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    Synopsis 
 
    An only daughter just gone to college.  A family home suddenly bereft of the happy sounds of youth, Jane and I thought we were doing the right thing when we offered our spare room to a young barista. 
 
    But what Jane and I could never have known was how this small, simple act of kindness would turn our lives upside down in just a matter of weeks.  Setting us on a twisting path where we’d both discover things about ourselves that we’d never even suspected were there.  Things that shocked us to the core and tested the depths of our love and marriage. 
 
    Looking back over the last two years, I think neither of us can believe the journey of sexual and personal self-discovery we’ve been on.  Both of us wondering what surprises the next years hold.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 1  
 
    Fall, 2017 – Santa Monica 
 
    These last two years or so, my wife Jane and I have been on a true rollercoaster ride.  I’ll get into telling you all about the extreme ups and downs of this ride as quickly as I can.  But before we go there, for you to properly understand us and our story, I need to tell you a little of our past.  I need to share something of our roots, reflecting on certain aspects whose significance has only been truly become clear to Jane and I as we’ve lived through these tumultuous events. 
 
    Taking you right back, starting at the beginning, Jane and I met when she was studying nursing here in L.A.  I actually hail from the U.K., originally, but have been living here in L.A. for the last twenty-something years. 
 
    When we first met, I was immediately smitten.  She was a beautiful and vivacious nineteen-year-old, just starting her second year at college, studying for her nursing degree.  I was fully ten years older, and if it wasn’t for the way the fates played out, I honestly don’t think I’d ever have had a shot at a girl like Jane. 
 
    You see, when we first met up, she’d just had her heart broken.  She’d been dating her high school sweetheart, who just happened to be the star quarterback.  They were the classic popular couple, her five-foot-five, great figure, beautiful face and long blonde hair. She was that rarity, a high school beauty who was also warm, kind and down-to-earth.  I never met him, but by all accounts, her boyfriend Brian, was quite different.  The archetypal star sports jock, arrogant and conceited from all the advantages and popularity life had bestowed on him. 
 
    Even though they’d been in colleges thousands of miles apart, they’d carried on dating through their first years at college.  Jane then having her heart well and truly shattered at the start of her second year when Brian dumped her for some girl he was seeing in Georgia, where he was studying engineering business management. 
 
    When I first met Jane, she was quiet and reserved, but despite me thinking she was totally out of my league, something started to blossom between the two of us that night at the party.  I’d never been very good with girls, but at the end of the evening I plucked up my courage and, fully expecting a polite rebuff, asked her if she’d like to get coffee sometime. 
 
    The rest, as they say, is history.  Coffee led to dinner, led into a trip to the movies, led into going steady and an engagement just after Jane finished her nursing degree.  I’d fallen hard for Jane early in our relationship, and I was pleased to say, that something in the solidity and healthiness of our relationship allowed Jane to slowly repair her broken heart.  At first, she’d not wanted to talk about her ex and their years of dating, but as she grew happier and more trusting, she opened up and being able to share was really cathartic and beneficial for her. 
 
    Once she’d reached this point, her friends told me it was like the old Jane had returned.  When we’d met, her broken heart had eroded her naturally bubbly and outgoing personality, but as the months progressed and the healing worked its magic, the true Jane re-emerged.   
 
    The way she tells it, our relationship was very different from the one she’d had with Brian.  Her relationship with her ex, the only man before me with whom she’d been intimate, was the typical high school love affair between two attractive and popular people.  According to Jane, it was mainly physical and superficial, something she contrasted with the deeper and more relationship-based situation between the two of us. 
 
    We married directly after college and the pitter-patter of tiny little feet wasn’t far behind.  Within a year of tying the knot, Alison was born, and Jane became a mom at the tender age of twenty-one.  Unfortunately, due to a problem with my low sperm count I wasn’t able to get Jane pregnant a second time.  We were both sad not to have a little brother or sister to keep Alison company, but we didn’t bemoan our lot.  There were plenty of people far worse off than us, with the upside that when Alison was old enough, Jane was able to start back into the career for which she’d trained so hard and which she so deeply loved. 
 
    A trained accountant ten years older than Jane, as well as the love between us, I managed to provide a good income and a high degree of financial and personal stability for our family.  As the years progressed, Alison grew into a wonderful girl of whom we couldn’t be prouder.  Our careers did well with all the financial and social benefits that brings, and finally things came full circle, just a few months before the events I’m about to describe really kick in. 
 
    It was the fall of 2015 and we’d just bidden a tearful farewell to Alison as she’d headed off to college in San Francisco.  Just far enough away so she could spread her wings and grow, but not so far that she couldn’t get home when the mood took her. 
 
    And that’s really where our story commences, pretty much two years ago to the day, in a coffee shop, close to the Cal State campus in L.A. 
 
    Our story is one that we hope will both educate and inform you, as well as hopefully being an entertaining diversion for those people who are fascinated by the Hotwife lifestyle. 
 
    Jane and I talked about the right title for our story quite a lot before settling on, ‘Discovering Our True Selves’.  We’d tried all kinds of titles, but none seemed to quite fit.  But the moment Jane suggested this title, we both new we’d hit gold.  It’s the perfect handle for what we’ve discovered about ourselves these last two years. 
 
    A bit like when Columbus set off from Spain all those centuries ago, when Jane and I started on our journey, we had no idea what lay ahead or what ups and downs would befall us.  In fact, like many explorations, when the first parts of our story took place, we didn’t even know that we were setting out on a journey.  It’s only now, with the benefits of hindsight that we can look back and see the eventual significance of those first accidental steps. 
 
    The final thing I’d like to add is, that although our story is told from my perspective, Jane and I have written the events of the last two years together as a collaborative effort.  Hopefully, that will become clear at each key event and turn in our story, we’ll try and see things from both Jane and my viewpoint. 
 
    Anyway, that’s enough ‘waffle’ - on with our story.  Jane and I hope you’ll learn from it, as well as be entertained. And hopefully, if you try anything similar, you’ll avoid some of the many pitfalls and mistakes we made.  
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~           
 
    Fall, 2015 – Santa Monica 
 
    With Alison gone, Jane and I suddenly found ourselves empty nesters.  We loved our extra time together, but we also missed having our daughter around the place.  It was a Saturday morning and we were enjoying a coffee in our favorite local coffee shop, and as normal Jane had been on the receiving end of the flirty attentions of one of the coffee shop baristas.   
 
    The guy’s name was Liam and if memory serves right, he’d started working there about the same time that Jane and I had started using the newly opened ‘Lava Java’ – at the end of August the previous year. Right from the first time he’d served us, his first day I think, he’d flirted with Jane.  Obviously, not a guy lacking in confidence, he was about six foot tall, with close cropped peroxide blond hair, sporting more tattoos than I could count, including a couple on his face, to keep his cheek stud company. I’m not much of a judge, but Jane said he was handsome. 
 
    To put it in context, Jane wasn’t the only one he flirted with.  I’d lost count of the times Jane and I had sat there drinking our coffee and having a good chuckle to ourselves as he shamelessly flirted with some woman or other. Whether or not they were accompanied by boyfriends or husbands, if they were attractive, he was going to hit on them – and my wife Jane was definitely in the attractive category.  None of the women seemed to mind, despite his bad boy appearance, he did it all in a way that was confident and charismatic, rather than creepy and annoying.  Secretly or not so secretly, most of the women seemed to enjoy the compliments and attention Liam lavished on them. 
 
    Despite the face tats, cheek stud, peroxide hair and his general bad boy demeanor, once you got past this outward appearance, he seemed an okay enough young guy, although he partly came across as the kind of assertive alpha male that I often felt a little intimidated by.  He was a second-year law student (studying Business Arts Pre-Legal) at Cal State LA and was working to help pay his way through school.  There was something a bit mysterious and unpredictable about him.  To the male customers, he came across as a bit mean and moody, the tattoos and cheek stud giving him a naturally surly appearance. But to all of the women, especially the pretty ones, he was much more friendly and welcoming. 
 
    Jane and I were frequent customers and, even though I was there, Liam would normally flirt with Jane.  I guess I couldn’t blame him, even at forty-one years old, she was still a very beautiful woman.  She works out at the gym several times a week and had retained a very shapely 36C-24-35 figure, that she carries beautifully on her five-foot-five frame.  As well as a shapely and womanly figure, Jane has blonde hair, a beautiful face and a friendly and kind personality - the full package.  Hardly a day went by when I didn’t wonder how I’d managed to land this beautiful woman as my wife, lover and best friend.  In so many ways, she was out of my league as she was a nine or ten to my five or six.   
 
    But she’d chosen me, and we’d been happily married for just over twenty years now, having celebrated our twentieth just a couple of months ago.  But I knew in my heart, from the very earliest days we’d dated, that it wasn’t my physical appearance or macho personality that had attracted her.  Jane actually comes from a broken home, her estranged father having succumbed to the perils of drink and having frequently taken his hand to Jane’s mother when Jane was young, until finally my mother-in-law had put her pride to one side and enlisted the help of her two elder brothers to throw Jane’s dad out on the street.  Like all bullies, he’d not taken it well and had left town soon afterwards, apparently setting up home with some other poor woman ten years his junior. 
 
    Jane’s family background, and the way her high school boyfriend Brian had broken her heart, meant that when we met, first and foremost, she was looking for a shoulder to lean on and a good friend.  As she later told me, working up from this, my kindness, intelligence and sense of humor, had slowly made her fall in love with me.  Our relationship has always been an open and honest one, and right from these early days Jane hadn’t hidden the truth from me.  The physical side of our relationship was fine, but unlike with some other couples, that wasn’t the foundation on which we built our love and marriage. 
 
    Coming back to our story, at the time I thought the flirting between Liam and Jane was really nothing more than just a bit of fun.  Jane seemed to enjoy it and I didn’t take offence.  Liam would normally greet Jane with a, “hello gorgeous”, or, “how’s the beautiful Jane today”, or some such quip. 
 
