds, I was lost.

I was a man thoroughly confused. My cock hard as nails, but my heart physically aching as—a moth to a flame—I was drawn to the bedroom door I’d left open.

Calming myself, I took a deep breath before I dared to look in.

Sherry was astride Jerome, hips working in a slow, grinding circle.

His huge hands covered her full, succulent breasts, fingers rolling the nipples.

Not surprising, the air was heavy with the smell of sex.

Jerome looked past her shoulder and grinned.

“Hey. She just wanted more.”

“Seems like she’s enjoying herself,” I coughed. Blushing, trying but failing to sound cool.

I took the chair against the wall and sat. He kept working Sherry’s nipples, pinching harder whenever she got too caught up in her own world of pleasure, forcing her back to the present, back to pay attention to the man whose oversized cock she was riding.

Each time he pinched, Sherry gasped and her body clamped down around him.

He murmured approval, telling her how good that felt, how tight her pussy was squeezing.

Sherry was truly lost in it, eyes half-closed, mouth open. A totally different woman than earlier—a woman discovering parts she’d never known existed.

Minutes stretched. My back ached against the chair. The novelty of watching her take a Black man that deep was still there, but the fatigue was growing. Fatigue and a quiet, understated fear. I’d started all this, but it had grown so fast. His forcefulness finally unleashed her desire.

“Sherry. Night’s over.”

She rode through a few more strokes, then lifted halfway off him before settling back down.

“Just another few minutes?”

Was this really my wife? The woman who’d given me shit in the car. The woman who’d been so negative and reluctant.

Jerome’s laugh was relaxed, conceited.

“Give her the extra minutes, she’s lovin’ this… really fucking lovin’ it…”

He wasn’t wrong. She took it, loved it—short, focused, her hands braced on his chest for countless extra thrusts—then finally she rose.

When she climbed off, I saw the stretch his massive member left behind, her opening obscenely gaping, stretched wide, frothing with the womanly juices and the cum he’d pumped in before.

Jerome stood, pulled her against his huge, ripped body, and kissed her deep on the mouth while one hand gripped her ass, pulled her tight, and held her there.

The three of us—finally three of us, not two—moved into the living room.

Sherry dressed, the dark marks on both breasts and the hickeys on the base of her neck stood out clear against her pale skin. Jerome had intentionally marked her. Branded her. He stayed naked and watched her pull her clothes on.

“Stay the night,” he said, more of a taunt than a real idea. He could see the desperate look in my face. He could see even the second fuck in the bedroom had pushed me right to the edge. An overnight sleepover would have had me needing psychiatric counselling.

Sherry glanced at me. Seeing her desire crucified me. Only redeemed by her love as she pushed her own desires to the side and gently shook her head.

“Sorry, Jerome. I need to go home with my husband, with Wayne.”

The refusal was soft, considerate. But I knew where she’d have rather spent the night.

At the front door the porch light was on.

Jerome, still naked, leaned in and kissed Sherry yet again while she stood in the open frame.

What did he care? In Lincoln Heights they were used to drive-by shootings, turf wars, and gang busts. A clothed White woman being kissed by a naked Black man… that hardly registered.

Never mind how marked her body was. Or how his hands and lips laid claim to her.

From the whole vibe of the area, from how many women we’d seen him ‘dance’ with the previous weekend, I was pretty sure Sherry wasn’t the first woman the neighbors had seen leave like this.


Chapter 6 


The drive home was quiet.

Now that the high had passed, Sherry sat with her hands folded in her lap, staring out the passenger window.

I kept both hands on the wheel and watched the road. Neither of us turned on the radio. The air in the car still carried a faint trace of the cologne Jerome had been wearing—after so long fucking him, Sherry had carried it in as a permanent reminder.

Finally back home, after the most awkward and weighed-down drive I’d ever experienced, I locked the door behind us. Like a simple metal lock could insulate us from what had just happened.

Ninety percent of what had happened had been me. Until the flames had taken hold… then it was one hundred percent Sherry and Jerome. Me just a confused and conflicted observer on the sidelines…

Sherry walked straight through the living room and into the bathroom without looking back. I heard the light switch click. I stripped in the bedroom, dropped my clothes on the chair, and waited.

When she didn’t come out, I went to the bathroom doorway.

She stood naked in front of the mirror, one hand resting on the edge of the sink, the other tracing the inside of her thigh. Her hair was still messy from earlier. She didn’t startle when she saw me.

After the surprise wore off, she noticed I was hard, stepped in, and wrapped her hand around me.

“You want some too?” she asked, voice low and seductive.

My mouth was too dry to trust, so I just nodded. She took my hand and led me to the bed. I let her get on first. When she opened her legs again, I got another clear look at what Jerome had done to her—how wrecked her usually delicate pussy looked. She caught me staring and frowned a little.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” I said quickly and climbed over her.

Sherry took me in her hand and lined me up. When I sank down, I slid in with no resistance at all. It was so unlike how she usually felt that for a second I wasn’t sure I was even inside her. Just wet heat, loose and slick.

Jerome’s scent was on her neck and in her hair, stronger now that we were this close. I could smell him on the sheets where her shoulders pressed down.

I thrust hard and short. She made a small sound and kept her eyes on mine. After only a minute the pressure built too fast. I came inside her, adding my cum to what was already there, and stayed buried while the pulses ran out.

I lay against Sherry, trying to catch my breath. She held me without speaking, one hand resting between my shoulders.

Then she said, “That has to be the last time, Wayne.”

I lifted my head. She wasn’t looking at me.

“With Jerome?”

“With anybody. We can’t do that again.” Her hand stopped moving. “God, what would my dad say?”

I knew she meant more than his finding out we’d brought another man into our marriage. Jerome was Black. In her father’s eyes, that would be another boundary crossed, another thing she would have to answer for. I could imagine trying to explain my part in it and making everything worse with every sentence.

“He’s not going to hear about it from me.”

“That isn’t what I’m saying.”

“I know.” I settled beside her. “We won’t do it again.”

She kept an arm around me.

I meant what I’d said.

I also wanted her to stop discussing it. I couldn’t deny the thrill and euphoria I’d experienced. But now back facing the cold, hard realities of the real world, I was just as confused as she was.

I needed space and silence to process—I didn’t need more discussion.

By morning, Jerome had sent three texts. The first thanked me for letting him have Sherry, the second said how beautiful she was, and the last one asked how she was doing.

I left all three unanswered. I didn’t know what I could honestly tell him.

Instead, I made breakfast. Toast, eggs, coffee.

Simple, superficial, husbandly things I could get right and know were right, fitting into my husbandly roles as provider and carer. A good antidote to some of the more guilty thoughts I was trying to suppress.

I carried everything upstairs and cleared a place on the nightstand.

Sometime during the night, she had slipped on a nightdress that covered the love bites, but the way she looked still shouted ‘sex’.

An awkward silence followed while she ate her food, and although she occasionally looked at me, she never spoke.

“Want more coffee?”

She nodded. A quick trip to the kitchen, and I handed it over and sat back down beside her.

For a while we ate. I watched her take a second bite of toast and let myself think that was encouraging.

Then she put it down.

“How did you get to a point where you thought last night was something we should actually do?”

“We’d talked about it.”

“Really? That’s not how I recall our talks… I recall you saying you get excited when other men gawk at me or lust after me…

“In what world is that the same as saying ‘we talked about you encouraging me to let another man fuck me’…”

I just blushed. Looked down at the ground. Unable to meet her gaze. Sensing her heat. Sensing she wasn’t done with me yet.

“Wayne,” she sighed. “Wayne, this wasn’t something we did together… YOU made this happen, Wayne. You can’t sit there now like it just happened to both of us. It wasn’t even really Jerome… it was YOU, Wayne!”

I could have debated parts of the evening. Pointed out how at the end she was just as enthusiastic as I’d been at the start. But that way lay trouble—and I was already deep in her bad books.

And anyway, I’d only have been arguing at the margins. The core of what she said was absolutely true. I was the instigator. Without my actions, nothing would have happened. And not just actions from last night—when I could have argued alcohol-induced lack of judgment. The week before, I’d been the one who invited him home. I’d been the one who’d introduced him into our bedroom fantasies. And I’d been the one who’d persuaded Sherry to make a special late-night trip to Backbeat so I could see if I could fix what had failed the week before.

I knew Sherry wasn’t after a debate.

She wanted a reason.

A good reason.

Together for so long, nothing remotely like this for all those years.

And then, suddenly, out of nowhere… Bang!

I opened my mouth, then stopped. The things that had driven me in the dark—after drinks, after watching my wife pressed close to another man, a Black man—didn’t hold up in daylight. I couldn’t find anything to say that would be enough, or that would even make sense.

“I’m sorry.”

She looked at me, waiting.

“I don’t know what else to say.”

“I went along with it. I know I did.” She moved the plate onto the nightstand. “But I still have Jerome’s semen inside me. Does that bother you at all?”

Hearing her say it so plainly made me look down. Jerome wasn’t in the room, but his physical essence was, deep within my wife, doing what nature intended.

“You’re still at the safe part of your cycle, right?”

“Yes. I’m not going to get pregnant,” she replied, exasperation in her voice, “but that doesn’t make it alright!!”

“I wasn’t saying it did,” I squeaked back.

“But that’s what you asked!”

This wasn’t a healthy avenue to pursue.

“Sorry!” I sighed. “I really am sorry, honey…”

Sherry stayed in the shower long after I’d taken the breakfast things downstairs. I washed them, dried them, and put them away. The water was still running.

When she came down, she was wearing a collared blouse and neatly pressed pants. Whatever marks the night had left were covered. Her hair was dry, her makeup done. Nobody passing her in a store would have had a reason to look twice.

“I’ve got some errands. I’m going shopping, too.”

“I could come.”

She checked that her phone was in her purse.

“Wayne, I want to go by myself.”

Her words stung. Cut deep. Normally she’d have been thrilled to have me come shopping with her. Hardly my number one favorite pastime.

I’d made the offer as though this were an ordinary day with the kids away, a chance for us to do something together.

But this was a far-from-ordinary day, and right now, I was the last person she wanted to spend time with.

She needed space. Processing time.

She picked up her keys and left.

Through the whole afternoon, I kept finding reasons to pass the front window. And when I wasn’t there, I’d be listening for her car.

She stayed out until early evening.

I went outside when she returned and took some of the shopping bags. Many bags, her favorite stores. Retail therapy. I was hardly in a position to complain. Still drowning in guilt.

“Thanks,” she said.

“Want me to put these in the kitchen?”

“That’s fine.”

Once we were inside, I offered to make her tea. She shook her head.

“How about going out for dinner?”

“I’d rather stay here.”

“Okay. I’ll make something.”

While she went upstairs, I put a pot of water on the stove and found pasta and a jar of sauce. She came back in a T-shirt and loose pants. I poured us each a glass of wine.

“Get everything you needed?”

“Most of it.”

“Stores busy?”

“A little.”

I was glad even for this conversation. Stilted and forced beat out angry and confused any day.

I stirred the sauce although it didn’t need stirring.

Sherry took her phone into the adjoining room and called her parents. I could hear her asking how things were going, thanking them again for having the children. Her voice sounded easier.

“Can you put them on?”

Then she smiled.

“Hi, sweetheart. Tell me what you’ve been doing.”

She listened, laughed, asked another question. When the phone passed to Ellie, she started again with the same patient attention. I stood at the stove with my glass in my hand. It was good to hear her laugh. I’d spent the day hoping she would.

“Love you, too. Both of you.”

She stayed on a little longer with her parents, then came back as I was setting out the plates.

“They’re having a good time.”

“Good.”

At dinner she thanked me for cooking. I asked whether she wanted more, and she said she’d had enough. We managed the meal without an argument or anything approaching a real conversation.

Afterward, we moved to the living room couch. She sat at one end. I sat at the other.

Without meaning to, my mind went back to Jerome’s place—the two of us sharing my wife as she sat between us. I smiled, remembering the look on her face when he pushed that long, thick cock into her.

“What’s that for?” she asked.

“Nothing.”

“You can’t even lie straight.”

I reached across the cushion, took her by the waist, and pulled her down under me. She made a short sound of protest. I pinned both wrists above her head and leaned in.

“I love you,” I said, and kissed her.

She kissed back for a moment, then turned her face away.

“You show it in the strangest ways.”

“You liked last night.”

“Let me up.”

I didn’t move. I kept her wrists where they were and kissed the side of her neck.

“Wayne, stop.”

I stayed over her.

“Get off me.”

I held on.

“I pushed it,” I said. “I know that. But you didn’t just go along. You were right there with me the whole time. You came on him. You asked for more. And now you’re acting like it was only my idea and you’re above it.”

She stared up at me. Neither of us looked away.

After a long minute, she said, quietly, “Kiss me.”

I let go of her wrists. She brought her hands to my face and we kissed, hard at first, then slower. We stayed locked together on the couch, arms tight, until the strain in my shoulders made me roll to the side. She stayed close.

“We’re married. You’re supposed to protect me. Instead, you keep pushing me to him. It’s not right. I’m so ashamed. What would our parents think? What would my dad think? And why would you want another man with your wife? Inside her—and then… then coming in her?” she shot back.

It was a challenge, but I knew we had to get it said, face it, and try to put it behind us.

“Look. I can’t explain the whole thing. For some reason it just… turned me on. You know we were into it after we met him last week. Maybe I pushed, yeah—but you got into it too. I thought it was done. Then I came back and you two were at it again.”

We stared at each other for a long time, saying nothing. I didn’t know what she’d do next. I was just glad when she tipped her face up and whispered, “Kiss me.”

We kissed long and hard. Needing the physical connection. The emotional release.

When we broke, Sherry looked at me, her face full of feeling.

“It scared me, Wayne… really, really scared me,” she said. “We’d never done anything even a tiny bit like that before… I was confused as hell… had absolutely no idea why you pushed it, what you were thinking. It was so different…”

I kept my arm across her.

“Different isn’t the same as wrong, Sherry, baby…

“Watching you get that far gone—that did something to me. I couldn’t look away.”

She didn’t answer. We lay there without moving, the house quiet around us. Almost oppressive.

We were stretched out on the couch, her back against my chest, the house so quiet with no kids around. Her fingers traced idle circles on my forearm.

After a stretch of silence, she shifted enough to look up at me.

“Did it bother you? Watching him with me. Make you jealous?”

I didn’t rush the answer. “There was a second or two, yeah. He’s not a threat. And you looked so sexy… and fuck me, when you came! That was a monster… I’ve never seen you come like that with me… that was the hottest thing I’ve seen.”