    Jane has always been bubbly and a bit of a flirt, and she lapped up the attention, normally seeming to smile just a little bit more when Liam was on duty and he greeted her like this.  As well as the flirting, they’d often chat – which is how this particular Saturday morning (October 17, 2015, according to Jane’s diary) Jane returned with our two coffees and the news that Liam had temporarily lost the place where he lived, as the owners were doing a major renovation, and he was looking for accommodation.   
 
    From the way that Jane said it, I wasn’t sure if she was suggesting we offer him a place to live at our home.  You see, only the night before, we’d been saying how much we missed having our daughter around and had started discussing the idea of offering out our spare room to a student at one of the local colleges. 
 
    Neither of us had explicitly said anything, but I think we’d probably both assumed that we’d meant a female student.  A straight replacement for our absent daughter   I’ve always been one for plain speaking and direct communications, so I simply asked Jane, “Baby, are you picking up from what we talked about last night – suggesting that we offer Liam our spare room?” 
 
    Strangely enough, I think the directness of my question took Jane by surprise.  She looked flustered as she answered, “I’m not really sure, honey.  I mean, we did talk about offering it out to a student … and we said it would be nice to help someone and to have someone young around the place …. But I guess we were both probably thinking about a girl rather than a guy ….” 
 
    Now over the year or so we’d been patrons at ‘Lava Java’, I’d often chatted with Liam and I felt I knew him quite well and could be pretty open with him, and so I suggested, “Jane, honey, why don’t we tell him we might have a room, but that we’d been thinking about a girl ... but if he’s interested, give us a day to think about it and we can then discuss it further …” 
 
    Jane smiled at my suggestion and said that I go and see if Liam was interested. 
 
    Wandering over to Liam, I broached the subject, “Hey, Liam, Jane mentioned that you’re looking for somewhere to live.  I’m not sure if you’re interested – but we might have a room available.” 
 
    Liam smiled at me, “Are you sure Dave? That would be sweet.” 
 
    I suddenly realized I needed to slow things down a bit. “Now that I know you’re interested, give Jane and me a few hours to check things out a bit and then if it’s a go I can call you to arrange for you to come and have a look.” 
 
    “Sure, that sounds great.” 
 
    As we drove home, Jane was the first to speak, “You know, it really would be nice having a young person around the house again, honey … you know I really miss Alison and I know we’d been thinking about a female lodger, but I don’t see that there’s any issues with Liam being a guy…” 
 
    Some men might have been worried about having such a flirty young guy around the house, especially as I work away quite a lot, but I’ve always been an open-minded person with a positive outlook.  With Jane’s looks and all the male attention she always gets, if she was going to cheat on me, she’d have done it years ago.  So the thought of even a young horndog, like Liam, in the house really didn’t bother me. 
 
    Secure on this front, some guys might have been put off by Liam’ bad-boy appearance.  But like I said, I looked passed his appearance and took his overt flirting with Jane, and all the other women, as just a bit of show - pretty natural for a guy his age. 
 
    So, seeing that Jane was keen on the idea, I told her I was okay with it and as we drove home, we called Liam and set-up for him to come over later when his shift was finished to view the room. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 2 
 
    As you might expect of a nineteen-year-old student, Liam didn’t have too many things and so that Sunday evening, when he’d finished his shift at the coffee shop, we loaded his things into the back of our wagon and headed the few miles back to our place. 
 
    That evening Jane made him (and me) a home-cooked Sunday ‘lunch’ – and Liam was very appreciative.  The mother hen in Jane was very happy to have another youngster in the house to fuss over - such is that way with mothers when their offspring flee the nest. 
 
    Over the next few days Liam settled in and Jane and I got to know him a bit better.  He was far more mature than you’d naturally assume from his tender years and loud, flirty personality.  It was only as we unpeeled the layers of his life story and personality that we fully understood why. He’d grown up in Chicago where his family still lived, and like Jane’s mum, his own mother had been physically abused by her husband, with the young Liam taking up martial arts and when he was old enough giving his father a beating and clear message that his days of bullying Liam’s mom were over.  His father had a good friend in the police, so Liam had been forced to leave Chicago and head to L.A. to escape punishment. 
 
    He was passionate about using his legal training to help people and given that both Jane and he had both grown up in abusive families, there was a natural bond and empathy between the two of them about these painful parts of their lives.  He was finishing his second year, intent on then using his legal training in the community.  Paying his way through school by working in the coffee shop and also by putting his martial arts training to use working security on the door at a couple of bars.  
 
    About a week after he moved in, our daughter Alison was back visiting for a few days and the two of them immediately struck up a good rapport.  Nothing particularly romantic (Alison had a steady boyfriend she loved with all her heart), more like he acted like the brother Alison had always wanted. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    At first when he moved in, Liam had definitely toned down his normally flirty behavior – understandable, as he no doubt didn’t want to ‘crap where he slept and ate’. 
 
    But I guess leopards don’t change their spots and so after a couple of weeks his flirty behavior towards Jane slowly re-emerged.  But as this was how he’d always been with her, and the other female customers at Lava Java, both Jane and I didn’t really think much about it. 
 
    And in truth, just as she secretly enjoyed the flirting at the coffee shop, I was pretty sure that she was enjoying Liam’s gentle flirting with her.  I’m sure that I wasn’t imagining it – as I noticed Jane started wearing slightly sexier and more revealing clothes, nothing too outrageous – but a husband notices these things.  The blouses and tops became a little tighter and a little lower cut. Heels which were a little taller and maybe hadn’t been used in some time suddenly came out of the wardrobe and jeans or pant suits, suddenly changed into skirts or even dresses.  
 
    One day I playfully mentioned this to Jane – and she blushed, but she didn’t deny it, just making a cryptic comment that, “A girl likes to be appreciated” … 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    It was about three weeks after Liam moved in that the fates conspired to turn, what had arguably been harmless flirting, into something very different.  The catalyst for the change was when two of Liam’s college friends, Brandon and Tyler, dropped around to use our pool.  They came round on Saturday afternoon, with Liam asking, the day before, if it would be okay. 
 
    Jane and I had been out visiting friends and returned home at around three p.m., after a lunch with our best friends Jane and Alan. As I’d lost the coin-toss I was driving, allowing Jane to enjoy a couple of large glasses of white wine with lunch. 
 
    Entering the house, we could hear the sound of laughter coming from the pool area, and at the same split-second, Jane and I looked at each other, suddenly remembering that Liam was using the pool with his two buddies. 
 
    Jane and I headed through the sliding door to the pool area to let Liam and his friends know that we were back, noticing that there was a cooler filled with beers, which went some way to explaining all the laughter and shouting. 
 
    Seeing Jane and me, Liam and his buddies all seemed to quieten down – as Liam made the introductions.  Tyler and Brandon were both about the same height as Liam, around the six-foot mark, Brandon most obviously distinguished by the striking tattoo of a scorpion on his right cheek, as well by the fact his chest and arms had more ink than skin.  Tyler was black and was noticeable for his brushed up and wild head of knotted Afro hair, reminding me of a very young version of the boxing promoter Don King. 
 
    Being sociable, once the introductions were made, Liam offered Jane and I a beer from the cooler and asked us if we wanted to join them.  It was very tempting – but I had some work that I urgently needed to do in my den, so I thanked him for the offer but politely declined.  Jane followed my lead, explaining she had some things she needed to do. 
 
    I headed up to my den and Jane headed back into the house, with the laughter and noise from Liam and his buddies soon resuming – no doubt helped by a few more beers.  I thought little of it as I immersed myself in my work – but after about an hour I heard Jane’s voice from the pool area, and through my opened window I heard her chatting to Liam and his two friends. 
 
    At first the conversation seemed quite normal and almost ‘motherly’ – with Jane asking Tyler and Brandon about their studies and families.  But then, no doubt helped by the alcohol, I heard Tyler teasing Liam that he was a lucky ‘mutha’, having such a ‘sexy, and beautiful, landlady’. 
 
    This caused hoots and laughter, and the theme seemed to develop – with Brandon chipping in that he couldn’t believe Jane was old enough to have two college age daughters.  I didn’t have to see her face to know that Jane would be enjoying these compliments.  As a trained and highly experienced nurse, Jane isn’t fazed by boisterous behavior, having seen plenty of drunken frat boys and other youngsters when things go wrong, and they end up in the ER.  I knew she’d just be enjoying the compliments and the admiration from these young guys. 
 
    As if to prove my point, I heard Jane’s response – as she told the boys to behave, adding, for good measure, that she was old enough to be their mother and if they didn’t behave, she’d ring their actual mothers and then they’d be in trouble. 
 
    I was pretty sure that she’d have a big smile on her face as she said this – so that the boys would know that she was just giving as good as she got – and my guess seemed right as the next thing I heard was Tyler coming straight back at Jane, asking her if, ‘Liam’s sexy landlady would do them the honor of joining them in the pool’ … so that ‘Liam didn’t keep Jane all to himself’. 
 
    I heard Jane laugh, telling him, “I’ll think about it,” and that, “If you boys are on your best behavior, I might join you, when I've finished my chores …”  Not surprisingly – this drew a cheer from the boys, and a promise that they’d be on their best behavior. 
 
    Things calmed down for a bit as Jane went back inside, but about ten minutes later the door to my den opened and Jane came in, wearing a revealing cream brown fabric bikini. 
 
    “I’m just going to have a dip with Liam and his buddies, honey.  Do you want to join us?” 
 
    The truth is, I’d made enough progress that I could have blown off the rest of the work and joined Jane and the guys in the pool.  But a strange part of me was intrigued to see how things would develop as these three flirty young bucks, helped by the beers, teased and flirted with my beautiful and sexy, forty-one-year-old wife. 
 
    Over our twenty plus years of dating and marriage, I’d often seen other guys flirting with or hitting on Jane – and despite knowing how much more attractive, than me she is, I was secure in our love and never worried about this.  In fact, quite the opposite, I actually got some vicarious thrills and excitement knowing that other guys wanted Jane, but that she was mine. 
 