She held my eyes a moment longer, then settled back. My hand slid under the hem of her shirt, palm finding the soft weight of her breast. She made a small sound and turned her face up. The kiss started slow and deepened fast; her leg came over my hip, pulling me closer while my thumb brushed across her nipple through the thin fabric of her bra.

When we broke for air, I murmured against her mouth, “My sexy, naughty wife.”

She smiled, playful. “Am I? Why am I naughty?”

“Those marks he left on you.”

She glanced down as if surprised. “I hadn’t even noticed.”

“Bullshit. Let me see.”

She didn’t argue. She raised both arms, and I peeled the shirt up and off, then the bra. The bruises sat dark against her skin—one high on the slope of each breast, another lower, and a distinct set of teeth marks along the side of her neck. I touched them lightly, mapping the evidence.

“Can I leave some of my own?”

She shook her head, still looking at me. “Only Black men get to do that.”

The words landed hard. Heat flooded straight to my cock. I laughed under my breath, half in disbelief. “Jesus. That right there? That’s the naughtiest thing you’ve said all day.”

She didn’t deny it. I kept my hand moving, gentle pressure, watching her nipples tighten under my fingers. After a while she asked, almost casually, “Have you talked to him?”

“Just texts so far.”

“Show me.”

I read the three earlier messages in order. And then the three new ones I’d not noticed arriving.

‘Wayne, Sherry. I loved spending time with you both. Last night was extraordinary.’

‘Wayne, please pass on: Sherry, you’re a remarkable woman and a beautiful one. What stays with me is holding you close enough to feel your heart beating.’

‘Guys, I hope you’re not upset with either of us today. I’d be very happy to meet up, take Sherry dancing again, whenever you’d like.’

I lingered over these last messages.

He’d judged his emotional tone and messaging perfectly. He’d not been too pushy, he’d left room for how Sherry might be feeling different and regretful this morning, but without pretending he didn’t want to see her again.

I admired his cleverness in how he’d managed that.

And in a more carnal, baser way, reading his messages had stirred my own desire all over again.

She took the phone as soon as I offered it. I watched her eyes move down the screen, then return to the beginning at least two or three times. Her lips pressed together. A smile escaped anyway.

What woman doesn’t like being chased? Especially by a man as charismatic and desirable as Jerome.

“What?” she asked, catching me watching.

“Nothing.”

“You’ve got a look.”

“Well, somebody seems to be falling for you.”

I said it softly, teasing, and kissed her ear. She sighed and tipped her head back toward me, still holding the phone where she could read it.

“This is so strange,” she said. “Completely crazy. I’m a married woman, I shouldn’t be enjoying another man chasing me… especially not with my husband sitting at my side egging me on…”

“Yeah. It really is crazy.”

She looked down again. Whatever she made of the situation, she hadn’t put the phone aside. The smile she’d tried to contain was still there, and I let her have a moment with it.

“I’ll get us refills.”

I took our glasses and left her with the phone. She’d find answering easier without me looking over her shoulder; that was the point of going. I spent a few minutes in the kitchen, giving her time to choose her own words.

When I returned, she had the phone resting in her lap.

“Did you write back?”

“Take a look.”

She held it out with a small, mischievous smile, then glanced away as I accepted it. She wanted me to read it, but apparently watching me read it was another matter.

‘Thank you for such a sweet message. Last night included quite a few firsts for me, and I’ll remember it for a long time. Another evening dancing with you sounds wonderful. I’d really like that sometime.’

It was already sent!

It sounded simple, even sincere, but it was vague enough to read more than one way. My wife is smart. I had the sense she’d chosen those words on purpose. It all but asked Jerome to answer, so I wasn’t surprised when his next text came in.


Chapter 7 


Sherry tipped her phone toward me.

Jerome wanted to know whether we were coming to the club. I read the message twice, although there wasn't much to it.

“What do you think?” I asked.

“I think it's late.” She took the phone back. “And I'm tired.”

She typed that she was staying home, adding that she hoped he had a good night. Before she'd set the phone down, it sounded again.

“One dance,” she read aloud. “Apparently I'm worth staying up for.”

There was another message underneath. He'd been thinking about the previous night and wanted to see her again.

She left that one for me to read.

He wanted to sleep with her again. We both knew it. Calling it dancing disguised it with enough of a polite veneer to make it easier to answer.

Being with a Black man was new to Sherry. That difference mattered to both of us, part of the attraction and the sense of crossing a line, of experiencing an exciting taboo.

Sherry had smiled as she read the text. Who doesn’t love being chased? But she was also conflicted, and I was still sorting out my feelings. Being excited by another invitation didn't make things any easier.

“You already told him no,” I said. “We can leave it there.”

“I know.” But there was a hesitancy in her voice.

“Do you want to?”

She rubbed her thumb along the phone's case.

“I don't want to make this decision for both of us.” Wifely code for I need husbandly air cover for a decision I’ve already made but don’t want to own out loud.

“Neither do I.”

“Well, would you mind going?”

There it was. She hadn't asked whether I wanted another night out. This was about the company, not the venue or an evening out with hubby.

“I'd like to go,” I said, helping her out, even if I was still confused.

“I’d like to go, if you would.”

“For a little bit,” she smiled, trying to sound more ambivalent than her eyes and face muscles suggested. Body language is always more honest than words.

She kept looking at me.

“You're sure?”

“Yes. You?”

She nodded, then glanced at the calendar. “We won't have many chances once the kids are back.”

“Tell him we'll be at Backbeat in an hour.”

Her face had flushed. She drew a deep breath before typing, and I recognized the desire beneath the caution. Once she'd sent the message, she was already getting up.

“Go get ready,” I said.

She took the phone with her. What was she hiding?

A male of the species, I was ready well before she was. By the time Sherry emerged from the bedroom, I'd managed to tie myself in knots.

Mistake? You only live once! Are we being stupid? Yesterday, so damn hot! Another man, why, how fucking idiotic! She wants it as much as you do…

Damn, she looked good. It was touch and go whether I dragged her back into the bedroom and claimed her for myself… texted a 'sorry pal’ and ravaged her myself.

She traded yesterday’s A-line mini skirt and plunging camisole for an even more daring outfit.

The soft pink frilly mini skirt had been replaced by a bright red micro mini that showed at least another four or five inches of Sherry’s thighs. And her choice of a tight-fitting off-the-shoulder crop top that showed her braless breasts and midriff off to full effect sent the clearest of signals to Jerome.

Unless he seriously screwed up, a repeat was definitely on the cards.

“Okay?” she asked, nerves almost as much on display as her flat tummy and boobs.

Question was: nerves for what Jerome would think; or nerves for a second night of raw, interracial sex; or nerves for the significance of what she obviously planned to do. Move from semi-passive to full on enthusiast; move from chance, one-off night of poor judgment into a world of consciously and repeatedly breaking the rules.

“You look amazing…” Reassurance, but without saying something that would spook someone who was obviously right on the edge.

It was late. The club was already packed. Jerome was at a table near the edge of the floor with two empty chairs. He stood when he saw us, pulled Sherry into a hug that lasted a beat longer than friendly, his hand flat against her back. I ordered drinks and sat. The air already felt charged.

He didn’t waste time. As soon as the next track started, he took her hand and led her out. First dance, zero space between them. Hardly surprising, considering. Considering last night and the signals Sherry’s choice of outfit gave.

From the first beat, his body stayed pressed to hers, one hand low on her hip, the other guiding her through the steps. She didn’t pull away. Track after track they stayed like that, moving together in a way that emphasized their skill, how well matched they were and their level of intimacy.

Other guys were gawking at her—her looks, that sexy outfit. Other women were gawking at them—the attractive interracial couple, jealously imagining themselves in Sherry’s place. Me, I was imagining how good it must feel to be Jerome right now. The soft flesh of Sherry’s ass in my hands. The feel of her boobs and hard nipples pushing against my chest. The grind of her pelvis against me, the promise of what was to come. 

When the DJs swapped over, the hottest couple on the dance floor came back to the table.

Even in the low light levels, I could see how wide her pupils were and the way her neck and chest were flushed pink with arousal.

Sherry was recharging. After yesterday, after their dancing, the whole setup was surreal.

We talked about all kinds of small talk shit. The DJ, the overcrowding… the price of the drinks. We talked about anything but what we were all thinking about. Namely, the likely end point of where this second evening was headed.

When the new DJ started his third track, Sherry held her hand out to me. “Your turn.”

After the very first track, I suggested that Jerome looked lonely. That he might like another spin with her.

“No, I'm dancing with my husband.”

I could hear the tension in her voice. The woman who’d dressed to impress Jerome was confused and conflicted. I didn’t push it. I was hardly a picture of certainty myself.

On the floor, she settled into my arms. Love and doing the right thing were what we needed while we sorted out our jumbled emotions.

After a while, I felt calmer. Sensed that she’d made some decisions.

“So what's the plan?” I asked.

“The plan is to dance. Can we do just that?” she asked, a slight edge to her voice.

“Of course.”

I didn't argue. I could tell she’d changed her mind. Never mind how she was dressed, she wanted to draw a line. Dance, maybe hug, and then call it a night before swimming back to safety.

We stayed out for several more tracks. If Sherry had changed her mind about Jerome, then we may as well make the most of a rare night without the kids.

When we returned to our table, an attractive blonde woman older than Jerome was leaning toward him across the table, the two of them talking intently. Her expression one of desperation—as if she were begging for something.

Sherry slowed beside me.

The woman looked up. For a moment neither of them smiled. Then the woman straightened, gave Jerome a quick goodbye, and walked off before we sat down.

“Did we interrupt something?” Sherry asked him, an edge to her voice as if she were jealous.

“No, we were talking, that’s just Pamela, she and I had a bit of a fling, but that’s ancient history now…”

“You sure? The way she looked at you, didn’t seem like ancient history!” Sherry added, now a really sharp suspicion in her voice.

“What can I say? Maybe she’s still got a thing for me!” he laughed, raising his glass, as if toasting to his magnetic qualities with the opposite sex. “But it’s you I came here to dance with tonight, Sherry! Only you…”

Looking deep into her eyes, holding her gaze, his flattery was pitch perfect.

Sherry put down her drink without taking any.

“Come on, then.”

He followed her back onto the floor. I watched them find a place among the other couples.

Fuck! What had just happened! What had become of the woman who'd just told me the evening was about dancing and only dancing?

Before the next track ended, I couldn't see them.

I checked the edges of the dance floor, then the space near the table. Another track started. Neither of them appeared.

I assumed they'd gone somewhere they could hear each other. There was plenty to discuss: last night, tonight, what either of them expected. I had no way of knowing which of those subjects they'd reached.

Several tracks later, they came back together.

Jerome leaned toward us. “Restroom. Be right back.”

Sherry sat beside me as he walked away.

“He asked if we'd like to go over to his place.”

Sherry said it quietly. Though the music made that unnecessary, no one but me was going to hear.

“Would you?”

“I wanted to ask you first.”

“I'm asking what you want.”

She looked toward the direction Jerome had gone, then back at me.

“I'd like to go… if you're okay with it.”

Just minutes earlier, she'd wanted the evening to end with dancing.

Then the older blonde woman had shown up. Pamela. Seeing the way she’d been so possessive and desperate for Jerome had changed everything. Basic female (and male!) psychology had remapped Sherry’s intentions. Spun the world round on its axis.

And now she’d done a full one-eighty, she was waiting for me to answer, and I wanted to give the answer that my balls rather than my brain wanted.

“Okay,” I said. “Let's go.”

She didn't immediately smile. Her eyes stayed on mine, and I had the uncomfortable impression that I'd answered too quickly.

Before I could decide what else to say, Jerome returned.

“We can stop by,” Sherry told him. “We can't stay all night.”

He nodded, trying and failing to look casual.

I settled the bill while they got ready to leave. By the time I stood, I was already imagining the visit and what happened there as something decided. Her agreement had become certainty in my head that I’d be watching them have sex again.

Although all she'd actually agreed to was going to his house. And, even then, the last few minutes had shown me she might even change her mind about that.

In the parking lot, Sherry stopped between our car and Jerome's.

“Wayne, honey… you wouldn’t mind if I ride with Jerome in his pickup would you?”

I looked at her, then at Jerome. He waited without seeming surprised.

They'd obviously arranged this during their time away from the table, away from me. I hadn't expected to make the drive alone. A surge of jealousy gripped my gut. Painful. The inevitable flipside to the arousal I was feeling. The endorphins flooding through my veins.

I didn’t speak. My silence and anxious look were enough of an answer.

“You've got the address from last night,” she smiled, half coy, half trying to suppress excitement.

She went with him, and I got into our car for the short drive to Lincoln Heights.

The SatNav did its job, and I was soon parked outside his small home, expecting their headlights behind mine.

One, two, three minutes. They didn't come. It was only a ten-minute journey. Where the hell had they gotten to? Even if they’d caught all the reds on the journey over, they should be here by now.

I sat with the engine on, feeling decidedly nervous. Being in a sketchy area like Lincoln Heights with Jerome for protection was one thing. Being sat there all alone, a White guy in a high-crime, very Black neighborhood felt very different.

After about twenty minutes and still no sign of them, I was now officially scared. All manner of crazy shit started to go through my head just as Jerome finally pulled up.

I got out and walked toward his car.

Sherry turned her face toward me before she opened the door.

I stopped a few feet away. She wasn't smiling, and she seemed to be searching my expression rather than simply looking at me. Her mouth tightened as though she were trying to settle her nerves before speaking.

Whatever she'd wanted back in the club’s parking lot, she was nervous now. I could see that before she said a word.

She came toward me first. “I’m getting cold feet,” she said. The words came out careful, almost apologetic. “Is it okay if we just go home?”

Jerome stood a few feet back, hands in his pockets. He tried a small smile, something light to ease the moment.

I noticed the way she was holding herself, the tension in her shoulders, the way her arms were folded, and her hands clasped nervously.

I still felt the pull of what we’d come here for, the mental pictures of her with him that had been building all night. And now we were so close.

But the look on her face was real.

“We can go,” I said. “Maybe another time.”

I didn’t believe the second part as I said it. The kids would be back soon enough. The window was already closing.

Sherry’s breath left her in a loud sigh. Relief moved across her face. Jerome’s expression tightened in the other direction—clear disappointment—but he didn’t argue.

He just nodded once. Maybe the smallest hint of anger in his eyes and jawline.