    And so, I declined Jane’s offer, but told her to ‘have fun’, and not to let the guys rag on her too much.  Jane gave me a confident smile – telling me that she’d make sure that they behaved themselves. 
 
    Jane’s appearance poolside drew immediate hoots of delight and wolf-whistles from Liam and his two buddies.  All three of the young students commented on how great Jane looked in her denim bikini and how sexy she looked. 
 
    I was enjoying listening in – and it suddenly occurred to me that I could also watch without being seen, if I turned on our home security system, as it had HD cameras that covered both the inside of the house and also the pool and yard area. 
 
    As I turned on the system, I could see that Jane had joined the three guys in the pool and that she’d brought a glass of wine with her. 
 
    After the initial howls of approval, the conversation settled down to something more normal.  After a while it was Jane who moved the conversation topic to relationships – saying that she knew that Liam didn’t have a steady girlfriend at the moment, then asking Tyler and Brandon whether they were dating. 
 
    It was Tyler, with the wild Afro hair, who again took the lead, telling Jane that he and Brandon were both, “saving themselves”, until they found a woman as beautiful and sexy as her.  Again, another chorus of laughter – at the absurd idea of two horny young guys like Tyler and Brandon, “saving themselves”, for anyone – I’m sure these two would go after anything that moved. 
 
    As I said before, Jane’s career as a nurse means she’s rarely intimidated by anyone, and so she shot back quickly that she, “appreciated the compliment”, but that unfortunately, “you and Brandon are twenty years too late honey, I’m already taken”. 
 
    Tyler was not to be outdone, and he was quite the wit, shooting back that it was a shame as, “there’s many a good tune played on an old violin.” 
 
    The three guys all burst out laughing and just for once my normally confident wife seemed lost for words, although I could see that she was laughing.  Instead, she responded by telling Tyler, “Just for that … for being cheeky and disrespectful to your elders and betters …” – and with that she started splashing Tyler. 
 
    Not surprisingly, a water fight soon ensued – with Tyler, Liam and Brandon ganging up on Jane.  Jane was soon fighting a losing battle … which ended in her shrieking out, “I surrender …” 
 
    It was now clear that the wild-haired young black student Tyler was the ring-leader.  Our lodger Liam was pretty darn confident and sure of himself, but his friend Tyler was the next league up, declaring in a confident tone that they’d only accept Jane’s surrender if she accepted a forfeit or punishment. 
 
    Jane laughed and said, “No.”  The splashing started again until Jane finally gave-in, declaring “okay … okay …. I give-in.” 
 
    Given the whole set-up, and that the three young guys obviously really had the hots for Jane, I shouldn’t have been surprised when Tyler asked, “Jane, have you and Dave ever been to a topless beach?” 
 
    There was then a deathly silence which seemed to go on forever.  Jane didn’t have to be a genius to work out where this was headed, and I’m sure that’s why she delayed giving Tyler his answer. 
 
    The splashing soon started up again, and again after a few moments Jane declared …. “Okay … okay … yes, Dave and I have been to a topless beach before …. happy now?” 
 
    I saw a huge grin break out on Tyler’s face, “Okay then Jane … your punishment for losing and surrendering, is to make three poor, undersexed and horny young students happy for the next few minutes by going topless for five minutes ….” 
 
    Through the picture from HD security camera, I suddenly saw a strange look come over Jane’s face.  I suddenly realized that Jane was seriously thinking about Tyler’s suggested punishment. 
 
    Jane had spoken the truth, we had been to a couple of topless beaches, when we’d been safely thousands of miles from home on vacation, on one of our few vacations without Alison.  But she’d never done anything like this before at home or with anyone we knew.  So, although I knew she was enjoying all the attention and flirting, her reaction really took me by surprise. 
 
     “Just five minutes you say,” she smiled.  Shit, she was really contemplating taking her top off for these three horny young students. 
 
    Jane’s reaction seemed to cause a marked change in the behavior of the brash young Tyler, who seemed to have been acting as the ringleader up until now.  Suddenly, he seemed to change from a confident young guy to a different person, who could hardly believe his luck, as he stammered, “Yes, Jane … just five minutes.” 
 
    Looking at Jane’s expression, I could tell that she was thinking about it.  I suddenly felt a wave of adrenaline wash over me, feeling weak at the knees and ready to collapse. 
 
    Sure, over the years I’d seen plenty of guys hitting on Jane, or dancing with Jane at parties and the like, but I’d never seen anything so openly flirtatious and erotic.  As I felt my pulse quicken and my heart pounding in my chest, I became aware that I had an erection.  This came as a real shock to me, that I seemed to be turned on by what was happening between my beautiful wife and these three young guys. 
 
    I’m pretty sure that Jane was only seriously contemplating Tyler’s suggestion, for a five-minute topless show of her shapely boobs, because of all of the wine she’d consumed. 
 
    Strange as it may seem, there were four guys waiting, with bated breath, to find out my wife’s answer to Tyler’s request - Liam and his two buddies, and Jane’s startled, but strangely excited, husband. 
 
    Jane’s answer came, “Okay, maybe …. But only if Dave is okay with you, young hound dogs, seeing my boobs ….” 
 
    Hearing Jane’s answer, Tyler, Brandon and Liam suddenly looked crestfallen, I guess thinking that there was no way that I’d say yes. 
 
    Through the high-quality CCTV picture, I could clearly see their hungry stares following Jane’s shapely ass as she jumped up from the pool, and I’m pretty sure with an extra exaggerated wiggle in her step, walked towards the house. 
 
    Knowing that Jane was coming upstairs to ask me what I thought, I was suddenly panic-stricken, not knowing how to answer her question.  Jane’s own words echoed around my brain.  I couldn’t stop thinking about the fact that she’d already said yes to Tyler - provided I gave the greenlight. 
 
    To my mind, this told me that Jane was okay to do this, and that actually she was probably looking forward to it and excited by the idea.  Another upward but harmless twist in all the flirting that had already been going-on.  
 
    Although we’d never done anything like this before in our lives, when the mood takes her, Jane can be quite the flirt and the tease.  Fueled by the attentions of three young guys, and a significant amount of alcohol, I sensed that my beautiful wife was quite up for teasing Liam and his two friends some more. 
 
    I heard Jane coming up the stairs and was soon face-to-face with her.  God, she looked sexy, her big boobs barely held in check by the brown fabric of her bikini, her long blonde hair sticking to her shoulder and chest from all the splashing she’d received in the water fight, hanging in such a way as to accentuate her cleavage and the size of her breasts.  Her ass and legs were looking sensational, the matching bikini bottoms barely covering much of her gym-toned body.  For a woman in her forties, mother of a grown-up daughter, she looked stunning.  No wonder these horny young guys had contrived a way to try and get her to show more.  In their testosterone fueled minds, they no doubt thought they had their very own personal MILF and were determined to make the most of the opportunity. 
 
    Pointing to the open window, she smiled, “Honey, I think you probably heard what Tyler’s suggested for my forfeit.  What do you think?”  Something in her expression letting me know she was thinking of all those times guys had flirted with her over the years and it had spurred conversations and lovemaking between us afterwards. 
 
    Why did Jane have to put the question like that?  Damn, the ball was now firmly in my court.  Jane hadn’t asked me simply to okay her decision, or asked for my permission, she’d asked me a much more open question - what did I think - and it was a lot more difficult to answer. 
 
    For what seemed an eternity, I was silent, totally lost for words.  It was Jane who came to my rescue. 
 
    “Honey, I know you sometimes enjoy watching other guys flirt with me, but if you think this is too much, then that’s okay, I’ll tell them no.” 
 
    From Jane’s words, and the flushed and excited look on her face, I knew she wanted me to agree and tell her it was okay.  Her actual words didn’t say this directly, but I knew. from the look on her face and the tone of her voice. 
 
    But as I moved towards saying “okay” out loud, I was confused as hell.  My heart was beating, my palms were sweating, and my adrenaline was off the charts. 
 
    After twenty plus years together, sometimes a couple don’t need words to communicate.  Jane later told me that she knew from my expression that I was about to say, “okay”, and so she actually didn’t wait for me to say the word. She took a step closer to me, smiled at me and simply said, “Just five minutes baby, okay?” 
 
    After a short pause, I just about managed to splutter out through my parched mouth, “Sure honey, just five minutes.” 
 
    As my beautiful blonde wife and best friend gave me a soft kiss on the lips, she turned to go and I was left alone in my den, half excited and half totally confused and bewildered. 
 
    I realized I was shaking as my brain seemed to start working again.  Strangely enough, the first thing that came to my mind was that I realized that Jane hadn’t immediately gone back downstairs, she’d gone to our bedroom. 
 
    I was intrigued and so, on very shaky and weak legs, I followed her into our bedroom.  As I walked in, I saw that she’d retrieved from her dressing room a pair of bright red five-inch heels.  These were the sexiest and most slutty shoes she owned, ones that I’d bought her many years back, as like many men I have a thing for seeing my wife in sexy heels. 
 
    Seeing my questioning look, Jane smiled at me and simply said, “Well, if I’m going to tease these young guys and show them what a real woman looks like, I might as well do it properly.”  Strange as it might seem - I couldn’t argue with her logic. 
 
    Looking at my expression, Jane seemed to be struck by a last-minute bout of indecision, smiling nervously at me and asking, “Honey, are you okay if I tease them just for five minutes?” 
 
    Staring at the face of this beautiful woman, the love of my life and mother of my children, I knew that even if I didn’t fully understand this, this was something t Jane really wanted to do.  And so, I simply said, “Yes, darling, I’m okay with it.”  As her sexy ass left our bedroom, her big boobs bouncing up and down and making me hard, for some reason I added two little words, whispering a barely audible, “Have fun”, towards her receding body. 
 