She stepped toward him for a quick goodbye. He didn’t let it stay quick. His hands came up, pulled her in hard against him, and kissed her the way he had the night before, deep and certain. One hand slid down and settled on the curve of her ass, holding her there. He wasn’t giving up without a fight.

She went still for a moment, then her arms lifted and locked around his neck. A soft sound escaped her, almost a sigh. They stayed like that longer than a polite farewell, bodies pressed tight under the streetlight, the kiss continuing on and on.

Fuck! Had she changed her mind yet again? Had his final touches and kiss turned her back towards another night of sex with her giant Black dance partner?

She finally eased back.

She looked at him, a little breathless. “I’m sorry.”

He shook his head once, still close. “There’ll be a next time.”

I waited by our car while, just feet away, they finished their moment. Nerves and doubt tight in my chest.

Until, finally, she turned and walked toward me. Her final decision—me and us, not him and her.

She slid into the passenger seat without looking at me, and I started the engine. As we pulled away, Jerome was still standing, shrinking in the mirror, looking at us.

The whole night now an unfinished chapter. Sherry saying ‘no’, in our different ways, both me and Jerome saying ‘next time.’

For the first few blocks neither of us spoke. The beam of the headlights and the light night traffic providing virtually zero distraction.

Finally Sherry broke the silence. “Are you angry?”

“No,” I said. I kept my eyes on the road. The disappointment was a weight in my chest, but I’d already decided not to show her. “I’m not angry.”

“It just hit me while we were driving over there. All of a sudden I didn’t want to go through with it.”

“Then stopping was the right call, honey. You don’t have to explain it any further,” I offered, even if my brain was screaming out to know more about what ‘it’ was in Sherry’s suddenly changed thinking.

She let out a short breath. Almost a laugh. “Wayne John Mercer, you’re being far too nice about this.”

“Angry? No. A little disappointed… a little bit of an anti-climax, I’ll cop to that. But, honey, you know I’ll always support you, support your decisions… even if my balls might be a bit disappointed with my brain right now!”

That got a real smile out of her.

The rest of the drive home we traded small, pointless remarks—nothing about Jerome, nothing about the house we had turned away from. By the time I pulled into our driveway, the tension had thinned enough that I could almost pretend the evening had gone the way we planned.

Inside the front door I turned and pressed her back against the wall. She made a soft sound of surprise but didn’t push me away.

“I’m going to make love to you properly,” I said. “No rushing.”

What I was going to give her was going to be sex and love. If I couldn’t out sex him, then I could definitely out love him.

I worked her sexy outfit off piece by piece while she stood still and let me. The crop top went first, but only after I’d kissed her tummy and braless boobs as the top hit the ground. The micro mini joining it seconds later, revealing just how damp her sodden panties had gotten.

“Someone wanted herself some big Black cock!” I teased, my fingers reaching in and stroking her G-spot.

“Less talk, more fucking!” she moaned, eyes screwed tight from the effects of my finger work, her own talking ending as she panted in time with my hand motion.

She wanted fucking. I wanted teasing, dropping to my knees, parting her thighs, and putting my mouth on her.

She was already soaked—she’d really wanted Jerome before her mind changed course. I took my time, slow and deliberate, until her hands were in my hair and her voice was climbing. She came close twice, then she tugged at me.

“Wayne—bedroom. Pleeease… Now!”

I stood, kissed her once, and let her lead. She climbed onto the bed and waited while I stripped. The second I was over her, I pushed in. The heat inside her took me by surprise. I knew what had put it there—the drive over, the talk, the nearness of Jerome—all the knowledge only made me harder. She locked her legs around me and came hard, faster than she ever did on an ordinary night, a sharp cry against my shoulder. I kept moving through it, slower now, watching her face as the peak faded.

She opened her eyes and smiled, soft and a little stunned. “Thank you for understanding. For not being upset.”

“What changed your mind?” I asked.

She was quiet a moment. “I just felt dirty all of a sudden. Like I was about to do something I shouldn’t.”

“You’re not dirty,” I said. I didn’t stop moving inside her. “I don’t want you thinking that way.”

“But do you still want me to be with him? With Jerome?”

“I like you naughty. He’s not a threat to us. You know that.”

She searched my face. “I’m scared I’ll turn into a slut.”

I brushed the hair from her forehead. “Then be my slut. I can live with that.”

She didn’t answer. We stayed joined, the quiet stretching between us while I rocked into her in long, steady strokes.

After a while I asked, “Why did your drive from the club take so long?”

She blushed. Swallowed. A determined look appearing as she prepared to tell me something that had felt good at the time, but which now embarrassed her.

“We pulled over. We were talking about what I’d said…  about me not staying over. He was trying to talk me into it.” His pressuring had obviously not sat well.

“What else?”

She gave a small, nervous laugh. “He took it out. Showed me. I touched it. Just for a second. Right there in public…”

“And?”

“His hand went under my top. On my breasts.”

The words, the memory of public lewdness, hit her as hard as they hit me. Still fully embedded, I felt her tighten around me, saw the flush of embarrassment climb her throat. She pushed up to meet my next thrust—embarrassed but also excited. She’d said no, but she’d obviously been pretty close to jumping in the other direction.

“Faster,” she whispered.

I gave her what she asked for. “You’re a bad girl, you know that? When I’m finished with you I’m sending you straight back to him.”

“Don’t say that,” she said, her voice thick with a mix of guilt and desire, her eyes closed, maybe thinking of me, maybe not.

She moved with me hard, almost frantically, as if the picture of Jerome was already behind her lids. A second orgasm took her, smaller than the first but sharp enough that the sound of it pulled me over the edge. I came deep and stayed there, both of us breathing hard, the room quiet again except for the sounds of our ragged breath.

We drifted off that way, still tangled.

Sunday morning. Sherry came into the kitchen while I was pouring coffee.

"Back from Jerome's already?"

She stopped. "What are you talking about?"

I kept pouring.

"Oh, honestly, Wayne." She laughed and reached for her cup. "You were just waiting to say that."

"I thought it deserved an audience."

"An audience of one. And she's getting her coffee."

I handed it over, and we left the joke there.

Neither of us brought Jerome up again during the week. There were easy opportunities, but she let them pass and so did I. We seemed to understand each other without the need to turn that understanding into another intense or deep discussion.

On the next weekend, I considered suggesting dancing. But I knew that would be opening the subject of Jerome, however casually I put it.

But even so, I still wanted to ask. But we were enjoying ourselves, and I didn't want to spoil that by making Sherry feel I didn’t respect last week’s change of heart… by her getting the tiniest idea that I was pressuring her like I’d done that first night.

So Friday and Saturday I decided to leave the topics of dancing and Jerome well alone so we could just enjoy private time together before it was time to be mom and dad again.


Chapter 8 


“You ready, hun?”

It was early Sunday afternoon, and we’d planned to go and see the kids and visit with our parents.

Sherry shook her head. “I don’t know what it is, but I feel real nauseous and wiped out… tell the kids I’ll FaceTime them when you get back and that I’ll be better by tomorrow so I can drive up to see them.”

“Why didn’t you say something, hun? If you like, we can wait a while, or I can come with you tomorrow…”

Sherry appreciated the gesture but didn’t want the kids missing out and didn’t want both of us losing a personal day.

The kids were pleased to see me but disappointed Mom wasn’t with me. It was all I could do to explain she was resting and stop them ringing her right there and then.

Two and a half hours there, an hour with the kids (then I was back to being second best versus all their farm diversions), thirty minutes with the parents, and finally back near our neighborhood just after seven.

Which was when the weirdest thing happened—I’d stopped for gas when I spotted Sherry’s car whizz by me.

For a moment I thought maybe she’d popped to a pharmacy to get something for her nausea.

But the nearest stores were in the opposite direction, and Sherry, normally the safest of drivers, was driving way over the limit.

Abandoning my planned caffeine and chocolate fixes, I was in a suddenly suspicious frame of mind as I pulled up just two or three minutes after Sherry.

Sensing something was wrong, for several minutes I gripped the steering wheel and thought through my options.

Until those tense moments, if you’d have asked me, I’d have said I’d have trusted Sherry with my life. Even now I tried to explain away her speeding as a need to get home due to her illness. But then, if she was feeling so bad, why would she be coming from the opposite direction from the stores?

Finally ungrasping my shaking fingers from the steering wheel, I decided to enter the house as quietly as possible. That approach seemed to have no downside.

Easing the front door closed, I headed left past the kids' bedrooms and went into our bedroom. Sherry’s clothes lay in a heap beside the bed, left where she’d taken them off.

Feeling suddenly weak, I supported myself with my hand on the dresser.

Her black thong was on top of the heap. Something about it made me pick it up instead of gathering the whole pile.

The fabric was soaked. I turned it over and found thick semen on the inside and outside.

For a moment I just held it. My whole body and brain a swirling, whirling pool of confusion, my legs nearly collapsing under me.

I’d pushed her into being with him that first time.

And I’d encouraged her and then been disappointed that next evening when, after riding with him, Sherry had chickened out.

But this felt very different. This felt a million miles from disappointment. Sherry had flat-out lied to me. Lied to me and put sex with Jerome in front of our kids and family. No wonder I was now the one feeling queasy and nauseous. I’d have trusted her with my life… and now this!

I’d cut short my time with the kids and our parents so I could race back in case she needed me. And this was the thanks I got, I thought as I stood next to our bed holding proof of just where Sherry’s priorities had been this afternoon.

As I waited with her semen-stained thong in my hand, I heard the shower stop.

Knowing the kids were away, she’d left the bathroom door slightly ajar. Enough for me to see her reflection as she stood in front of the mirror inspecting her body.

It took me a moment, but then I realized what she was doing. She was examining the marks Jerome had left on each breast. Marks just like the ones he’d made that first night—obviously that was his thing, marking the women he slept with as some form of sexual branding.

The number of marks suggested Sherry had likely been there all afternoon. She’d been happy enough to let him fuck her, pump his semen into her, and mark her—but now her face told me she was concerned as to how she’d hide the marks from me.

After a couple of minutes applying concealer, I was stunned to see her fingers leave her boobs as her right hand went between her legs, reemerging with white goo that had somehow escaped the shower and douche.

My legs weakened all over again, and I thought I was going to be the one to throw up. We’d been using condoms because of where she was in her cycle. I’d understood that to be a precaution we were both taking seriously.

But apparently condom use only applied to husbands—not to secret hook-ups with ripped, dreadlocked, well-endowed Black trainers.

I felt totally sick. Sick to the bottom of my stomach. Yes, I'd been the one totally responsible for Sherry going with Jerome that first time, but I’d not expected this! Her going behind my back and risking pregnancy with a child we’d never pass off as sired by me!

Experiencing extreme tunnel vision and lightheadedness, I squeezed my eyes shut and left the bedroom, using the hall wall as support. What if she did get pregnant? I had to trust to the part of her that had always been so sensible about pregnancy. I was pretty sure she’d use the emergency morning-after pills we kept in the house. But even they weren’t guaranteed to be effective.

I felt my whole body start to buzz with anger and betrayal. For the briefest of moments, I wanted to hit her, an impulse that startled me and that I’d never felt before.

But then I found myself confused by an even weirder feeling—an almost uncontrollable desire to march into our bedroom, bend my protesting wife over our his-and-hers vanity unit, and fuck her hard until my own semen was running down her legs. That’ll teach you to cheat on me, you bitch, I thought to myself, the vision sharp and almost real in my mind.

Fuck! What was going on with me? Whatever my part in starting all this, I was so angry with Sherry I could barely look at her, and I was so worried about what I might say that part of me wanted to leave while I worked out what the hell to do.

But I never got the chance, because just as I was headed to the front door, my phone rang with an incoming FaceTime call. The kids wanted their promised FaceTime call with their mom.

No matter how angry and confused I was, I remembered how disappointed they’d looked when they’d realized their mom had stayed at home. No way I could put myself before them.

Telling them I’d put it on hold while I found their mom, I took a deep breath as I gave her one last chance at honesty.

“Hey, hun… there you are…”

“Wayne!” she looked startled, surprised to see me.

She’d thrown a towel around her body—all the better to hide the evidence of what she’d really been up to when I’d been driving five hours to see the kids.

“How are you feeling?” I asked, my look one that mixed suspicion with an openness designed to signal she could unburden herself and I wouldn’t go off the deep end. After all, I’d been the one who’d started the whole thing.

“Still not great,” she whispered, adding a pained look and fake cough for good measure. Give the girl an Oscar, best hypochondriac this side of the Mason-Dixon.

“Sorry to hear that,” you lying bitch, “maybe a call with Jake and Ellie will cheer you up…” Or would you prefer me to fuck off back there so you can fuck Jerome some more?

At least taking the call off hold and handing the phone to Sherry gave me a chance to collect my thoughts as the three of them chattered away.

Fuck I needed to get out of there before I did or said something I might regret!

Switching the call over to her iPad, I told her I was headed out for a walk to stretch my legs after the drive. Sherry being too wrapped up in trying to understand Jake and Ellie as they talked across each other, she hardly noticed me leaving.

The walk was just what I needed, the relative cool of the summer evening helping me think through the rights and wrongs and work out exactly what I was feeling. Anger, betrayal—wanting to hit her, but also wanting to fuck her harder than I’d ever fucked her before.

The more I walked, the clearer things became in my head—leading me to a conclusion that did and didn’t surprise me.

The sense of anger and betrayal hadn’t diminished, but now that I’d recovered from my earlier shock, they were balanced by a mix of calm and excitement.

I realized that, even if she’d cheated and deceived me, Sherry wasn’t about to leave me or do anything to damage the family that was our shared everything. And even if I labeled it ‘cheating,’ a part of me was objective enough to ask, 'Is it really?’  Given how I’d encouraged her on multiple occasions, even if she’d hidden the details from me, was it really cheating?

Hand-in-hand with this growing sense of calm came a sense of excitement that did and didn’t surprise me. I’d loved making my previously faithful and loyal wife a naughty bad girl. So wasn’t what she’d done today—going behind my back, lying to me—an even more exciting development? Especially if there was no real danger to our love or marriage from her secret tryst with her hung and muscular stud muffin?

Turning to head home, I’d initially intended to confront her—to tell her I was pissed about the lies but was okay about what she’d actually done. But another idea overtook this, an idea that made my gut churn with anticipation.

What if I played Sherry at her own game?  What if I used my professional cybersecurity skills in reverse?

How many times over the years had I led the bank’s white hat hacking team tasked with finding weaknesses that my colleagues could then fix before some black hat outfit hacked their way in to steal money or personal details? Gaining entry into Sherry’s messenger apps might not be ethical, but nor would it be hard. The ethical dilemma disarmed by the little voice that reminded me Sherry had been the one to start breaking rules.

Opening the front door—this time calling out my arrival—I wondered what kind of mood I’d find Sherry in. Excited Mom, keen to share all the funny stories the kids had told her? Maybe a guilt-laden woman desperate to bare her soul and confess her cheating betrayal of our vows? Or maybe something in the middle—wary wife studying the man she knew so well to see if he had the first inkling of how she’d spent the afternoon ‘cheating’ with another man…

“Hey, hun… where are you?”

“Down here!”

She was down in the basement, in the den—no hint of nerves or apology in that shout.

Normally logical and structured, seeing her sat with legs tucked under her as she read, on a whim, I decided to press Sherry’s buttons to see how she’d react.

Kissing her hard on the mouth, I pulled the neckline of her wide-neck gray T-shirt down her arms to reveal her succulent orbs. I pretended not to notice the only half-concealed markings Jerome had left on her heavy boobs, I squeezed and pulled at her nipples as my tongue showed her how eager I was for her.

Recovering from her shock, she pushed me back. “Sorry, hun… I’m still not feeling right… can you wait ‘til tomorrow?” she pleaded.

Jerome hadn’t had to wait until tomorrow. I was soon pushing into her, playing a game of cat and mouse that so many times had me close to telling her what I knew, that so many times had me nearly mentioning Jerome.

“Fuck, you feel so good, baby… I love you so much… love being deep in your tight, wet pussy…”

That got her blushing. Her pussy was indeed wet—wet with the remnants of another man’s sperm. But it certainly wasn’t tight right now. The thorough fucking Jerome had given it all afternoon had certainly seen to that. I could feel Sherry’s lovely silky sleeve, but it was certainly a lot looser and more stretched than normal. Which is what an afternoon of a nine-inch rolling pin of a cock will do to the most elastic of vaginas…

“Fuck, I love riding you, babe,” I moaned, meaning every word of it as I wondered how Sherry would react if right now I mentioned Jerome. Would she flip, or would it get her more excited, coz right now it was me doing all the work, showing all the excitement?

I was right on the edge. Three or four times. I went so close. But in the end I just about held it in. Too risky. And as I thrust in and out, I was too excited by the thought of the game I was about to start up. The game of cat and mouse to see just how naughty a woman Sherry could really be.


Chapter 9 


Sunday, July 3rd 2022

Now that I’d cum, post-nut clarity set in as I pushed up and off to sprawl next to Sherry.

I felt more confused than ever.

Yes, I was happy that I’d fucked her good—reclaimed what was mine, left my seed swimming around next to his—but now that I’d cum, anger came flooding back.

Sherry had plenty of opportunity to ask me for a second go-around with Jerome. So why hadn’t she? Why had she preferred to cheat and hide things from me? She knew I was enthusiastic, so why hadn’t she shared and asked?

Maybe she preferred it that way? Sneaking around. Cheating on me with her ripped and big-dicked Black lover. Maybe that was the cherry on the cake for her—much better than the mundane vibe of husbandly approval. Yes, dear… you run along now… go get your little butt banged to high hell by your Black lover… make sure to call so I know you're safe…

Fuck! Why was this so confusing?

That first night hadn’t been confusing. At least, not for me it hadn’t been. The confusion had all been on Sherry.

But now it seemed all her confusion had been magically shifted into my brain. I was the one battling anger while trying to tell myself I wasn’t excited by all this—Sherry just sat there rearranging her clothing with a strangely distant look on her face. Pulling her top back up over her boobs and moving her panties back into place to stop my recent deposit from seeping out to stain the sofa.

Fuck, fuck, fuck, I sighed to myself, not having the strength to make eye contact with Sherry—fearful of what one of us might say or do.

With a cursory kiss and, ‘Thanks, babe,’ I made some excuse about a TV show and—without the courage to look back—scuttled up the stairs to the living room to gather my thoughts.

The trouble with family homes is that they're full of family photos. Photos of Sherry and me with the kids… photos of Sherry and me from our carefree young days of dating and college… photos that seemed to mock the way I was feeling right now and the confused mess I’d somehow contrived to make.

I must have stared at those photos for a good ten minutes before I remembered my alibi. Thankfully Sherry—still down in the den—was too lost in her own thoughts to register the lack of TV noise. Even if I wasn’t watching, the TV somehow broke me away from my daydreaming torment and back towards the plan I’d made during my walk.

Reaching for my laptop and sitting where Sherry couldn’t see it as and when she came up, I said a silent prayer that my smart, high-achieving wife had never mastered tech.

Not only had she asked me to install Find My Device, but she’d also asked me to install TeamViewer so I could remotely fix any of her tech problems even if I were on the other side of the country.

So it took me just seconds to install a mirror app that gave me access to any messages between Sherry and Jerome. Because her speeding car coming south from his part of town hadn’t just happened—there'd be an electronic trail of messages.

Bingo! There they were. A whole string of messages starting the day after Sherry had gotten cold feet about a second session with Jerome.

Fuck! Why was I shaking as I started reading? My stomach swirling like a high-speed blender. Shit, I thought my veins were gonna jump out and fly, they were so flooded with adrenaline.

What kind of guy was I? The fear I understood. But excitement as I read the back and forth of Jerome’s behind-my-back pursuit of my wife and her obvious hunger for his attention? In what world was that normal or healthy?

There were multiple messages each day. The first few hours after Sherry had said no, he was charming and gently seductive … ‘so disappointed,’... ‘I so wanted to be with you, spend time with you again…’

But they’d both soon moved on to far cruder and more sexual messages. Including Jerome sending a dick pic of his tattooed hand fisting his thick, veiny nine-inch monster. An image that earned him a ‘so big, so manly… it felt so amazing in my pussy,’ reply from my wife.

As I read through the dozens of messages, I wondered where this woman had been all these years. It had only taken one single fuck session to transform my normally controlled and restrained wife into a woman who must have been sitting in work meetings exchanging crude messages with her hunky Black lover.

My mind went back to that first night and how her nerves and reluctance had been transformed into a woman hungry for the feelings Jerome’s huge cock gave her… a woman who lapped up all his verbals about how her pussy was made for his cock and how they’d soon be fucking regularly.

Fuck! It was both terrifying and exciting to think how quickly Jerome had unlocked this new side of the woman I thought I knew so well.

Then yesterday, the messages switched from flirty and sexual to practical and specific. They were equal partners in crime, Sherry making suggestions to settle the details of how they could meet up during my six or seven hour absence.

Jerome had needed to overcome her reluctance on that first night. But now a week later, the messages showed zero reluctance—the two of them were equally eager to go behind my back so they could fuck again.

Reading and re-reading those messages, I knew the plan I’d made during my walk was the right one—and not just because it appealed to the man who’d pushed and enjoyed Sherry being bad and naughty that first night with Jerome.

Jerome had unlocked something primal and raw in Sherry… something so strong within her that for the first time ever she’d gone behind my back, hiding things as she abandoned our marriage vows.

And knowing Sherry could do this once, the logical, prudent part of me needed to know just how far she’d go… needed to know just how long she’d let this thing run before she felt a need to come clean and tell me the truth.

Just as I finished reading their Sunday details, I jumped as I saw a new set of messages appear before me in real time…

Fuck me! No wonder Sherry wasn’t interested in coming out of the den to spend time with her husband… she was busy texting her lover about the details of another night of cheating.

‘Everything okay with Wayne? J xoxo’

‘Yeah, he’s fine, didn’t notice anything different. S’

‘Great. Loved being with you again. Want you again already. My cock can’t wait a whole week for your amazing pussy! Tomorrow? Can you make an excuse? J xoxo’

‘You’re incorrigible ??… I gotta go and see the kids tomorrow… your cock’s gonna have to look after itself! Sorry! S’

‘Damn! I’m working Tuesday, Wednesday. What about Thursday? Promise I’ll show Mrs. Mercer’s pussy a night it will never forget! J xoxo’

‘Promises, promises! I’m gonna hold you to that! Friday’s better than Thursday. More believable for Wayne. I’ll tell him I’ve got a leaving drink with one of the girls from work. And as no work Saturday, I can stay later.  Would Mr. Carter and his beautiful big black cock like that? S xoxo’

‘Well…🍆🍆??..does that answer your question? What time can you get here? I’ll switch my shift at the gym… Mr. Carter and his BBC will be waiting to stretch out that naughty, tight pussy of yours from four onwards, J xoxo’

‘Oh my… ❤️💋??… how can a girl say no to an offer like that? See you around five, S xoxo…’

Five minutes later Sherry finally came up from the den—a  flushed, nervous look on her face. Barely able to make eye contact as she headed past me to the bedroom.

I thought about following her in, but the way she’d looked and my own confused mental state told me the two of us together right now might explode something we couldn’t undo. So I gave her space, reading a book, only heading to bed when I knew she was safely asleep.

Sherry was true to her word—she took a half-day Monday to go visit with the kids and see her folks.

In my confused mental state—this simple and familiar act of motherly devotion was strangely reassuring. And back home later that evening, I sensed a change in Sherry’s mood. Like her time with the kids and her folks had made her question what she’d done. From the wistful, reflective look on her face, I half expected her to break down in tears, confess, and beg me to forgive her.

Which just made me feel even more confused.

Part of me wanted this out in the open, to know the ‘Sherry and Wayne’ show was back on the road, no secrets, me and her together with Jerome on the outside looking in.

But part of me would have felt a huge wave of disappointment. Like a huge anti-climax had just rolled in.

Tuesday the texts started up again.

‘Jerome, I’m not sure I can do this. I’m having serious second thoughts. It’s not fair to the kids and Wayne. It’s not who I am. S.’

Jerome was smart enough to know just how to play it. He knew what Sherry was really saying was that she wanted him to help her overcome her doubts so she could have the best of both worlds—and not feel bad about it.

By Thursday, ‘I’m not sure I can do this’ had become ‘Same here, babe, can’t wait to see you again, enjoy that amazing cock of yours.’ So much for thinking she might back out and confess!

That final message on Thursday night suddenly sparked a panicked thought that made me feel stupid.

Why had I waited until now—the last day before their hook-up—before I started thinking about how I could keep tabs on what the pair of them did on Friday night?

A couple of minutes of cursing my own stupidity, and then my practical, security-focused mind kicked in. A flimsy excuse offered to Sherry, the details of a plan firming up as I made the drive up the US-74 to Jerome’s place. Forty minutes later, toasting my skills and cleverness.

Yes. Result! My hunch had been right. No matter that his home was equipped with a high-end security kit, a guy who’d been so careless about his Wi-Fi password had used the same password for the Axis control panel that controlled the cameras and sensors. Sat outside in my car, I had full access to the system. Now all I needed to do was put the same network details into Sherry’s phone when I got home.

Then if my cheating wife pushed through with her planned hook-up, I could use my TeamViewer remote access to her phone to repeat what I’d just done. I could sit safely in the comfort of our home and use the system that Jerome was so proud of against him. His system would be my eyes and ears to see every detail of what he and Sherry got up to.

The message came through just before five p.m.

‘Hey, honey. Sorry, forgot to tell you, leaving drinks tonight for Karen and the team. Could be a late one as the girls want to let their hair down, work’s been so stressful lately. Don’t wait up ??… I’ll make it up to you tomorrow, S xoxo’

‘Forgot to tell you.’ Yeah, right!

Since when had my strait-laced, loving, and serious wife become such a cheating, lying skank?

Since you pressured her into having sex with a well-hung serial womanizer, Wayne, you dumbass, I told myself.

Fuck! This was all so confusing. A big part of me hated where this was headed. But I was also flying high on adrenaline, and my cock was so crazy hard I had to adjust myself.

Everyone else was starting to leave the office. But Sherry’s Find My Device was already pinging from Lincoln Heights, so I explained I had a late call with our LA office and put the ‘DND’ sign on the door and my Teams account.

Fuck, Wayne, all you need now is popcorn. What a strange thought to have as your body buzzed as you waited for your wife’s phone to join her lover’s network.

Yes! All yesterday evening’s planning had been worthwhile—Sherry and I both on Jerome’s network, now I could control and access his CCTV.

Wait…

What the fuck!

I wasn’t alone…

The little ‘present’ user icons showed it wasn’t just me looking at the camera feeds…


Chapter 10 


Friday, July 8th, 2022

Brain freeze.

Overload.

I didn’t have time for this right now.

My brain was too busy focusing on the pictures I was seeing, rather than some little ‘C’ icon flashing next to my borrowed ‘S’ icon.

“I’m still not sure about this…” the woman standing in the low-cut black halter top and matching miniskirt muttered, her tense expression backing up her words.

You’d sounded a lot surer a few minutes ago when you’d lied to your loving husband, you lying, cheating skank.

“I get it, Sherry,” the tall dreadlocked guy offered, his face a picture of empathy. “I know it’s a big step… just come in and we can take things slowly… talk, laugh, think back to how Wayne was the one who started all this… how much he loves you being naughty and bad with me…”

Smooth. Fucking smooth, you oily bastard. Using my own actions against me. My own actions to dismantle the last tiny remnants of resistance Sherry could summon.

Jerome ushered Sherry into his small living room, sitting right next to her on the larger sofa that ran from the front door back towards the kitchen. The sofa that was perfectly positioned in the middle of the camera angle that covered half the front door, the window and the seating area.

Seeing his smiling, seductive face—the opposite of how Sherry looked—the pieces slowly started falling into place. The little ‘C’ and the imperfect image of the front door were the keys that made everything clear to me.

The ‘C’ wasn’t someone like me, accessing remotely through ‘T’’s phone. The ‘C’ was Jerome himself, recording the footage on his local hard drive.

And the imperfect door picture was the clincher. It meant a burglar could get in without being fully captured. But any woman sitting there on the sofa wouldn’t be so lucky, she’d be perfectly captured by the high resolution lenses of Jerome’s Axis security system.

If I’d been conflicted before, now I was in super-conflicted mode. My wife was about to cheat on me again, but despite my shame, my cock was painfully hard. And now this! The realization Sherry’s betrayal was about to be captured for possible later uses over which we’d have zero control.

You’re fucking with the wrong guy, Jerome, I thought to myself, already planning the code I’d use to wipe the video and make it look like a routine technical glitch.

Confident in my own technical abilities, my stress levels dialed back as I watched him get to work. Mixing up small talk with little flirty touches and comments. The tension in her face and body evaporated before my eyes as the Sherry who’d been texting all week won out over the Sherry who knew this was all so wrong.