    Looking back know, I don’t know what possessed me to say, “have fun” at that moment, repeating the phrase I’d used earlier when giving her the greenlight to join them in the pool in her bikini.  When Jane and I discussed the day’s events later, I ruefully and belatedly realized that these two little words had sent my slightly drunk wife with a confused idea of what I was saying I was okay with. 
 
    Before I had a chance to say anything else, Jane was teetering down the stairs on those long forgotten five-inch red heels she’d donned to give the boys an extra treat. 
 
    Despite my reservations and bewilderment, as I listened to Jane’s heels ‘clip clopping’ down the stairs, I rushed back to my den and the screen just in time to see Jane re-appear by the pool, the boys greeting her with a round of approving howls as they saw the sexy heels Jane had donned. 
 
    This must have given them the idea that they were about to get their wish fulfilled, and Jane soon confirmed this. 
 
    “If you boys promise to behave, then I’ll go topless … but only for five minutes, understand?” 
 
    The looks on the three young faces were priceless.  It was like they’d won the lottery.  No surprises at who spoke first, it was frizzy-haired Tyler.  “Sure Jane, we all promise to be good boys.” 
 
    Jane smiled, unable to hide her flushed excitement from either me or the boys, totally turned on but also nervous at what she was about to do.  Seeing Jane’s excitement sent all kinds of amotions through my brain.  Part of me was just as aroused and excited as my wife, wanting her to do this because she was obviously enjoying it.  But another voice in my head me told me to stop this whole thing before it went any further.   
 
    As Jane smiled, my mouth went dry as I saw her reach behind her back to unclip the hooks on her bikini top.  Unhooking her bikini top, her beautiful and shapely 36 C boobs came free from the cups and settled into their natural position. 
 
    There was a sudden awkwardness, as if neither Jane nor the boys could actually believe this was happening. Inevitably, again it was Tyler who broke the silence.  “Jane, you’ve got beautiful tits.  Liam is such a lucky dog to see them every day.  You’ve made these three young guys into the happiest damn students in all of L.A.” 
 
    Jane smiled, “Well Tyler, if I can bring a little happiness into your busy student lives,” and the tension was suddenly gone as all four of them started laughing.  Liam chimed in next.  “And those heels are so sexy and slutty Jane … where did you get them?” 
 
    Jane smiled, “Dave bought them for me a few years ago.” 
 
    Liam, who’d been overshadowed by Tyler until now, quipped back, “Well all I can say Jane is that your husband has great taste in shoes - and women.” 
 
    The four of them were united by a peel of laughter, which again seemed to further reduce any tension in this strange situation. 
 
    Not wanting to be left out, Brandon (the guy with more ink than skin) made a request to Jane. “As you’ve gone to the trouble to put those nice heels on, how’s about you give us a bit of a catwalk demo … you know, jump out the pool and walk up and down a little so we can enjoy the show, watching your lovely tits bouncing up and down a bit and appreciate your heavenly ass.” 
 
    I held my breath, thinking the young guy’s suggestion and his crude words might upset Jane and bring the whole thing to a crashing halt.  I’d never heard anyone speak to Jane like this before and generally she was definitely not a fan of language like that – especially not when it’s directed at her. 
 
    But to my utter shock, she remained totally unfazed, beaming back at the heavily tattooed young student, giving Brandon a mock telling off, “Brandon, you promised to be good boys, and now you’re asking me to prance up and down showing myself off … and using words that are hardly appropriate to describe a respectable married woman … is that your idea of how a good boy behaves?” 
 
    More laughter, but Jane did as Brandon asked, taking her time to tease the boys as she slowly eased herself up out of the pool, I’m sure moving in a way that made her big naked boobs swing and sway more than was absolutely necessary. 
 
    After a couple of cat walks up and down, swaying her hips and ass as much as she safely could atop those five-inch heels, Jane sat to remove the heels before re-entering the water. 
 
    In case I had any remaining doubts about Jane’s enjoyment of this, they soon disappeared when Jane chose to stay at a place in the pool’s length that meant her exposed boobs were just above the water line, and therefore fully visible to the three young guys.  Definitely not an accident. 
 
    For a while the conversation revolved around how Jane kept in shape, with Tyler being the one who moved things up a pace with his next comment.  With a broad grin on his face, he looked over at Jane and asked her a question that took things into another territory. 
 
    “Fair’s fair Jane.  We’ve all seen your beautiful tits now.  Do you want Liam to show you his huge cock?  You know his nickname in the locker room is “horse”, and you can guess why that might be.” 
 
    Now at this point I should say that a few times over the years, if during her day at the hospital Jane came across a particularly large cock, she’d always mentioned it when she came home.  And I’d been the lucky beneficiary, as invariably seeing such a large cock had got Jane quite worked up and so she’d be horny when she came home. 
 
    So, against this background, Jane’s response was maybe quite predictable.  She smiled at Tyler, “Tyler, I don’t want to hurt your or Liam’s feelings, but you do realize, don’t you, that in twenty years of nursing I’ve seen more than my fair share of big cocks?  I’m sure Liam has got a very nice cock, but then most men think that, don’t they?” 
 
    The stakes started escalating, as if Tyler felt he had to protect the honor of his boy Liam. 
 
    “Jane, I don’t mean to be disrespectful or nothing, but my boy Liam is a bit of a freak.  The last girl he made out with could hardly walk for a couple of days after she’d taken all of Liam’s horse cock.” 
 
    Jane looked pensive for a moment, thinking through what to say and do.  After a few moments, my wife seemed to have made up her mind and her expression changed to a different look, but one that I struggled to read.  It was almost a look of resignation. 
 
    “Okay, just to settle this argument, for the next few minutes, until I put my top back on, your boy can get his thing out and go, “au naturel”, as mother nature intended.” 
 
    Tyler grinned, looked across at Liam and gave a nod, and told him, “Come on dog, show Jane what you got to offer.” 
 
    Liam grinned from ear to ear as he jumped out of the pool. 
 
    As he stood by the poolside in his Speedos, both Jane and I were staring at an impossibly large bulge in his trunks.  Because he’d been in the pool until now, this was the first time either of us had seen the size of his package, which his wet trunks did little to hide. 
 
    I have to say I was beginning to worry that Jane shouldn’t have called Tyler’s bluff.  Even through the thin material of the Speedos, Liam’s cock looked absolutely huge.  I knew that Jane had seen some very big penises in her nursing career, but looking at her now, sweat was running down my face as I saw the way she couldn’t take her eyes off the front of Liam’s trunks.  Even in all her years in nursing, she’d obviously not seen anything as large as Liam’s cock before. 
 
    The young blond student gave my wife an exaggerated wink and then hooked his thumbs inside the waistband of his Speedos and started dragging them down, grinning at my beautiful wife as he told her, “Be ready to see what a proper man’s cock looks like, Jane baby.” 
 
    As the material inched down and down, inch by inch, I think both Jane and I couldn’t believe the way Liam’s cock seemed to carry on going, until finally the head of his cock was clear of the material and his still limp cock sprang free from the confines of his trunks. 
 
    To say that he had a monster cock would be a gross understatement.  Liam had a huge slab of meat hanging there between his legs.  Even limp, his cock must have been eight or nine inches long, and it was thick too.  It was thick like a salami or something. 
 
    Looking at that huge male member, attached to a guy less than half my age, I had a terrible case of penis envy with a side order of inferiority complex.  Even limp he was far bigger than my normal sized cock – besting me by a huge margin in both length and girth.  What man wouldn’t feel inferior and belittled when looking at something like that, especially when your wife can’t stop staring at it, even for a single moment. 
 
    Seeing Jane’s stunned look of disbelief at the size of Liam’s limp manhood, the three boys hooted and hollered, with Tyler being the first one to speak, “Hey Jane, didn’t I tell you my boy’s hung like a horse.  Did you ever see anything like that before?  Does Dave have a beautiful big cock like that, Jane baby?” 
 
    All was silence, as I guess the three boys were waiting for Jane to say something or answer Tyler’s questions. 
 
    After a few moments, Jane seemed to realize that the boys were still awaiting some kind of response from her, and she finally managed to drag her gaze away from Liam’s monster cock to look him in the face, telling him, “Liam, I need to say sorry, honey.” 
 
    Jane continued, “In all my years nursing I’ve never seen a male member like that.  I have to say, that’s a beautiful and very impressive penis that nature has blessed you with, honey.” 
 
    Cue more hooting and hollering from the three young students as they heard Jane’s apology cum confession.  When their laughs and shouts had died down, inevitably it was Tyler who teased my sexy wife, “Jane baby, would you like to touch my boy’s monster and see what it feels like … feel how heavy it is in your hand?  I’m sure Liam wouldn’t mind.  And after all, I seem to remember Dave told you to ‘have fun’ when he sent you back down here …” 
 
    Hearing these last words … “Dave told you to have fun” … hearing my words thrown back at me, a wave of panic hot me as I realized how my throwaway comment was open to huge misinterpretation by both the boys and Jane.  Damn!  What trapdoors had my careless words opened up here? 
 
    The boys burst out in a round of hoots and guffaws at Tyler’s teasing challenge to Jane, and with Jane standing there as if in a frozen trance, Liam took this as a cue to walk to the edge of the pool next to where Jane was located, and to kneel down poolside so that his monstrous horse cock was now only inches from Jane’s stunned face. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 3 
 
    I held my breath as I waited to see how things might develop.  My eyes nearly popped out of my head when the HD video feed showed Jane’s right hand emerging from the water and unmistakably heading towards the blond student’s monster cock. 
 
    The four of them didn’t speak as Jane’s small hand snuck underneath Liam’s dangling horse cock and gently lifted the limp weight of his massive man-meat to feel how heavy it was. 
 
    “Oh baby, I can’t believe how much you weigh.  It’s like I’m handling a bag of sugar or something,” came Jane’s astonished words.  More laughter and shouts from Tyler, Liam and Brandon. 
 