At our earlier meetings, I’d been too on edge to really study Jerome, but this time felt different. I still felt on edge, but this time was the first time I think I was fully aware of just what an experienced womanizer and master manipulator Jerome really was. Experienced enough to look at Sherry and realize she was ripe for the plucking. Striking with the guile and timing of one of those hooded cobras.

“Sherry, have you any idea just how insanely hot you look in that outfit, Sherry… you look a million dollars… absolutely fucking smokin’…”

Sherry just beamed, lapping up the compliments, her smile telling me she was gone, that she was his.

“I had to stop at a gas station to change,” she giggled, more nervous teenager than mom of two. “Too many wagging tongues if I’d have left work looking like this.”

“Mmm… maybe next time I’ll make that part of the rules too!” Jerome grinned, resting his hand on Sherry’s knee.

“Oh, so there are rules now, are there?” Sherry grinned right back.

“Yes, Sherry… there are rules,” his face still smiling but the voice and the expression suddenly more serious. Looking Sherry hard in the eye—before leaning in to give her a hard, dominant kiss. Thrusting his tongue deep into her mouth as he almost tried to suck and bite the lips right off her face.

When they finally broke, Sherry was breathless, her eyes half-vacant and glassy.

“Now, Sherry… if you want my big black cock to fuck you again, you’re gonna have to earn it… earn it by showing me what a good little slut you are…”

As he was speaking, he’d pulled Sherry up from the sofa and moved her to stand between his open legs, his hands on her hips in a clear sign of ownership.

Next, he ordered Sherry to untie the knot behind her neck and pull down what little front material the halter top had so he could see her boobs.

“My, my… someone’s all excited, aren’t they, my naughty little slut. Mommy's gone all full beam on me,” he grinned as he pulled and rolled to make Sherry’s nipples even bigger.

Sherry nearly toppled over from the feelings he was giving her, her hands on his shoulders to avoid falling.

“Next lift the miniskirt so I can check you’re wearing the special slut panties I bought you…”

It was like Sherry was hypnotized as, even though her cheeks were flushed with embarrassment, she silently obeyed.

Fuck! I felt such a slow-witted, dumbass fool as it dawned on me why I’d not recognized any of the clothes Sherry was wearing. The whole outfit—including the crotchless black panties I was now staring at—had been bought by Jerome as just one more part of him sinking his claws deeper into Sherry. All part of the game that had started that very first night we’d dropped off the kids at her folks. The game he’d played through flirty texts… the game he’d played when he’d tried to get her to stay overnight the first time he’d fucked her… the game that ultimately had made Sherry his willing accomplice as they’d started their secret affair.

“Good girl,” he grinned, enjoying the way Sherry’s C-cup boobs rose and fell with her shallow, nervous breathing. Getting her to hold the skirt high while he dropped his right hand from her left breast to the non-existent front of her panties.

Even before she realized what was happening, he was in her.

“Like that, do you, my naughty little mommy slut? Like the big bad Black man’s long thick fingers stroking at your G-spot, do you?”

From Sherry’s squeezed eyes and panting and from the pin-sharp images, I could see that Jerome was doing exactly what he said—two thick digits thrusting and stroking rhythmically until I could tell Sherry was right on the edge. One hand still obediently holding the skirt up, the other drawing blood from Jerome’s shoulder as she squeezed hard to keep herself upright.

“Okay, over to the wall…”

Spinning her round and quickly losing his last clothes, he led Sherry over to the wall right next to his outsized TV. (The TV where no doubt he later planned to rewatch Sherry’s conquest—sorry pal, not gonna happen!)

Once there, he stripped her miniskirt but not the tiny black halter top as he used his long levers and muscles to push Sherry hard against the wall with her feet a good couple of feet off the ground.

“Tell me what it is you came here for, my naughty little milfy slut?” he goaded her, all the time squashing her boobs hard against the wall while teasing the entrance of her pussy with the fat plum of his cockhead.

Sherry was shaking with desire, her chest flushed red, her throat voiceless; she was so keyed up by her Black lover’s actions.

“Don’t make me angry, Sherry,” he barked, making her swoon, rubbing his cock against her clit, “or is that what you want? Me pissed and sending you home back to hubby’s tiny white cock?”

“No, no… fuck me… fuck me, that’s why I came. Jerome… fuck me with that wonderful cock of yours…”

“That’s better,” he crowed, thrusting up and pulling her down until she squealed from his length and girth. “Didn’t I tell you, Sherry… my cock, your pussy, perfect fit… made to be together… made to fuck all the time…”

“Yes… yes… yes…”

Sherry was sobbing now, her eyes firmly shut as she savored the feelings of Jerome’s thick eleven inches sliding in and out of her love tunnel… stretching her wide, totally deep, tickling her cervix every time he dropped her down.

After a while, Jerome turned her round so they could share kisses as he continued to fuck her standing up. The way she squealed each time he dropped her down his enormous cock making him grin arrogantly.

Part of me wanted to reach into the screen and punch him, but another part of me realized this was what this was all about.

If that first night the sex had been poor or mediocre, no way Sherry would have snuck back behind my back. But Jerome’s color and his huge cock and the way he used it were catnip to my wife.

I may have been the one to start this, but now I’d pressured her into breaking her vows, there seemed no stopping her. She was hooked. Hooked by the excitement of being bad and the sex which I was ashamed to admit was better than anything she could get at home. The proof of this painful truth being the sounds Sherry was making. Sounds I’d never once heard in all our years of dating and marriage.

“Where do you want it? Where do you want my nut?” he screamed… Sherry so lost in her mounting ecstasy he had to shout again. “Sherry?!”

“In me… in my pussy…” she answered breathlessly, her glassy eyes finally opening as she stared at Jerome as he grunted, and she squealed, both of them cumming together as he flooded her womb with jet after jet of his seed.

Fuck! I was lost, deep in thoughts of inadequacy and excitement. Wishing I had that strength and height… and a cock big enough to anchor her. With his nine-inch monster, not only did she stay in place, but she was whimpering and convulsing with what seemed one long, non-stop climax.

Fuck, I felt jealous.

But wasn’t that the whole point? Wasn’t that why this was all so exciting for both of us? Because Jerome could give Sherry things I never could. Wasn’t that why I was shamefully hard? Because in my addled mind I was imagining it was me making Sherry make these sounds I’d never won from her.

Somehow, even when in the middle of his own climax, Jerome had managed to support Sherry’s weight.

But now they’d both cum, he had other things on his mind. Sherry smiling as, with her arms and legs still wrapped tight around his dark body, Jerome pivoted left and started moving the short distance towards the bedroom where he’d fucked her that first night.

Fuck, fuck, fuck! I was going to lose my connection—unable to see, I was sure I’d go insane with anxiety.

Thankfully, another camera fired up the moment they were through the door. Normal for a high-end system like this—motion-activated cameras. Not surprising given the $10K he’d spent… not surprising given his sly, secret hobby, recording his conquests.

My momentary happiness turned into a bittersweet jealousy as they collapsed on the bed, heads right next to each other as they shared soft kisses and murmured whispers that left me feeling excluded and wondering just what the hell I’d started.

It wasn’t that I thought Sherry's and my relationship was suddenly weaker, but that ache of knowing they were sharing secret things that only they had left a dull but deep ache in my chest.

Even so, I found it impossible to stop looking as they whispered, smiled, and kissed… soft little touches passing between them as they looked at each other in that unique way only shared by lovers directly after they’ve cum together.

I felt like shouting at the screen. Shouting and screaming. Demanding to be allowed in. But what was the point? It was a one-way connection—and I was hardly going to jump in my car to scream and shout in person. That would have been the ultimate humiliation.

Besides which, however much my heart was aching, my cock was still painfully hard as I watched their kissing give way into round two.

At first, Sherry tried to get on top. But Jerome wasn’t having any of that. “Oh no you don’t… I love that you wanted me enough to come here... but now you’re here, I’m the one in control… I’m the one who’s gonna fuck that sweet pussy of yours, Sherry, until you beg for mercy…”

Even before he’d finished talking, he’d spun her from on top of him so that she was underneath, squashed beneath his 6’5” frame with her knees bent all the way back onto her shoulders as he teased her clit like before.

“Whose pussy is this, Sherry?”

She was panting, her nails digging into his ass, trying to pull him in. But she wasn’t strong enough, and he wanted total submission.

“Sherry… whose pussy?”

“Please… please,” she mewled, “put it in, don’t make me beg…”

“Whose pussy? I won’t ask again… I’ll send you home to your little-dicked hubby unless you tell me what we both know’s true…”

She must have believed the look he gave her because she finally broke, pulling him down for a long passionate kiss.

“Yours, Jerome… yours,” she sobbed, her boobs heaving up and down from the breathlessness of the kiss she’d given him.

“Good girl… good girl… now I’m gonna fuck you, Sherry… fuck you hard… make you cum hard over and over before I pump my seed deep into your tummy…”

He spoke slowly, staring down at Sherry, who just had that glassy-eyed look of total submission. The slow but accelerating movement of his hips and the way Sherry sobbed as her love lips stretched tight around him backed up his promise until my wife was whimpering her way through another huge climax.

It was another eight hours before I finally received any kind of communication from Sherry.

‘Not sure if you’re asleep, baby… just leaving Backbeat now, all getting into cabs now… home in 30, love you, S xoxo’

Just one more lie to add to all the others! I even wondered if it had been Jerome’s idea to have Sherry’s lie centered around the venue where he’d first met her. I could just picture him smiling smugly as he added one more victory to the whole situation. One more secret barb from wife to husband.

So why wasn’t I more angry? Apart from the thirty minutes it had taken me to drive home—they’d been in the shower, I’d missed nothing—despite the hurt, I’d spent the last eight hours glued to the feed I’d hijacked from Jerome’s CCTV feed.

So many times I’d turned off the feed. Each time a wave of shame telling me I had too much self-respect to sit here playing with my cock while I watched Sherry give herself so fully to her big-dicked muscle jockey lover.

But each time I’d be drawn back—my lizard brain telling me I shouldn’t be ashamed. That Sherry was just building on what I’d started… and that despite all the lies, it was all just harmless fun. Harmless fantasy play while the kids were away.

When Sherry finally snuck into our bedroom—just after two-thirty in the morning—she looked totally exhausted. Not surprising, bearing in mind how many times Jerome had fucked her and how many of his virile loads he’d pumped into her womb. Her womb that thankfully wasn’t in the fertile part of its month.

I thought about asking her about her night and seeing where that led us. But instead I opted for feigning sleep and peeping through slitted eyes as, believing I was asleep, Sherry let her mask slip.

Walking into our bedroom—not knowing if I was asleep or awake—she walked tall with a forced air of energy. But as soon as she heard my soft fake snores, she relaxed, her shoulders slumping forward as she sat at her dressing table and stripped down to sleep.

Just like after her previous time cheating, she inspected her bruised and bitten boobs and applied concealer. But this time I wasn’t surprised, as Jerome’s earlier words were etched into my brain.

'There… if your pussy is my pussy now, only right I should mark the other parts of my territory… send you home to Wayne so he can see the evidence of just how much you love being fucked by a real cock… after all, that’s why he started this whole thing…'

That had been especially bittersweet—especially as she blushed and giggled, but hadn’t corrected him on a single word. And now I was feigning sleep as I secretly watched Sherry conceal the love bites and hickeys her Black lover had given her. Before she slipped into the most unsexy of long nightdresses—Jerome got super-sexy, I got something a grandma might wear—and dragged her exhausted and well-used body into bed. To lie next to a husband who was desperately trying to conceal his erection as he wondered just what the hell Jerome had meant when he’d made a cryptic comment just as Sherry was sending me her ‘I’m coming home’ text.


Chapter 11 


Saturday, July 9th, 2022

“Coffee, hun? And a croissant?”

Sherry looked like shit. Thank heavens the kids were still away with their grandparents.

Even after eight hours of exhausted sleep—hardly the sleep of the righteous—for anyone looking, the signs were clear.

The slow, unsteady, pained, and awkward physical movement of her limbs. Limbs that had been bent and twisted through multiple hard fuckings—the guy must have been on Viagra—until finally Sherry had called time. (And even then, Jerome had tried to persuade her to make an excuse—‘tell him you’re staying with a girlfriend’—but for the first and only time all evening, Sherry said no to him.)

The slow, delayed mental responses when asked a question. When she finally got there, her words were slow and ponderous—the opposite of my normally bright-as-a-button wife.

“You girls must have had real fun… I don’t think I’ve ever seen you this tired… not since you gave birth to the kids… you must never have left the dance floor, the way you’re moving today…”

It was after lunch, and I’d pulled Sherry down to lie next to me on the sofa while we watched one of our favorite old rom-coms.

I’d made out it was for her own good—'Look at yourself,, Sherry, you’re exhausted, you need to rest a while’—but really it was because I needed the comfort of wrapping my arms around her, putting my head in her hair, breathing in her scent. Feeling her warmth next to me.

Last time I’d fucked her hard—physically reclaimed her, marked my territory. But this time I could tell she was too wiped out for that. Besides, the way Jerome had fucked her so hard and so long with that monster cock of his, I was frightened she wouldn’t feel me going in. I was frightened her pussy would be such a gaping hole that my acting skills wouldn’t be up to the task of pretending I’d not noticed.

So instead, I comforted myself with spooning her and wrapping my arms around her like I’d never ever let go of her. Which was exactly what was on my mind for most of the afternoon!

In some ways it was the strangest of afternoons.

Sherry and I spoke little. But I sensed she was fully aware that I was holding her tighter and longer than normal—clingy like a nervous teenager. She didn’t say anything—and from the way she pushed back and snuggled into me, I got the strong impression she was enjoying how I was showing my need for her.

Several times, the tensing of her neck muscles, the pattern of breathing and head movements made me think she was about to make some huge statement.

I half-expected her to turn around and say something like, 'You know, don’t you…' or something like, ‘I was at Jerome’s last night…’

But nothing ever came.

At least not from Sherry, it didn’t.

When something came, it came in the form of our phones pinging at the exact same moment.

‘Hey Wayne, hey Sherry… long time no speak. How are you guys doing? Sorry things didn’t work out last time. How about I make it up to you guys by buying you dinner… then maybe, if you fancy, we could hit one of the clubs again? What do you say? Jerome.’

The movie credits had just finished rolling. Holding her screen up as she twisted to look me in the eye, Sherry’s expression told me that despite her pretended innocence, she was nowhere near as surprised as I was.

Our eyes locked together for what seemed an eternity—both of us hiding our secrets, both of us only guessing at what the other believed or knew.

“What do you think, hun?”

That was her first misstep. In what world would a woman whose last contact had been blowing him off—moving from eagerly choosing his pickup over riding with me to nervously scuttling home—react like that?

No shock, no surprise. No outrage. Just a calm, measured, 'What do you think, hun?’

Just for a moment, anger flared in me. Should I call her on it? Tear down this charade we were jointly building.

But looking at her nervously expectant face—a face trying to mask her desperate desire for me to agree to Jerome’s proposed meet-up—the game player in me knew exactly what I was going to do.

I sighed deeply. Looked soulfully into her eyes. Sighed again.

“I am interested in saying yes, sweetheart… but don’t you remember how last time ended…

“I mean, I respect your decision… it’s always your decision… your body… but last time Jerome was really disappointed…

“We both know what it is he wants… how do you feel about that?”

Fuck, I was enjoying this. My acting skills were a damn sight better than I’d ever imagined… and I was about to see how good Sherry’s acting skills were.

“Well… I mean… I hadn’t thought of it like that…”

She was playing for time.

I could have been mean. Super mean. Given everything, that would have been justified.

But I loved her way too much for that. And the fair man centered in my breast knew I might have had the teeniest, tiniest role in starting this whole thing up.

So I let her struggle for a minute. Then did my whole loving husband thing.

“How about I help you write a reply… a reply for both of us?”

Her smile told me 'yes'—that dug her out of a hole and gave her room to think.

Hugging her extra tight, still spooning on the sofa with my chin on her shoulder, I started typing… sending part by part, loving the power I held as Sherry nervously waited for each sentence.

‘Jerome… this is Wayne and Sherry, Sherry and Wayne…’

Start with the basics… but also confuse.

‘Great to hear from you… hope all’s good in the gym…’

Social pleasantries—we all knew they meant nothing.

‘That’s a really kind offer…’

Tease him, get him on the hook.

‘Look, if you’re okay to meet but know that nothing might happen, then yes… we’d love to have dinner… dinner and maybe dancing…’

Trap baited, I went for the simple close.

‘Is that okay with you, Jerome? Dinner but no promises! Sherry… and Wayne.’

He was a game player too.

An immediate and direct answer would have sent signals of desperation. That wasn’t the way of a guy like Jerome. A guy who loved seducing white women, bedding them, and recording the fun as he got them hooked on his big black cock.

His answer came a good fifteen minutes later. An answer just as carefully worded as my own multi-part response.

‘Sherry… Wayne, I fully understand… just spending an evening with you would be wonderful… let’s just have fun, enjoy each other’s company… then see what feels right… seven for dinner, Tyber Creek? J xoxo’

That was cheeky.

Very cheeky.

He was suggesting a restaurant 400 ft from the nightclub Sherry had used as her fake alibi for the nine hours she’d spent cheating on me with Jerome.

Two hours later I was looking at a very different Sherry than the last time I’d seen her sitting at her dressing table.

Then she’d been visibly exhausted and trying to hide the marks her muscle jockey lover had left all over her body.

Now the prospect of an evening meet-up with the same man—a meet-up with her husband present—had magically transformed her from spent and exhausted to excited and expectant.

Watching her pencil in her eyeliner, I was so tempted to call it out: ‘Sherry, babe… how the fuck are you acting so dishonestly? This is so far from you! What the fuck’s going on in that head of yours? Has Jerome, his cock… the whole Black, shocking your father thing burrowed so deep into your soul that you’ve sent the real Sherry away for an extended break?’

Honestly, seeing her totally ineffective efforts at hiding her excitement… I wondered where the woman who’d gotten cold feet that second night had gone to.

For the umpteenth time, I was so tempted to call her on it.

But, in my own and very different way, I was just as hooked as she was. So, I didn’t just play along, I threw gas on the fire.

“You look gorgeous, baby… really gorgeous! Trust me, if any of Jerome’s other women come along again like they did that first night, he’s definitely gonna pick you over her… sexy milfy cheerleader over frumpy overweight blonde… you win hands down, every time…”

That had her confused. Her anger that I’d compared her to this lesser woman, battling relief that I was telling her she easily beat out any competition for Jerome’s attention.

An hour later I was ushering Sherry through the door of the Tyber Creek pub.

The playful, lust-fueled grin on Jerome’s face as he stood to greet me told me the whole evening was going to be one of the most complicated, confusing, and exciting evenings of my whole life. And that was from a man who tracked multi-millionaire cyber-criminals for a living!

“Sherry… great to see you! You too, Wayne…”

Strike one. That was the first subtle dig. He and Sherry both  knew they’d seen each other and fucked each other twice since our last official, three-person hook-up.

So, how to respond?

Respond by letting them make the running. Security 101. The more someone talks, the more they’re likely to screw up.

“Great to see you, Jerome! Tell us how you’ve been keeping… then Sherry can fill you in on life in the Mercer household…”

All the way through dinner, my brain was in chill mode—watching and admiring Sherry and Jerome’s acting skills.

For non-professionals, they did damned well. But of course for me—me who knew the facts and whose career had involved weeks and months of courses in spotting how people lie—I wasn’t taken in for a minute.

Their mutual questions about how each of them was doing were way too forced, way too wooden. And—however hard they tried—the truth of it was in the eyes. The eyes that made contact, that spoke deep and connected truths, even as their mouths were speaking about banal trivialities.

I actually found it half sweet and half entertaining—the perfect hors d’oeuvres for the question I knew Jerome would ask at the end of dinner.

At least, that’s what I thought I knew.

But it wasn’t Jerome’s deep voice that asked the question.

It was Sherry’s excited, floaty voice; she looked me in the eye and with nonverbal desperation begged me to say 'yes'

Inevitably it was Backbeat we headed to.

After her lie from the night before, Sherry wanted somewhere else. But first Jerome and then I insisted.

I don’t know why, but the fact we were headed back to the place we’d first met Jerome just added a certain excitement. Not so regular there that their closeness would be a problem, but the extra charge certainly added an edge.

Who knows, maybe I’d double down on Jerome’s little jibe—asking Sherry if the club was busier tonight than last night. Not that she’d know!  As last night she’d been flat on her back in Jerome’s little two-bedroom bungalow. The only part of her that had been here last night was her lying imagination!

The first few dances were Sherry and me—and she looked into my eyes with genuine love and nerves. The love was obvious—deep-rooted since ninth grade—but the nerves were all about what we all knew was going to happen later.

The fourth dance was the point at which I gracefully accepted Jerome’s polite interruption.

“Sherry, how about we pick up where we left off the other night?”

She tried to look undecided and uninterested—but I knew better, and Jerome certainly knew better.

Their first dance was normal—the kind of dance any semi-acquainted pair might dance. But the second dance took them close, so close that they’d be able to feel each other’s heat and know what came next. And the third dance was all hands squeezing and lips doing what they’d each wanted to do since Jerome had texted us hours ago.

As they came back to our table, I could tell there was a titanic battle going  on between what they desperately wanted to do (fuck, and fuck soon) and what would maintain their bullshit story that this was the first time they’d met since Sherry had chickened out.

“Fuck, Wayne… you lucky dog… what kind of a woman you got yourself here? Amazing dancer… sexy as fuck… I know we flamed out last time, but what do you say?  Shall we give it one more go? Back to my place?”

Now I was as confused as fuck.

When I’d been watching Sherry put her makeup on... watched her pretend to be only half-interested, I knew this was how I’d wanted the night to end…

But now that we were actually here, all kinds of doubts and ‘what-if’ second thoughts started hammering into my skull.

I knew that if we went back to Jerome’s place, there was no going back. The night would end up in a very different space than how it had ended last time.

Last time had ended with Sherry genuinely scared and confused. Her upbringing and self-image made her too nervous to let go and pursue the purely physical and mental pleasures Jerome offered.

But this time—if I said yes—the night would end up very different. Jerome and Sherry conspiring against me… conspiring to convince me that what I was seeing was the result of a single night… the result of a passion thwarted and now re-ignited. Not the result of two long, passionate sessions of cheating behind my back.

Even as Mr. Security Analyst analyzed, I knew which way I’d jump.

It was a foregone conclusion.

I’d been surprised to discover Sherry’s first time of cheating. But the second time, I’d known in advance, and I’d done nothing. Nothing except use my technical skills so I could hook in and watch!

“One more go? Back to your place? Sounds good to me, Jerome!

“But it’s not my call… Sherry, hun… what do you think? Do you think you’ll be okay tonight? You won’t get cold feet?”

“I’ll try, baby,” she murmured. Give the girl an Oscar…

Ten minutes later we’d grabbed our cars—Sherry choosing to ride with Jerome—and we were pulling up outside Jerome’s modest home. A home I knew all too well from last night’s secret viewing.

Parking behind them, I saw that Sherry had given up pretending to be unsure. She was leaning all the way over to Jerome’s side of the pickup, hungrily eating at his face while her fingers toyed with his dreadlocks.

Just for a moment, I toyed with rapping on the window—no, Wayne, too demeaning, too humiliating—so instead I waited until Jerome reckoned he’d made enough of a point.

Something had definitely changed in the ten-minute ride from Backbeat to his place.

Sherry was no longer pretending any hesitation or indecisiveness. Maybe I was imagining it. But as Jerome opened the car door for her and they strode toward the front door—all straight backs and confidence—their walk and clasped hands seemed to make some kind of statement.

“Come on in, Wayne,” Jerome beamed, his hand and Sherry’s hand still tight together as he ushered me in. The simple fact he was inviting me in but didn’t make the same offer to Sherry sent an implied message about familiarity.

Fuck, he was enjoying this—gesturing me to the short side of the sofa where there was only room for one. Sherry sitting silent but flushed with excitement next to him as he forced me to make small talk.

Fuck! It was like balancing on the edge of a knife—any moment now I expected one or the other of them to make a huge declaration. To reveal the truth all three of us knew—the truth that they thought I was ignorant of.

But Jerome was having way too much fun playing his mind games with me for that. So instead, just like that very first night, he put some jazz on and started a slow dance with Sherry that was just as hot and sensual as the dances they’d shared at the club.

Not surprisingly—even though no one said anything—the whole vibe was very different from that first night.

After a couple of minutes of deep kisses, Jerome pulled back, and without even bothering to look at me, he stayed in the moment, gazing at Sherry as he asked/told me what was about to happen.

“You wouldn’t mind if I strip and fuck your lovely wife, would you, Wayne?” he asked, his voice somehow both serious and mocking. “Only, I know it’s what you enjoy… and judging by how Sherry is kissing me… and how hard her nipples are, she’s even keener than you are…”

What was I meant to do? Did he mean for me to answer his question—or was it just rhetorical?

Whatever his intentions might be, I knew the mind games being played out required a response. A response I felt forming as I smiled to myself and worked out a way to at least get some points on the board.

“Well, Jerome… that’s really down to Sherry, isn’t it, honey?” I said with pretend seriousness, forcing her to look at me with a look of confusion. A look that said, 'Hubby, why are you making this so complicated?’

“After all, Jerome… it was Sherry who got cold feet last time… and honestly, I’m not sure what could have changed between then and now…”

That was as close as I dared to go to tipping my hand—just the tiniest of hints that I knew exactly what had been going on between them behind my back.

My return of serve made me chuckle inwardly, but Sherry was too loved up for anything so subtle. No longer looking at me—already looking up at the man whose neck her arms were wrapped around—she answered my question.

“I want him, Wayne… I want Jerome to strip me and fuck me…

“Chickening out the other week was a mistake… I want him… I need him, need him right now…”

The strength of her reply wasn’t something I’d planned for. It left me feeling belittled, lonely and jealous as fuck.

But it also made my cock bounce with an extra hardness.

Deep breaths, Wayne, deep breaths… this was what you wanted… you already watched them two times, how could this be any different?
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“Feel free to come and watch, Wayne,” he needled me. Picking up my smiling wife, her legs and arms wrapped tight around him, he carried her into his bedroom as if she weighed nothing—his hulking frame and ripped body making it appear effortless for him.

Supposedly only their second time together—if they’d not been so focused on each other, surely they’d have realized their eagerness and over-familiarity were a surefire giveaway that something had happened that they were hiding from me.

But, whatever the reason, they didn’t seem to care, as in a fit of laughter, Jerome dropped Sherry down onto his bed.

Never mind the mockery in his invitation, I was only seconds behind them—just in time to see my eager wife unbuckling Jerome’s belt and pulling down his pants.

Her voice was nervous but excited—but definitely with no thought about what it might reveal to me.

“God, Jerome… I’d forgotten just how fucking big you are.” The awe in her voice wounding me but making my cock jerk.

Jerome was also very different from that first night—when he’d been happy to take his lead from me. Now—knowing his secret affair with Sherry had her hooked—he hardly cared whether I was there or not. All he cared about was bending Sherry to his will.

“Wrap your hand around it, Sherry… show me and Wayne just how much you love a real cock…”

The bed creaked as Sherry moved forward to obey him. “It’s so thick, harder than any cock I’ve ever felt,” she whispered, looking first to Jerome and only then to me. Her look at me made her blush with embarrassment as she realized how things looked to me—totally different from the first night and the night she’d chickened out.

Jerome’s low growl told Sherry what to do. “There you go, Sherry… stroke the big black cock nice and slow. Let me feel just how much you love it… let Wayne see just how much you love a real cock… my big black cock…”

Fuck. Even though I knew the lies, knew they were both laughing at what they imagined was my ignorance—the whole scene was so damn hot. Sherry was so different from the other two nights I’d been present. It was like she was a totally different woman, a woman who’d finally escaped all the racial prejudices her dad had planted in young Sherry.

So hot! The way Sherry’s beautiful 36-Cs swung in time with her hand movements made me even harder.

And her words, despite how they humbled me, doubled the effect. 

“God, Jerome, it barely fits in my hand… you’re so fucking thick… I need to taste it…”

Looking over at me, there was a cruel sneer on his lips as he spoke. “Do it, Sherry. Get your lips around it…”

Sherry was soon gagging—she was only used to my average cock—and she had to pull him out as she looked up and spoke with awe.

“Fuck—Jerome—you're so huge—you’re not like Wayne, no way I can get it all in,” she laughed as she took a deep breath and tried again.

“Take more. Relax your throat. You can do it,” her partner in cheating commanded, talking to her but looking at me. His smug expression told me he had no idea I knew their secret.

She tried her best. Pushed as far as she could—I actually saw the shape of his cockhead bulging in her neck. She choked once, then came up gasping. Spit dripping, but still awe in her voice. “You’re so hard—so thick—I can feel you really stretching my jaw.”