    Not surprisingly, like any young man of nineteen years age, Liam’s previously limp manhood started hardening and expanding at the touch of a beautiful woman. 
 
    That didn’t surprise me.  But what did surprise me was Jane’s action.  Because as Liam’s monster meat started filling with blood and therefore lifting away from her hand, my beautiful wife moved her hand back onto Liam’s horse cock and gripped it. 
 
    I was going to say that Jane’s hand closed around Liam, but that wouldn’t be true.  Liam’s horse cock was so immensely thick that my wife’s fingers couldn’t close around it’s fat girth.  But as her hand gripped Liam’s rapidly hardening manhood, I held my breath as I saw that Jane’s small hand had now started to slide up and down Liam, stroking the young man’s meat. 
 
    Once, twice, three times, Jane’s hand slid up and down Liam’s huge and beguiling cock.  Everything silent as all five of us were taken back at this development.  If I was dumbstruck and shocked at the sight of Jane holding and stroking Liam’s horse cock, what came next nearly caused me to keel over in shock and anguish. 
 
    Without a word, Jane pulled the shaft of Liam’s huge cock forward, gently pulling his pink foreskin back and then took the now exposed glans of his manhood between her lips. 
 
    As I looked on, totally stunned and feeling as if 5000 volts had just been wired through me, Jane took about two or three inches of Liam’s insanely thick shaft into her mouth. His cock so fat that this was all that she could comfortably fit into her mouth without choking. 
 
    The earlier bravado and hooting and hollering had died away, the boys just as stunned and surprised as I was by this turn of events. 
 
    Jane has always enjoyed oral sex.  When we were dating at college, she was comfortable sucking me early in our relationship.  And all through our married life, Jane has enjoyed taking me in her mouth.  I guess partly it comes from her nursing background, but she’s not shy about the human body and its form and function.  I’ve known for many years that, as Jane describes it, she enjoys the feel of my throbbing manhood in her mouth, knowing the pleasure it gives me and also the feeling of control and power it gives her.  Many times, she’s told me how she loves my taste and feel in her mouth, and that she loves the taste and symbolism of swallowing my juices. 
 
    All these thoughts raced through my mind at a thousand miles an hour before I came back to the present.  Sweating and shaking as I watched my wife’s head bob up and down once, twice and then a third time - as she set up a steady rhythm as she sucked on those first few inches of Liam’s insanely large cock. 
 
    Not surprisingly, I’d been so pre-occupied by what Jane was doing with her mouth on Liam’s man-meat that I’d not really focused on the fact that Tyler and Brandon hadn’t been idle. They’d now moved to a position where they were either side of Jane.  With Tyler on Jane’s right and Brandon on her left and Liam kneeling in front of her with his fat cock in my wife’s mouth, my beautiful wife was now surrounded by her three young admirers. 
 
    Without any words passing between them, Tyler reached out and gripped Jane’s right breast and Brandon her left.  The two of them beginning to weigh and cup both of her boobs, teasing and stroking her by now very erect nipples, as if it was the most natural thing in the world. 
 
    I could hardly believe this erotic tableau that was unfolding in front of me.  A loud voice in my head shouted, ‘go and stop this Dave’, but I was rooted to the spot.  As I tried to process what was happening and work out what I was going to do, I became aware just how ridiculously hard my cock was.  I was totally torn in two.  A big part of me wanted to go downstairs and break this thing up, but another, equally strong part treated this as my own personal sex show, with my beautiful and beloved wife as the star, somehow making the whole experience all the more intense and erotic.  Somehow this part of me managed to push to the back of my brain the sensible, practical, jealous part of my thinking.  Any thoughts about the negative impact and consequences of what I was allowing to develop smashed by the lust and sense of intrigue I was feeling.  Just how far would my wife let this go?  I was amazed she’d let things get even this far. Surely, she’d call a halt any second now. 
 
    With the two sides of my whole being warring with such profound choices, it was like a stalemate had been reached.  And so, I did nothing.  Did absolutely nothing, nothing except watch. 
 
    Looking at the CCTV image on my 22-inch PC monitor, I was brought back to the moment as I focused again on the picture in front of me, as Jane’s beautiful blonde hair continued to bob up and down as she orally worshipped young Liam and his massive club of a cock. 
 
    With my mind focusing on Tyler and Brandon’s hands continuing to maul Jane’s beautiful boobs, it was a few moments before I realized that their two free hands were busy doing something below the waterline.  As I concentrated on the blurred underwater image of their arms, it suddenly occurred to me that their free hands were working in tandem to pull down Jane’s bikini bottoms. 
 
    This realization brought me up with a start.  If I didn’t put a stop to this thing soon it would likely be too late.  What had started as a bit of playful high jinx and horse play would develop into something all-together more serious, a situation where Jane would be naked and at the mercy of these three very horny young students. 
 
    This realization and its seriousness finally seemed to break through the stalemate of my warring mind.  Although I realized that I had a painfully hard erection, I knew I had to intervene to put a stop to this thing before it got even more out of hand. 
 
    My legs finally started to work as I got up and nervously started walking out of my den and downstairs to the pool area.  I was walking very slowly, as my brain tried to work out what I’d say and do when I got to the pool area.  I knew the bigger part of me wanted to put a stop to things.  But exactly how I’d intervene and what I’d say I hadn’t worked out. 
 
    Jane and I have talked about it many times over the year, the fact that many smart people have a major flaw in over-thinking things. And that was exactly the trap that I was falling into here, with my indecision soon to have major consequences. 
 
    I walked through the sliding doors onto the pool area, the first two things that were etched into my brain were that Jane’s head had now stopped bobbing up and down on Liam’s huge cock (which seemed a good thing), but that her eyes were now closed as a look of excited pleasure played over her face, as I saw Tyler and Brandon’s arms moving slowly. 
 
    Putting two and two together, although I couldn’t see clearly what was happening below the waterline, I knew their hands must be playing with my wife’s pussy, likely rubbing her clit and fingering inside her pussy.  What else would account for the look of bliss and contentment on her face? 
 
    Coughing in a loud and exaggerated way, I declared my presence to Jane and her three frolicking admirers.  Jane’s eyes immediately blinked open, her eyes going wide as she blushed, a confused and very guilty look appearing on her face. 
 
    Seeing Jane’s expression, I relaxed inside, thinking that things would rapidly return to a semblance of normality. 
 
    But I hadn’t reckoned with just how horny and over-confident these three young students now were, and also how brazen their ring-leader Tyler was.  Here he was with his two buddies, openly playing with another man’s wife in their family home, even after he’d been busted.   
 
    You’d think he be intimidated and restrained.  But the opposite was true.  He was insanely cocky and pushy, as he just grinned at me and said, “Hey Dave, Jane and us were wondering when you’d show up for a ring-side seat.  Take the weight off and enjoy the show while we help Jane to ‘have fun’.” 
 
    ‘Have fun’ - I felt another 5000 volts surge through me as I heard Tyler once again use my own earlier careless words as a club to bludgeon me with.  Having taken so long to decide to intervene and come downstairs, Tyler’s confidence at a time when I expected him to cave knocked the wind out of my sails. 
 
    Tyler was quite the manipulator and negotiator.  And he saw the change in my expression and acted.  “Just like you told her Dave, Jane’s ‘having fun’ and enjoying herself.  You wouldn’t deny Jane a little fun after so many years of faithful devotion to the man she loves, would you?  After all, it’s just a bit of harmless fun for Jane ….” 
 
    I could have punched this cocky young guy, the way he was using my own words against me, manipulating my words so that I’d come across as totally unreasonable if I intervened to put a stop to the fun they were all having with my wife. 
 
    Sensing my hesitation and indecision, Tyler nodded his head pointing towards my crotch and continued, “Dave bro, I know it’s a bit strange watching your old woman having fun, but looking at that tent in your pants, I can see that a big part of you likes the idea of Jane doing this.” 
 
    I felt myself coloring up at the stinging truth in Tyler’s words, just standing there rooted to the spot, unable to move or speak. 
 
    My thoughts came back to the present as I realized that Jane’s breathing was becoming more hurried and shallower, a sure sign that she was approaching orgasm from the two young hands that were playing with her pussy just out of sight below the waterline. 
 
    I saw a barely perceptible look pass between Tyler and Brandon, and I realized that it was a signal to slow down, to make sure that Jane didn’t cum yet.  Tyler brushed Jane’s hair back and put his lips close to her ear to say something only he and she could hear.  Jane’s eyes opened up and she had a confused look on her face. 
 
    She and Tyler just looked into each other’s eyes for several long moments, before Tyler again whispered some unheard words into Jane’s ear, and the gaze between them resumed again. 
 
    Tyler then said in a strangely gentle voice, “It’s your call Jane.  We’ll go along with whatever you want.”  Followed by a very slight nod of the head from Tyler to Jane, as if signaling for her to speak. 
 
    Jane was blushing a deep red, her face flushed both from the embarrassment of being caught in this compromising situation and from the sexual pleasure the boys had given her.  It took her some time to be able to look me in the eyes and finally force words out.  “Dave honey, I love you with all my heart.  You’re the love of my life and my soulmate.  Baby, I know you might have mixed feelings, but you told me to ‘have fun’, and if it’s okay with you, after all the years of just you and me, I’d like to have this one night to try something new …” 
 
    Jane’s words knocked me back, and I nearly fell over from the effect of the shock. 
 
    Again, I was totally lost for a reaction, the two warring parts of my brain having been joined by a third feeling now, the feeling of guilt if I was to deny the woman I loved what she’d requested.  At one level, thinking about her request was insane.  At another level, I could see the deep look of need on her face and my own cock was as hard as nails at the sights and sounds that had bewitched me for the last few minutes. 
 