That awed tone in her voice hurt and excited me in equal measure as I passively looked on as she tried her best to deepthroat him again.

“Good girl… that’s it… get it deeper,” he chuckled, looking over at me as he caught me coloring up… he’d caught me stroking the front of my pants.

Despite his earlier words about stripping her, Sherry was still fully clothed, and despite Sherry’s best efforts to deepthroat his thick eleven inches, he got impatient.

“Lose the top, Sherry. I want to see you… see your beautiful tits…”

She blushed. Tried to look embarrassed, but I could tell she loved that he wanted her so much.

“Fuck… those tits. You have no idea how long I’ve wanted these in my hands,” he grinned, rolling her nipples and squeezing enough to make her yelp.

“So full… so fucking perfect,” he chuckled, wet sounds following as he kissed them and sucked her nipples, groaning between each mouthful.

“Lucky, lucky Jake and Ellie… getting to suck at these puppies every day…” His mention of the kids making my slutty wife wince… hearing the kids' names in such a wicked, sexual context both wrong and exciting.

Jerome sucked harder. Sherry screwed her eyes shut and had to steady herself against his shoulders. Words barely understandable between sobs. “Oh god… your mouth… my boobs… fuck, that feels so good…”

He just grinned. Sherry becoming more and more his with every touch and mind game.

“These belong in my hands, they’re mine now…” he said as Sherry whimpered, her secret Black lover mauling her tits, her breathing becoming more broken and desperate the more he built her up.

Finally, he had her where he wanted her. He growled, his voice full of authority... a warning and a promise. “On your back, Sherry. Spread those sexy long legs for the Black guy whose cock was made for that pussy of yours…”

Fuck. This was so wrong. But then, why was it so exciting? The two of them had been cheating behind my back. Using the gift I’d first allowed as a weapon against me. The two of them snickering at the secret they knew, the secret that put a big letter ‘C’ and horns on my poor, ignorant head. Or, at least that’s what they thought!

So fucking wrong... but my cock had never been harder. My cock aching extra hard as my good girl, conservatively raised wife was now naked… obeying every word of this dominant, manipulative Black man… her pussy dripping with desire for him.

It’s strange what details etch themselves into your brain at a moment like this. Because even as he sank his monster cock all the way in… even as I saw her nails mark him and her eyelids flutter… it was the rhythmic squeaking of his old bed that carved its sound into my brain. The rhythmic sound of nearly a foot of a thick male member being repeatedly thrust in and out of my wife’s receptive and trembling body.

“Oh god, Jerome… you’re so big… I’d forgotten how big you are…”

Yeah, right… you lying bitch… forgotten since, oh, as long ago as… yesterday…

But even as my self-respect trashed my cheating wife, my chest tightened with excitement. I wasn’t losing my soulmate and best friend, I was just watching her transform into the bad girl version of herself that I’d encouraged that first night.

His reply was too low to catch. She answered with a cry that stretched into a whine, the kind she never gave me.

Jerome’s pace shifted faster... Sherry choking out urgent, breathless encouragement. “Deeper… fuck… yes, fuck… god…”

He accelerated even more. Pounded even harder and deeper. The bed hammering against the wall.

“Jerome... fuck... so deep... so fucking deep… you’re splitting me open,” she sobbed, totally lost, totally unguarded, so different from how she’d been that first night.

As if to really ram home the change, her frantic voice begged for even more. “Yes, baby... harder... fuck me harder with that amazing cock...” Her plea raw… ragged… not a wife or a mother… a woman needing to be bred by the new Alpha she’d discovered.

Jerome’s growl rumbled low as he looked across—mine now, Wayne, all mine—before turning his attention back to the pale white body thrashing from side to side beneath his oversized black frame.

“Take it, Sherry, take all of me… my perfect big cock for your perfect tight pussy…

“Wrap those sexy legs tight around me… feel your new cock split you open…” he growled. “This is how you get fucked, Sherry. Not with weak little thrusts. With a real cock.”

Totally consumed by ecstasy and lust, her words matched his. “Yes... fuck me like that... I need it... need your cock... ”

I felt so jealous, so inadequate. The ultimate third wheel, standing there with a shamefully hard cock as another man fucked Sherry far better than I could ever manage… watching a life-changing fucking that my own perverse desires had created.

Fuck, Wayne… you fucking idiot. I felt like pulling my hair out. Slapping my face. But I didn’t, I just stood watching and sweating as I slyly stroked myself.

His small bedroom had little furniture, so his male grunts and her feminine sobs echoed off the hard surfaces, filling the whole room, a non-stop rebuke to my ego and sanity.

“Fuck, woman… your pussy loves black cock… it’s clamping so tight,” he grinned. “Sherry’s greedy little cunt wants more…”

She blushed. Struggling to talk while so lost in rapture. Her rising and falling boobs a thing of beauty, even to her jealous-as-fuck husband. “I can’t stop... it feels so good, your cock feels so good, you’re stretching me apart... ”

Jerome slammed into her again. “You love my cock! It’s perfect for you… say it loud, scream it so Wayne knows it’s true…”

Zero hesitation, she looked across, our eyes locked as she screamed. “I love it... I love his cock... fuck... it’s perfect...”

As she turned back to the man who was deep within her body, I was a mess of conflicted emotions. Just six days ago I’d felt so damn clever, so damn superior, as I’d planned the game I’d allow to happen.

But right now, standing there and seeing the chemistry and sexual magnetism they shared together, the last things I felt were clever or superior.

My excitement and arousal were overwhelming, but so was my gnawing sense of doubt and fear as to where their shared chemistry might lead us in the next few weeks and months.

My moment of fearfully looking inward was smashed as Sherry’s scream ripped through the air. I was close, but she’d gotten there before me.

“Jerome... oh god... I’m cumming,” her words a wall of sound as her body thrashed beneath his huge frame.

He roared in triumph. “That’s it, you slutty little MILF… cum on this big black cock… show hubby what you need now… I wanna feel your white pussy squeezing my black dick raw…” His last syllable matched by the weight of his last hammer thrust down on her hips.

Sherry sobbed through her orgasm. “Yes... yes... I love it... fuck, tearing… tearing me apart,” she sobbed, words and frantic gasps all jumbled together. The picture of her soft white body squashed submissively beneath his dark bulk as he pounded her was an image I’d never forget. Like the first night, but so much more.

Jerome slowed but didn’t stop, grinning down. “Look at you, Mrs. Goody two-shoes turned all nasty… taking all my eleven inches. It’s like this tight pussy of yours was waiting for me… Wayne was just warming you up until my real cock arrived…

“Every time you spread your legs for hubby, you’ll remember my skin on yours…”

His thrusts didn’t slow. His thrusts and mind games making Sherry scream all over again. “I’m cumming... I can’t... oh god... Jerome... ”

The sound broke me. Its emotional and sexual impact making my cock jerk and unload its juices. Shame filled me as I groaned and felt the shameful warmth spread on the front of my pants.

Even after the huge cum that had shaken her whole body, her wild cries still filled my ears as, now ruined, I slumped hard against the wall.

Even as she sobbed, the pounding carried on. “Jerome... please... I can’t... oh fuck... ”

He didn’t ease. “You can take it. Black cocks don’t stop just because little white wives cry…

“You begged for it, now you keep those legs open and give me everything…”

Her reply came in the form of another high, broken cry as the Black gym trainer hammered faster and she came again.

Somehow still standing, my cock twitching uselessly, every new cry from Sherry reminded me just how exciting but dangerous this new part of our life was.

Now I’d cum, I felt consumed by shame as I caught Sherry looking at the stained front of my pants, before Jerome’s dark hand turned her chin to him.

“Eyes on the prize, Mrs. Butler… there'll be plenty of time for Tiny Tim later…”

Her moans twisted back into pleas.

“Sorry, Jerome,” she pleaded softly. “Don't stop... please... keep fucking me... ” Her voice telling him he’d won… that Sherry would obediently give him everything.

“Good little wifey,” he chuckled. “Your tight white cunt milking me like it’s starving… starving for a real cock…

“Don’t you dare ask me to stop again… you’re mine until I’m done.”

I’m not sure she even heard—she just sobbed as he drove into her even harder.

“Deeper... Jerome... please... ruin me,” the words tumbling out as she looked at my slumped figure, “ruin me, payback for when my husband twisted everything before…”

Jerome just roared and gave me a smug grin. “This pussy’s mine now. Your wife will always spread wide for my cock, whenever I ask… and I’ll break her down till she screams my name.”

Before it sank in, she was wailing too. “Yes... oh god... don’t stop... he’s ruining me, Wayne… just like you wanted... and I love it... ” Her words tearing me apart as I watched this huge Black man pound her hard and deep like I never could.

Having played his mind games with me, Jerome turned back to Sherry and grunted. “I always knew you’d be a great fuck, Sherry… first time we danced, I knew… and now we both know the truth, now I’ve got you… I’m not letting go until I ruin you for every other man…”

“Hubby can have your heart, but after tonight, your sweet, tight pussy belongs to me…”

“Yes... Jerome... oh fuck... ruin me... don’t stop... please... ” Even allowing for her current sexual high, this was all becoming a bit too much… a bit too real. But I was powerless as her sobs broke into another screamed climax.

Sinking to the floor, my earlier excitement had vanished. I felt cold, fearful clarity in my gut. The fear far stronger than my pre-nut excitement had ever been.

I had pushed Sherry here. I’d given her the first pushes. Even after that, I could have stopped it earlier today… called out her cheating. But I hadn’t. I’d been too desperate to hear her moans.

But now the sounds, the strength of their connection were scaring me. Not the end of my marriage—I wasn’t that emotionally drunk—but certainly a marriage with new paths and dynamics.

It seemed never-ending, every cry proving the strength of the forces I’d unleashed... the reality of trading our loving monogamy for a twisted high that was rapidly fading into dread.

Continuously, she screamed for him, “Jerome... oh god... your cock... so deep... don’t stop... I need it!”

“Never… never stop… this pussy’s mine… your beautiful fat tits, these long legs… mine... you’re my cock-hungry slut now and I’m filling you until you can’t take another inch and my seed’s overflowing your cunt…”

She screamed another small cum, gathered her breath, and cried, “Yes... ruin me... fuck me... please, Jerome... cum in me... make me your slut,” she cried.

Jerome groaned. “Fuck Sherry… your cunt’s clamping me so tight... your hungry pussy’s begging for my cum. Take it all, slut.”

His roar breaking me as he slammed deep. Sherry’s scream breaking me again, louder than anything she had ever given me. “Yes... fill me... fuck... I’m cumming... ” The noise of her orgasm tangled with his thrusts as she cried his name.

Falling to the floor, I stared at the ceiling in that tiny little bedroom. My cock had spilled long ago, but as Jerome groaned, finishing inside her bare, I was ashamed as I felt it twitch again. Shame hollowed me as I listened to her sob his name while I lay ruined, only a witness to the man who owned her body. My mind full of questions about just how deep he’d sunk his talons.
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The lovers finally fell silent. All at once, I felt unable to stay in the same room as them. Without a word, keeping low to avoid attention, I sheepishly shuffled out, back into the living room.

The idea of greater distance—heading to the back bedroom—appealed, but I told myself when she saw I’d left, Sherry would come looking. So I stayed close.

The background rumble of the I-77 was constant, but the bungalow itself was now silent. No bed banging against the wall, no springs, no cries.

Just faint breaths and a quiet that let me believe it had ended. That Sherry would soon come looking for me and we’d soon be on our way home. On our way home to talk and build bridges. To get the right balance between bad girl, naughty sex, and her husband’s sanity and sense of self-worth.

Even if she’d willingly let him wreck her, back home she’d be mine again. We—not they—would be the couple, and we could set out rules that would make Jerome an asset, not a problem.

Just as I was building up the courage to re-enter and suggest we head home, I caught the sound of faint panting. Sherry’s voice was low, shaking with a small laugh.

“Wow, Jerome… that was the best fuck I’ve ever had… even better than before…”

What she said hurt more than her earlier screams. My stomach clenching from the pain, even as the optimist in me told me this was just part of her goodbye 'thank-yous' before slipping out and into my waiting arms.

“Good to know, Mrs. Mercer… but we’re not done yet. Suck my cock.”

Instantly, I heard a giggle of almost adolescent eagerness. Followed by labored, breathless panting and unmistakable wet, sloppy sounds.

He groaned, satisfied. “That’s it, Sherry. Get it soaked. Show me how much you love my huge cock,” his volume designed to carry to me.

Her muffled ‘mmm’ whimper sounded proud and happy as she answered him. A sound that made my stomach lurch with angst—even as I felt shame that my cock was already stiffening again.

The bed creaked as he shifted, the sound of his feet hitting the floor clear to me.

“Take it all, Sherry. You’ve got the mouth of a slut made for big black cock.”

He had my wife’s mouth… I only had my own hand… I felt shame as precum leaked. I’d stupidly believed their sex games were finished. But a new tightness in my chest told me the night was just beginning.

Still too mentally fried to watch, the sounds made me picture him standing as she knelt on the bed, his large black hands holding her head still while he fucked her face.

“Good slut. You love it, don’t you? Love choking on a real cock,” he groaned as I heard her gag hard as he drove deeper.

Hearing him talk to her like this made me wonder how much was for me and how much was Sherry.

The first night he’d been demanding and dominant… and last night when he’d been unaware I was watching had been more of the same… but tonight, with me present and supposedly supportive, he was taking things to a whole new level.

And what scared me most wasn’t what he was doing, but just how much Sherry seemed to be enjoying her role as Jerome’s submissive white slut.

Agreeing to dinner and dancing, I’d felt I was the one in control. The only one fully in the picture. But right now I felt nothing but fear and shame with every exaggerated gagging noise proof of how far Sherry had willingly gone.

“God, Jerome,” she gasped, sucking down huge gulps of air, “you’re so huge... I don’t think I can ever get enough.”

He just growled. “Keep working it. You got the perfect mouth, Sherry… made to drain me.” The slap of his hand echoed against her ass or maybe her tits.

Then the sounds of someone being pulled up, his firm command confirming it. “On your hands and knees. Sherry. I want that sexy ass of yours up nice and high…”

“Faster!”

A loud slap cracked through the wall, then her sharp yelp. “Yes... Jerome... ” she panted, voice shuddering. Another slap, then her moans told me his cock was sliding into her again. Only fifteen minutes since round one.

So much for my earlier confidence. Now I was a man torn in two—part of me wanting to block it all out, part of me a moth drawn to the flame.