    To any sane husband, Jane’s request was unreasonable.  But the words that Tyler had skillfully given Jane to speak made it really hard for me to say no.  Jane had made clear that she wanted to do this, I couldn’t pretend that she’d been coerced or was an unwilling participant.  She’d reassured me of her love and that this was a one-time, temporary thing.  She’d emphasized that she’d been true and faithful to me for more than twenty years.  The final icing on the cake, the words Tyler had given Jane to say, reminding me that I was the one who, in a way, had set the whole ball rolling by carelessly telling Jane to “have fun”. 
 
    The cumulative effect of all of these words and thoughts was that I felt a pressure, a guilt, to not stop what was happening.  I think it was this feeling of pressure and guilt which tipped the balance, weighing in on the same side as my arousal and hard cock.  Finally overpowering the voices of fear, trepidation and jealousy that were screaming blue murder in any part of my brain that would listen to them. 
 
    What followed seemed an eternity of silence as no-one spoke, before again it was Tyler who took the initiative, gently turning my wife’s head towards his and softly touching his lips to Jane’s, before once again whispering something in her ear. 
 
    Jane looked nervously at Tyler, with the look of a deer in the headlights of a car, before a nervous smile came to her lips, and I saw a barely visible nod of the head. 
 
    Tyler whispered something else to Jane and then Jane turned to look at me, telling me, “Thank you honey.  I love you so much.  Thanks for this.  I’ll be back downstairs in a bit, baby, and I’ll tell you all about it.” 
 
    The now customary feeling of that high voltage shock to my body seemed to double as I realized that unless I did something in the next few moments my beautiful wife of twenty-plus years was about to head upstairs and make out with one of these young studs.  She’d been a virgin when we’d met, so unless I called a halt, for the first time in her life she’d soon know a man other than me inside her body.  But even with this thought crashing through my head, I was powerless to intervene.  My mouth wouldn’t speak, my brain was in a constant loop of inactivity, its circuits fried and useless from all the conflicting emotions holding me captive. 
 
    Liam reached down to take Jane’s hands, and with Tyler and Brandon helping to lift her, Jane quickly came up from out of the pool and was now standing beside Liam, who was tenderly looking into Jane’s eyes, still holding both of my wife’s hands from when he’d helped her out of the pool. 
 
    Without another word being said, Liam bent down slightly and softly kissed Jane, before releasing one of her hands and leading her by the hand back towards the house.   
 
    My heart was pounding in my chest as I watched Jane and Liam disappear into the house, no doubt heading upstairs to one of our many bedrooms.  Tyler sought to distract me, smiling at me and telling me, “Hey Dave, don’t worry, Jane will come back a new woman, re-charged and ready to go with her beloved husband.” 
 
    Brandon declared that he needed to go to the can, and lifted himself out of the pool and headed into the house. 
 
    There was then an awkward silence between Tyler and me, the only two still by the pool, and after a few minutes and no re-emergence of Brandon, I began to suspect that he’d never been planning to go to the toilet at all.  That in fact this was just a cover for him to slip back into the house and join Liam in the bedroom with Jane. 
 
    Seeing the change in my expression, Tyler sensed my suspicion and took the initiative.  “Hey Dave bro, if you don’t mind me asking, have you and Jane ever done anything like this before?  I know some couples like to do this kind of thing, to keep things fresh and inject a little excitement and newness, so things don’t get stale.” 
 
    Tyler continued to look at me, putting pressure on me to answer.  Not getting any answer, he just continued.  “Don’t worry Dave.  Jane will have a nice time, and then you’ll be the one who benefits afterwards.” 
 
    Listening to him, maybe I was naïve and stupid, but at the time Tyler came across as genuine in his words and desire to reassure me.  I don’t know quite how he managed to achieve it, but for the next fifteen minutes or so, Tyler managed to coax me into a conversation on various topics - the house, our family, my job … the college. 
 
    But despite his best efforts at distraction, every now and again the screeching voices in my brain would break through.  How the hell had a normal day, lunch with our best friends, descended into this shit show of Jane and I sucked into the type of sexual depravity we’d never before even talked about?  After all these years of faithful and loving marriage how had Jane so easily succumbed to the sexual attention and flattery of these three young men?  To let one or two of them no doubt fuck her already, with another one keeping me occupied and no doubt waiting his turn?   
 
    And just what the hell weird parts of my personality lurked unseen in the depths of my psyche that I would allow something like this to happen?  Torn in two with a broken heart and a cock as hard as diamonds pulling every nerve ending in my body to opposite ends of the earth?  I simply didn’t understand it.  How could our world and our marriage have been turned upside down so quickly and so totally? 
 
    Even if he couldn’t distract me enough to stop such thoughts, Tyler’s skillful diversion had the desired effect, stopping me going upstairs and intervening. 
 
    The weird and surreal conversation between me and the shock-haired young black student was interrupted by the sight of a contented looking Brandon re-emerging through the sliding doors into the pool area.  I was somehow relieved to see that he had his trunks on, although I noticed that although it was smaller than Liam’s bulge, his package still seemed very large.  Certainly bigger than how I filled out a pair of trunks. 
 
    There was no misinterpreting the smug, self-satisfied look on Brandon’s face.  He’d definitely made out with Jane.  A small and desperate part of my brain thought that maybe Jane had just given him hand or oral relief, but deep down I knew that this was unlikely.  Jane has always enjoyed giving me hand jobs and blowjobs, but even more I know that she loves the feel of my hard cock inside her body and the intimacy and closeness that we enjoy when I’m between her legs or she’s riding me.  So, in my heart I knew the idea that she’d stopped at just hand or mouth relief was hugely unlikely. 
 
    With my attention distracted by Brandon’s reappearance, Tyler was already out of the pool and nearly through the sliding door by the time I noticed his movement. 
 
    As I’d done throughout the afternoon, I overthought and hesitated, and so it was maybe thirty seconds or so before I followed Tyler into the house to see what was happening. 
 
    I was halfway up the stairs when I suddenly heard the ‘thud, thud’ of loud music coming from our bedroom.  My face coloring up and a hard lump forming in my throat at the realization that Jane had let them lead her into our own master bedroom, onto our own marital bed for the consummation of the act.  The ‘thud, thud’ of their music only making it worse.  Making me realize it was turned on to hide Jane’s moans and cries of pleasure.  Like some frat house Saturday night party, when some out of her depth co-ed girl was getting more than she’d bargained for.  Only the woman in question wasn’t some young sorority girl, it was my beautiful forty-plus wife, and if she’d started as surprised and shocked, she was by now very much a willing participant. 
 
    Reaching our bedroom, I immediately saw that the door was closed shut, and as I tried the handle, I experienced a sinking feeling as I realized Tyler must have locked the bedroom door after he’d taken Brandon’s place.  For a moment I hesitated to knock on the door, feeling self-conscious at knocking on my own bedroom door, to be admitted to the room where my wife was alone in bed with these two young students. 
 
    But putting this hesitation and thought to the back of my mind, I knocked loudly on the door.  But the music was too loud, or they just wanted to ignore me, and there was no reply to my repeated loud knocking. 
 
    If I’d been bewildered and confused before, this development made me feel angry and humiliated.  I may not have wanted to admit it at the moment in time, but although I knew that Jane had willingly gone to the bedroom with Liam, I had no way of knowing that she was still okay.   
 
    And then my mind went back to the CCTV system and I raced to the den to use the system to get around the fact they locked me out. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 4 
 
    With trembling fingers, I pressed the controls to activate the camera in our bedroom, holding my breath as the image flickered to life. 
 
    I already pretty much knew what was happening behind the locked door in our bedroom.  But seeing and knowing are two very different things.  The sights that the High-Def camera relayed to me took things to a whole new level, in terms both of my anguish and my excitement, that bizarre cocktail that was tormenting my heart and mind but making my cock so hard. 
 
    Jane was lying back on the bed, her long legs spread as wide as she could push them and the long, thin body of Tyler was slowly pumping up and down between my wife’s splayed legs, his ass moving up and down rhythmically as he pumped his young cock in and out of Jane’s body. 
 
    Hearing Jane’s moans of pleasure and contentment caused me to feel jealous and humiliated, and at the same time incredibly aroused.  I’d never seen Jane making love before, and the sight of the woman I loved with all my heart in the throes of passion was incredibly erotic.  Even if it was also humbling and made me more jealous than I can begin to describe. 
 
    “Yes …. Yes …. You feel so good in me Tyler … you feel so deep in me baby …” came Jane’s soundtrack of commentary as I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the image on my monitor. 
 
    “Do you like my big cock, Jane, baby?  Tell me how much you like the feel of me inside you baby …” came Tyler’s reply. 
 
    There was no hesitation in Jane’s reply. “Yes baby … yes, you feel wonderful and so deep in me …” 
 
    The way she kept telling the young black student he was so deep in her left me feeling humiliated and beaten.  Not just once, but twice she’d told him – her own choice of words, by implication telling both me and him that Tyler’s young cock was longer than my own cock.  That he was able to get his manhood deeper into Jane than I’d ever managed – able to get closer to her womb than I ever could, better able to perform the biological task for which both our bodies were built.  The painful icing on the cake being how my previously faithful wife was repeatedly telling him how wonderful the extra depth, his extra length felt for her.  
 
    Wallowing in her praise, Tyler lent forward and kissed Jane passionately, my wife meeting him halfway as she returned his kiss with equal passion.  Tyler and Jane kissed like this for long minutes as his ass continued its steady up and down motion between my wife’s splayed legs. 
 
    Tyler whispered something in Jane’s ear and I saw a broad grin appear on my wife’s face, and then Tyler lifted himself up and I got my first view of his young cock. 
 
    Tyler’s cock wasn’t as big as Liam’s horse cock, but it was still very big.  It looked to be at least three inches longer than my five-and-a-half-inch cock, around nine-inches and looked about twice as fat.  No wonder Jane had been enjoying Tyler so much and had kept telling him how deep he felt in her body. 
 
    Tyler then helped Jane to turn over and take a new position, standing at the end of our marital bed and leaning forward, her hands supporting her weight as she leant forward, her 36C breasts hanging invitingly there as Tyler took up position between her legs and pushed his big cock back deep into my sweet wife’s body from behind. 
 
    Tyler’s deep re-entry into Jane’s body brought an immediate moan of contentment from my beautiful wife.  “Oh Tyler, that feels so good … I can’t believe how deep you are, how good your fat cock feels …”.  Even if her words sounded clinical like the nurse she was, the tone of her voice purred with a newly experienced sexual fulfilment.  Hearing these words from Jane, who didn’t know that I was watching and listening, was like a dagger through my heart.  Hearing her tell this young guy how great his cock felt inside her was by inference an insult to me and my own manhood.  Jane didn’t mention my name, but she was implicitly comparing me to Tyler and telling the nineteen-year-old boy that he was a superior lover to me, and that his cock felt much better and gave her more pleasure. 
 
    Tyler resumed his steady in and out motion, but in this position, I was able to see every stroke of his long and thick cock, now glistening with Jane’s juices.  Standing like this and leaning forward over the bed, Jane’s beautiful tits would swing forward with every thrust of Tyler’s hips, and even in my jealousy and despair, I had to admit that this was a beautiful and fantastically erotic sight. 
 
    Every so often Tyler would grasp Jane’s hips firmly and give her a dozen or so extra deep and extra hard thrusts of his big cock, causing her to moan and whimper, obviously enjoying this extra treat from her young lover. 
 
    Her breathing was becoming shorter and more ragged, and I knew that she was approaching orgasm.  Tyler realized this too and he started to speed up, before thinking better of it and once again withdrawing that big cock of his from inside my wife and taking up position between Jane’s legs again as she eagerly spread for him. 
 
    Tyler stroked the large glans of his cock up and down my wife’s labia, causing her to moan and push her hips upwards to try and get Tyler’s big cock back in her.  He just smiled down at Jane and pushed all nine inches of his thick cock deep into my wife, causing her to groan with fulfilment. 
 
    As Tyler built up the speed of his strokes, I could tell that my wife was again getting close to coming.  But Tyler stopped, and then asked her, “Jane baby, if I give you what you want, you promise you’ll do my boy Liam?  He’s been patiently waiting his turn and when you and I are done, it’s only fair you give my boy what you’ve already given me and Brandon.  I don’t want you saying that you’re tired or something … or that he’s too big or some shit like that …” 
 
    I could tell that Tyler, as the ringleader, was serious about this, he was looking out for his bro, making sure that having patiently waited, Liam wasn’t short changed. 
 
    Jane looked up at Tyler, and as it dawned on her that he was serious, she smiled and gave him the answer he wanted. “It’s okay Tyler.  Let me have a little rest after you’re done with me and then Liam can have me as well … I promise.” 
 
    Seeing the smile on her face, hearing such crude words about letting a third young man ‘have her’ made me wonder if this truly my wife Jane I was looking at.  Or whether some doppelganger had come down and taken control of her body.  She’d always loved sex, and she always had the potential for the dispassionate detachment that only someone who deals with bodies for a living can have.  But even so, hearing her tell a young guy that a third young man could ‘have her’ in less than the space of one hour shook me to the core.   
 
    Where had my faithful wife of twenty years standing disappeared to?  Had the version of Jane I was only now seeing been present all this time?  Just requiring the right set of circumstances to release her from beneath the surface.  Sure, my beautiful nurse wife had always enjoyed flirting and making love, but this was something altogether different.  Allowing three young guys she barely knew to put their big cocks in her body and fuck her just as they liked, all in the space of one short hour or less. 
 
    I shook my head, as if trying to wake myself from a particularly weird dream.  The weirdest dream I’d ever known – a mix of terror, confusion and sexual highs I felt I had no right to feel in a situation like this.  The sounds coming from my wife drawing my attention away from my perplexed thoughts and back to the lewd events of the bed.  Tyler smiling and starting to smoothly stroke in and out of Jane again.  My beautiful wife once again closed her eyes, moaning and sighing as Tyler’s thick cock plumbed her depths. 
 
    With her excitement building towards her orgasm, Jane wrapped her long legs tightly around the small of Tyler’s black back as his muscular ass continued to rise and fall.  Jane’s final act of submission and need cut me to the core, seeing my beautiful wife of so many years pulling this nineteen-year-old boy deeply into the core of her body felt like it would stop my heart dead in its tracks. 
 
    Once again Jane and Tyler kissed deeply and passionately as they approached their shared orgasm, Tyler crying out with a loud sob as Jane squealed beneath him, the two of them kissing intensely as Jane’s powerful orgasm made her shake and spasm like I’d never before witnessed.  Tyler gave one final, deep thrust, pushing as deeply into Jane’s body as he could, and then held himself there, as I could see his ass twitching as he unloaded millions of his potent sperm cells into the depths of Jane’s body. 
 
    As the lovers held each other, I felt sick to my stomach, hugely embarrassed to realize that my cock was still painfully hard.   
 
    Just when I thought I couldn’t feel any worse, it suddenly dawned on me that Jane wasn’t using any contraception and that she’d just taken a potent load of Tyler’s virile young seed.  In a bizarre way, the only thing that comforted me at this thought was that Jane had probably already taken a load from Brandon and so the damage was already done.  I thanked my lucky stars that we could get a morning after pill. 
 
    This had been bad enough to watch, but in some ways watching their post-coital closeness, the kissing and tender looks, the little smiles and touches, was even worse, if that was humanly possible. 
 
    Watching this closeness between Jane and Tyler, a thought went through my head, ‘What’s wrong with you Dave … why’s your cock so hard as you watch Jane with this other guy … why haven’t you broken the door down and kicked these young guys out … and given Jane a piece of your mind?’ 
 
    I had no answer to this question, and this troubled me deeply as I watched Jane and Tyler continue to kiss and cuddle.  My thoughts just going round and round like a wheel spinning on ice, until they were finally interrupted as I heard a new voice in the bedroom, the voice of Brandon, as he called out, “If you two lovers are done, I think it’s time to see how Jane handles Liam’s horse dick.” 
 
    With that announcement I saw Tyler give Jane one final kiss, looking into her beautiful face, and despite her earlier promise giving Jane one final chance to opt out. 
 
    “Jane baby, I know you’re probably a bit scared by the size of Liam’s cock, but are you okay to try and take him?  Brandon and me have stretched you out some, to get you ready and give you some lube … what do you say, Jane honey? Are you okay to give it a go?” was Tyler’s quiet question. 
 
    I saw Liam appear in the corner of the screen and Jane turn to look at him, telling both him and Tyler, “Liam honey, you’re so damn big that I can’t promise I can take all of your huge cock, but I’ll give it a go, baby.” 
 
    I think any other woman would have run a mile.  I know I repeat it a bit, but I think it was only the fact she’d given birth and was so familiar with the human body through her job that gave her the courage to at least try and take all of our young blond lodger’s massive cock into her body. 
 
    Liam’s smile was priceless, I guess he’d had plenty of girls turn him down due to the gargantuan size of his manhood.  So, no doubt he was pleased that a woman as sexy and beautiful as my Jane was prepared to try and take him inside her body. 
 
    As I continued to watch, the strangest thing happened.  Whilst I’d been jealous and felt humiliated as I’d just watched Tyler and Jane together, I now found my feelings were totally changed. 
 
    It’s hard to describe my feelings, a true mix of so many things.  A mix of inquisitiveness as to whether my sweet wife’s body could accommodate something as huge as Liam’s horse dick.  A feeling of charity for Liam, knowing that he must have been turned down by many girls his own age, with a strange part of me hoping that my more mature wife, whose pussy had pushed out a baby, could maybe give him some physical relief and satisfaction.  And the continued, but now heightened, feeling of excitement, at watching a woman, the woman I loved, in the act of love with a virile and hugely hung young guy. 
 
    Describing my feelings is hard enough.  But doing justice to the sights and sounds of the next period of time isn’t any easier. 
 
    Things started off with Tyler lifting himself up off the bed and giving his place over to Liam, who lay next to Jane, with Liam suddenly looking nervous, so different to the over-confident and brash guy who’d shamelessly flirted with Jane for over a year before fate had thrown him more fully into our lives. Unable to miss the change in his mood, Jane smiled softly at the nineteen-year-old and initiated things with a soft kiss. 
 
    Liam’s hands soon found Jane’s full breasts, her nipples still fully distended and erect from the earlier attentions of Tyler and Brandon.  As he enjoyed Jane’s lovely and full tits, they kissed, and my wife moaned from the enjoyment of the attention her boobs were getting. 
 
    Her hand found Liam’s huge and now very erect manhood and started slowly working up and down its massive length and thickness.  (In the weeks that followed, Jane measured Liam’s massive dick when he was fully on-heat and measured him as a real and amazing eleven inches long and six-and-half-inches round.) 
 
    Then Tyler said something to Liam and Jane that I didn’t catch, with Liam then moving to lay on his back with his head at the top of the bed against the headboard.  His huge club of a dick now pointing straight to the sky and I realized what Tyler had in mind as he and Brandon each took one of Jane’s hands and helped her to take up position directly above Liam’s massive man-meat. 
 
    Jane looked incredibly nervous as Tyler and Brandon, supporting her weight, slowly lowered Jane’s body down until the huge head of Liam’s young cock was poised at the entrance to my wife’s body. 
 
    As she wasn’t having to support her own weight, with a nervous look on her face, Jane used her two free hands to pull her lovelips as wide apart as she could. 
 
    Seeing this, Tyler made a signal to Brandon and the two of them gently dropped Jane down a couple of inches so that the fat glans of his huge horse dick and the first couple of fat inches entered my wife’s tight little body. 
 
    Even though she’d already been well fucked by Brandon and Tyler’s large nine-inch cock, the fatness of Liam’s horse dick still came as a shock and a challenge to Jane.  As the huge glans and first couple of inches lodged in her body, she simply said, “Fuck … oh fuck …. God, Liam, you’re so damned thick … I haven’t felt anything like this since I gave birth to Alison.” 
 