“Oh god... so big, Jerome... fuck... ”

Jerome’s volume may have been for me, but Sherry’s words coming through the closed door were real, not game-playing for effect. Volume and words that hurt me as he drove deep from behind, taking her over and over again.

“Such a beautiful ass, Sherry,” he growled. “Round, white, a perfect pear-shaped... made to take my cock, Sherry… after this, you’re mine, baby… and Wayne knows it…”

“Yes... yes... oh god, Jerome... yes, I’m your slut... just don’t stop, baby... never stop…”

I heard another sharp crack on her ass… I could picture the red of his large palm print on Sherry’s skin. “Take it, slut... take every inch of this cock.”

“Harder... Jerome... don’t stop... I need it,” she begged between sobs.

His growl answered. “That’s it, my sexy little slut. This tight little pussy was made for my cock… and those beautiful bouncing big tits, swinging hard while I split you wide.”

“Yes... fuck... yes... I’m your slut... stretch me... oh god,” she managed to gasp before words cracked into wild screaming gasps.

Staring at my reflection in the TV's shiny glass, I bit my lip hard. Partly self-punishment to match my shame, partly in case this was all just a bad dream. But the sounds just carried on—it was very real—he continued to pound her while I sat there shaking and stroking myself.

Another sharp crack, then her squeal broke into pleading. “Spank me again... please... fuck... your cock’s so huge... I can’t stop...”

Fuck! She was really getting into being spanked while he fucked her… this was definitely new… new and troubling, another hold Jerome had established over her.

I knew tomorrow there’d be difficult conversations. I turned my phone’s voice recorder on… if I was struggling to believe what I was hearing, a recording might help Sherry face up to some difficult truths.

“Good slut. Bounce that beautiful white ass back on my cock. Show me how much you want my cock… you know no one else will ever fuck you like this.”

“Jerome... fuck... harder... don’t stop... I can take it... I need it... ”

“Take it all, slut. This black cock owns you. Your pussy’s squeezing like it was built for me…”

Fuck! I broke. One stroke and I was gone, spilling again, ashamed that their words together had triggered me. What kind of a man was I? How had things spun so far so quickly?

If I was spent and done, Jerome wasn’t. Jerome didn’t stop. The difference was clear... me already spent, him still using her like she was his to ruin and break.

Her voice trembled. “So deep... Jerome... stretch me open... I’m your slut, your whore... don’t stop, please... ”

I pressed my forehead into the cushions… was this really the same woman who cuddled the kids and read to them at bedtime? Fuck, tomorrow’s talks were gonna be hard…

On and on it went. The same sounds, the same words and statements ringing out over and over again.

I just lay on the sofa, spent and shaking, my disobedient cock twitching again.

For a moment my lust meant I forgot everything except the sounds of Sherry’s body responding to the attentions of this huge Black man. But then my fears came flooding back with frightening clarity.

I had given her away. She’d never wanted this. I’d had to persuade and bend her to it. But now the fire I’d kindled looked to be well and truly out of control. I’d told her this was what I wanted… not just once, but twice now.

I’d seen how much she’d loved Jerome’s huge cock and taboo appeal that first night… but I’d not taken that as a warning. So how could I now be surprised that the more he gave her, the more she loved it? How could I blame her if she took me at my word and gave herself so fully to this man I’d encouraged her to fuck?

I might be having second and third thoughts as I listened to the mother of my children sobbing on another man’s cock. A huge Black man who clearly fucked her harder, better, deeper than I ever had. But I could hardly act surprised, knowing that this entire thing was my own fault.

But those thoughts—that talk would have to wait—Sherry started wailing louder. “Yes... yes... Jerome... oh god... you’re so big... don’t stop... ” I had encouraged her and delivered her to a man who dwarfed me physically and sexually while I lay useless, too shamed and scared to even be in the same room.

“Good slut. Push back on it. Show me how hungry you are for this cock.” I realized with hollow fear that this wasn’t ending. Jerome seemed to have no limits. My wife was his now, and he wanted to show me just how much power he had over her. How needy she was for him and the sex I could never give her.

After more shared screams, the rhythm finally slowed into heavy breathing. Her unprotected pussy had obviously taken another huge load from his bare cock.

I could picture her limp, wrecked but satisfied body lying spent. Spent, but still reaching for him even as he pulled out.

This time only ten minutes of silence—he didn’t need to be sucked hard—then he spoke. Still commanding, but this time less forceful anger in his deep voice.

“Get on top, Sherry. This time I want my little slut to show me how much you love my cock by doing all the work… and I want to see those beautiful tits really bouncing while you ride my cock.”

To my eternal shame, I still took in every detail. The sheets rustling as she obeyed, her eager hissed ‘yesss’ as she answered him. Then her sharp moan as she climbed up and impaled herself on his massive black stake. “God... Jerome, fuck… fuck… baby, you feel even deeper… fuck, it’s like you’re right next to my diaphragm,” she gasped, breathless and amazed.

“Glad you like it… now ride it, ride it like the little slut you are. Show me how much you love my fat black cock. Bounce those big white tits for me…”

The smacks, sobs and groans told me she was doing exactly what he wanted. She was so into it she couldn’t talk. Until after another intense orgasm, she was back to saying things hard for any husband to hear. Somehow finding words that stung even more.

“How come some other woman didn’t snap you up, Jerome... with your manly good looks and the ripped body and cock of a god... and you fuck so good,” she giggled. Her giggle only broken by her sharp cry as he slammed her down hard.

He was done with her demonstration of how much she loved his cock. Now he was intent on making a point to both her and me. That his immense size and muscles meant he could lift her up and fuck her as if she were a weightless feather. His to do with as he wished.

I thought there were no more barriers to cross. But every cry coming through the wall reminded me Sherry was sexually no longer mine.

We’d always have sex, and it would always be special—but no way I could compete with that! I didn’t have the body, cock, or domineering personality of Jerome.

Every sob and squeal as she sat astride him being pummeled from below was like some kind of tractor beam, forcing me to listen. Listening, trapped in fear and shame that I had built all of this for myself. Listening, wondering where the hell our marriage went after a night like this.

The pace quickened as Jerome pulled her down harder each time. “That’s it, slut... bounce on my big black cock. Show me that hungry pussy was made for my cock.”

Her squeals rose into high cries. “Yes... oh god, yes... I’m your slut... so deep... never stop... ”

Then a different smack, then her shriek and a shuddering laugh. “God... yes... grab my boobs rougher... I never get them treated like this... fuck... I love it.” I froze, knowing his hands were on her chest. Wet sucking noises followed. In my head I saw his mouth at her nipples.

“Look at you... cock-hungry slut riding like you’ll never get enough. These tits, this pussy... it’s all mine now.”

She cried out, frantic. “Harder... don’t stop... fuck... I love your cock… and I love it rough like this...”

Every word hurt. Praise, laughter, screams... all given to him before the inevitable started again.

“Jerome... oh god... I’m cumming... fuck... I’m cumming again...”

“Take it, slut... take every drop... this cock owns you.” His growl turned into a ragged shout as he emptied inside her as she sobbed and moaned while he wrecked her all over again.

“So full... oh god, you’re flooding me, I can feel it spilling,” she moaned before she cried out again, her orgasm tangled with his release as she came even louder than I’d ever heard before.

Amazingly, I felt another weak release soil my pants, and still my cock twitched at the noise of him filling her again. The contrast was merciless:

Jerome in the same room as her—roaring, her body convulsing on his cock. Me lying outside, separated by a closed door and walls. Hollow and ruined by the painful truth that I’d made all this happen—encouraging Sherry to give herself to a man who physically and emotionally reached places I could never reach.

At last, Jerome’s bedroom was silent.

I could just about hear Sherry’s soft panting and his low growls.

I listened, my chest tight, my mind’s eye still picturing Sherry clinging to his huge, godlike body just seconds ago when he’d poured himself inside her while I’d released again into my boxers.

This silence continued for fifteen or twenty minutes.

Then I heard a soft moan. Then a low giggle. Then another moan, this time more breathy. The bed groaned again, much slower than before.

I felt sharp jealousy—surely he couldn’t be ready so soon—but my cock was already swelling hard again against my thigh.

I couldn’t shut out this new round of little gasps.

Gasps that sounded so content. Gasps that took my mind back to what I’d just been forced to listen to. Those memories… I felt awe and pain, both almost so strong as to make me physically sick.

Sherry had given him everything. She’d screamed for him in a way she’d never screamed for me, not once in all our years of marriage. I squeezed the cushion to my face, forcing myself not to touch my swelling member. Shame was heavy. There was no undoing or forgetting what I’d heard.

Just when I thought I was beyond surprise, Sherry and Jerome found a new way to fuck that brought new excitement and bittersweet pain.

Their noises changed. No more slap of flesh or screams. Softer sounds reached me now... her giggles breaking into little sighs, his low voice almost tender. I couldn’t make out every word, but the tone was unmistakable. They were pressed close, kissing, whispering. Lovers’ sounds. Not just fucking... something gentler, more dangerous.

I caught her voice, faint but clear enough. “You feel so good,” she breathed, followed by another hushed laugh. The sound hurt more than her screams had. Those screams belonged to lust. That laugh belonged to something else.

His voice followed, low and smug. “Tightest pussy I’ve ever had,” he chuckled—almost a parody of himself, both of them laughing.

The bed creaked as if he’d pulled her tighter. She giggled again, and the sound hurt more than all the screams added together.

I dug my nails into the cushion sheets and bit my lip until I tasted blood. I should have been furious. I should have gotten up and dragged her back... but I stayed frozen. Frozen and hypnotized, listening to their lovers’ sounds. His quiet words and her whisper back to him, playful and affectionate. The more tender she sounded with him, the more my body and cock stiffened.

These new, tender sounds tapered off.

I wondered if she’d stay with him and fall asleep in his arms. After all, the only other night I’d been present, Jerome had wanted Sherry to sleep over with him. To stake his claim and exert his power.

Then I heard soft footsteps, and the bedroom door eased open. She slipped out, still naked, skin glistening with sweat, hair damp against her cheeks. She looked flushed and glowing, but her eyes carried uncertainty. She hesitated, afraid I might lash out or shove her away.

I stayed still, pretending to be calm. She climbed onto the sofa beside me, her bare boobs brushing my arm, and trembled as she whispered. “Why did you leave? Are you… are you angry?”

I didn’t answer right away. She pressed closer, her lips grazing my shoulder. “Did Jerome and me go too far? Did we ruin everything?” she breathed, voice shaking.

My cock throbbed hard, proof that my body had no interest in anger. I turned slightly toward her, trying to hide what I felt. She smelled of sweat, sex, and something that wasn’t mine. I wanted to recoil, and I couldn’t. I wanted her close and hated myself for it.

I swallowed and asked, quiet and steady. “How was it? Was it as good as last time?”

My voice sounded calm. She froze against me. Then her lips brushed my shoulder, and her voice came out low and careful.

“It was… good. Better than before. Before I was nervous. Couldn’t really let go and enjoy it…

“Sex with Jerome’s different. New, new and exciting… overwhelming… he’s an amazing lover…”

The pause between each phrase stretched, as if she feared I might break. She was like someone carefully stepping their way through a minefield.

But realizing I wasn’t going to explode or break, she accelerated, became more confident.

“I didn’t expect it to have such a big impact on me…

“I mean, I knew from last time he could fuck… and that huge cock of his does crazy, amazing things to me and my pussy,” she whispered, voice shaking but honest before getting onto the bit she was really nervous about.

“But tonight, it was so much more intense… night one nerves gone and Jerome determined to fuck me so good, fuck me so different so that he stakes a claim… really owns me… owns my pussy…

“That’s his thing, isn’t it…”

I don’t know where those words came from. I think the loving look Sherry gave me and the fact she was sharing so openly gave me courage. Made me feel less afraid.

Even after everything I’d seen and heard, even after all those amazing climaxes he’d given her—it was me, not him she’d come to afterward. Yes, he’d fucked her better than I ever could—but it was me who she loved and me who she was cuddling with. Because she wanted to, and because she needed to know I was okay.

“Yes,” she giggled. “I lost track of how many times he said he owned my pussy…”

“Yes, owned your pussy and told you that you’re his slut now… a claim you didn’t exactly deny…”

Sherry blushed at that. Her soft smile told me she was grateful for my tactful language. ‘Didn’t exactly deny’ being a lot gentler on her feelings than saying what I actually wanted to say. Reminding Sherry she’d responded by telling Jerome just how eager she was to be his slut.

“Sorry, hun,” she blushed.

“It’s just, I was so caught up in the moment… this whole thing, Jerome… his color, his size… that enormous cock of his… it’s just so different from anything I’ve done before… ever experienced before…”

“You mean me! Me, your white bread, Mr. Average Height, Mr. Average Cock husband… Jerome’s different from anything you’ve ever experienced with me before…”

Another blush. Another guilty look to the floor before her eyes came back and pleaded with me.

“It’s okay, babe... I forgive you,” I sighed with an over-acted and exaggerated sense of resignation. “I know he’s got a club for a cock and knows how to use it…”

That made her smile and give me a big and loving hug.

“So, hun… what next? Jerome wanted to take a shower with me… then maybe fuck one more time… then maybe get some sleep…”

That was a Sherry way of asking if we could spend the night. Or more specifically, could she spend the night with Jerome while I got comfortable all by my lonesome self in the bungalow’s second bedroom.

I was on the horns of a dilemma. (As well as on a very different type of horns, if you get my drift.)

If the ask had been that we stayed over and Sherry would sleep with me after a shower and another round with Jerome—I might well have said yes.

But after the last few hours, my fragile ego wasn’t up to being as magnanimous as allowing the two of them to sleep together while I was alone in the guest bedroom… alone with only a headful of paranoid fears to keep me company.

So I played on the whole parental thing.

“Sherry, hun… you know we’ve got to drive to your folks in the morning… that’s a five-hour round trip… shower and a bit more fun, sure…

“But then we better head home and get some sleep. Sorry, babe…”

Despite everything, her look of disappointment broke through my defenses.

“I’m not saying we go home now… you still have time for some fun… it’s just a sleepover’s too much, given… you know, family stuff tomorrow… but maybe next time…”

The sad look lessened.

Which cheered me.

But as I jealously ogled her receding ass—I’d said more fun was fine—I mentally punched myself.

Next time.

A sleepover next time.

I wondered if I’d come to regret saying those words to soften the blow.

To be continued…

(The final book, book 2 is already written and will be published on Friday 7th November 2026.)
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