    As she said this, despite her obvious struggle, Jane had a tender look on her face.  I knew that she wanted to give this young guy the pleasure of being in a woman’s body … even if this wasn’t going to be easy for her. 
 
    Tyler, clearly in control, made another small nod to Brandon and acting as one they lifted Jane up an inch or so, before removing their support for an instant, allowing Jane’s body weight to force another inch or so of into her, before they intervened again to support her weight. 
 
    It suddenly dawned on me that it was quite likely that these three young buddies had probably done this before, it just seemed too well-choreographed to be the first time.  They’d done this before with other girls and women.  (This suspicion was confirmed later in the coming weeks, when they confessed that they did indeed often hunt as a pack, using Liam’s huge dick as a lure to have their way with some unfortunate girl or other.) 
 
    Still working as a team, Tyler and Brandon lifted Jane up and then dropped her down again several times, each time causing Jane to moan or squeal as she took another inch or part inch of Liam’s insanely thick and long cock.  They were patient and over a five-to-ten-minute period they had managed it so that Jane was taking all but the final three inches of Liam’s fat cock. 
 
    While they worked on her, Liam wasn’t idle. As Tyler and Brandon each had both hands occupied steadying Jane and also supporting her weight, it was left to Liam to stimulate and excite Jane’s body further, one hand stroking Jane’s clit, the other playing with my wife’s right nipple and boob.  With this stimulation and the incredible girth of Liam’s cock stretching her pussy as never before, after around 10 minutes we could all tell that Jane was close to yet another orgasm. 
 
    Jane came closer and closer, and then finally went over the top, and as she squealed and sobbed in climax there was a final look from Tyler to Brandon. As Jane squealed loudly, rather than just let Jane’s body fall on the downward stroke, acting as one, the boys pulled with all their strength on Jane’s legs, at the same time pushing down hard on her shoulders. 
 
    The effect was inevitable, Jane’s eyes suddenly went wide open, and her body became taut as she finally took the last three inches of Liam’s massive horse dick. 
 
    There was a bewildered look on Jane’s face as she came to terms with what it felt like to finally have the full length of Liam’s massive cock deep in her body.  She breathed in and out in short, sharp breaths as she tried to adjust to the size of the intrusion in her body, and the depth that Liam’s cock was now probing inside her tummy.  A good two or three inches further into her body than even Tyler had been and double the depth of penetration she had been used to with me all these years. 
 
    Tyler and Brandon just held Jane gently and firmly in position, not saying a thing, as their accomplice Liam of the horse dick continued to gently stroke Jane’s clit and boob.  Jane’s long blonde hair was matted and stuck to her shoulders and chest.  Not just from the water fight earlier, which now seemed nothing more than a dim and distant memory.  Not just from her exertions from making love first to Brandon and then his buddy Tyler.  Her hair, her face, her whole body showed the exertions of the last few minutes.  Of taking such a huge cock all the way into her body.  Of her pussy being stretched wide and distended more than it since she’d given birth.  Of taking a cock twice as deep into her body as she’d ever known before today.  Her hair was matted, there was sweat pouring down her face and there was a strange red flush to her upper chest that I’d never seen before.  All of it capped by a tired but very happy smile on her face.  A smile at the physical pleasure she was experiencing and from the sense of achievement that she finally managed to take all of Liam’s huge cock inside her. 
 
    After a few minutes, Jane’s breathing slowly returned to normal and her expression started to look less trance-like.  After a few more minutes, Jane was able to speak. 
 
    “OMG …. Wow …. I’ve never felt anything like this before …. Liam honey, it’s like my whole lower body is full of your wonderful cock …. You’re stretching me out so much it feels like I’m literally totally full of your beautiful cock … you’re so deep in me it feels like your cock’s right in my tummy, right up in my womb.” 
 
    The boys all laughed and smiled at Jane’s words.  I think they were relieved Jane was able to take all of Liam’s horse dick, and that she was enjoying this unique experience, now that they’d managed to get all of his massive man-meat into my sweet and helpful wife. 
 
    Inevitably, it was Tyler who was the next one to speak, “So Jane, are you ready to give my boy a full apology, about his cock being just the same as all those other dicks you’ve seen at work?” 
 
    Jane grinned mischievously, replying to Tyler’s teasing comments, “Okay, I guess I had that coming.  Fine, you’re right, Liam’s cock is officially the biggest cock that me or my sister nurses have ever come across.” 
 
    The three guys all laughed loudly, Tyler adding, “Does that mean you’re going to give my boy a five-star recommendation with your fellow sister nurses? And that me and the other poor students might get some action with all those hot, sexy nurses?” 
 
    It was Jane’s turn to laugh, “Well, I don’t know about that … we’ll have to see … maybe I’m going to keep Liam all to myself.” 
 
    Tyler grinned, “Well Jane baby, less about the future and what might or might not happen … my boy here still hasn’t shot his load … now that Liam has stretched you out a bit, are you up to letting him fuck you properly?” 
 
    Jane smiled, looking away from Tyler to Liam, whose horse dick was still lodged deep in her body, “Sure, just go easy a bit Liam honey, it feels like you’re splitting me in half, and I’d still like to be able to walk in the morning.” 
 
    With that, the words died down and the action started up again. 
 
    Just as they’d done before, Tyler and Brandon worked as a team, lifting Jane up until nearly all of Liam’s eleven-inch monster dick was exposed, and then letting Jane’s weight drop her back down. Only now, each time they let her drop, she was taking the full eleven inches of Liam’s horse dick deep into her body.  
 
    At first Tyler and Brandon took care to control the pace of Jane’s descent on each downward stroke, but before long they didn’t seem to care, and they let gravity do its work, with Jane soon shrieking and crying out as each downward stroke penetrated her body in a way my wife had never experienced before. 
 
    Tyler and Brandon played with Jane this way for a good ten or fifteen minutes, as Jane screamed through a couple very intense orgasms, teasing her as the verbals built up, with comments like “Come on Jane … show us how a sweet married lady loves big dick … let us see how Liam can stretch you out.” 
 
    After Jane had screamed through a third orgasm in this position, with a renewed gentleness they carefully lifted my wife off Liam’s now glistening horse dick and gently placed her on her back.  Tyler and Brandon then held Jane’s legs and pulled them wide apart, as Liam, monster dick in hand, took up position between my wife’s weary legs. 
 
    Now that Jane was now well and truly stretched out, first by Brandon and Tyler, and now by Liam, the peroxide blond barista was able to slip his massive shaft back into Jane in one smooth and deep stroke. 
 
    Liam just rested there for several long moments, just gazing down at my beautiful wife, almost as if he was unable to believe he was finally together with the woman he’d pursued this last year.  My wife gazing back up at our young lodger with similarly emotional eyes, Liam no doubt enjoying the tight feeling of Jane’s taut pussy wrapped around his enormous cock. 
 
    Then Liam tilted his neck and kissed Jane, my wife eagerly responding to the young barista’s lips and tongue.  As they kissed, my feelings of jealousy which had been on hold since Tyler and Jane had kissed, suddenly flooded back with a vengeance.  Strangely this intimacy with Liam seemed worse than the actual sex itself. 
 
    As they kissed, Liam’s ass started slowly but forcefully moving up and down as he started pumping his huge man-meat in and out of my wife’s previously tight, but now very engorged, pussy. 
 
    The lovers continued to kiss as Liam’s speed built up and after several minutes, both Jane and Liam were getting close.  I knew that she was really tired, but Jane managed to summon up some reserves of energy and wrapped her long legs around him to make clear to the young student what she wanted, and they came together as Liam gave one final thrust. Kissing Jane deeply as she came yet again, accepting his seed deep into her unprotected womb. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 5 
 
    With Liam having now cum and Jane having enjoyed yet another orgasm, the lovers kissed softly for some moments, until as always happens, Liam gently lifted his weight up and lay side-by-side with Jane, their kissing and shared looks continuing. 
 
    Tyler and Brandon had released Jane’s legs some time ago, and they were just standing by the side of the bed gently stroking their stiff erections.  It was Tyler who moved back towards Jane first, gently turning my wife’s head so she could see that his swollen cock was in need of some of some attention. 
 
    Jane was too tired, smiling at Tyler, “Baby, I’m sorry, but I just can’t … I’m totally exhausted from you three young bucks … you’ve worn me right out … maybe another day honey. Is that okay?” 
 
    Tyler was smart enough to realize not to push things, no doubt encouraged by my wife holding out the possibility of another session someday.  He smiled at Jane and gave her the softest of kisses, “No worries, Jane baby. Brandon and me, we’ll make a move and leave you and Liam in peace.  Thanks for a wonderful time, Jane.” 
 
    Brandon took his lead from Tyler, and after a similarly soft kiss and “thank you”, he and Tyler were soon gathering their things and leaving the house. 
 
    Realizing the door to the bedroom would soon be open, I toyed with the thought of confronting them and / or going in.  But the truth is that I didn’t have the first idea of what I’d do or say in this truly bizarre situation that had developed much faster than my mind could cope with. 
 
    So, I just sat there at the monitor, even as I saw Tyler and Brandon leave the master bedroom.  I knew they must be in the house, but I just let them go.  Instead, I was glued to the monitor as things started taking a very different turn now that it was just Jane and Liam alone in our master bedroom. 
 
    They were lying next to each other on our bed, each leaning on their side facing the other, just smiling at each other with goofy smiles.  Despite the age difference, Liam less than half my wife’s age, the two of them looked incredibly close. 
 
    It was Liam who was first to speak. “You know, Jane baby, I’ve wanted you since the first time I saw you at Lava Java.  I couldn’t believe my luck when you and Dave offered me a room here.  I thought all my Christmases had come at once.  Would you think me terrible if I said I was hoping something like this might happen.” 
 
    Jane continued to gaze at Liam, reaching out to gently stroke his face. “Wow, I have to say that does wonders for a girl’s confidence.  Knowing that a young charmer like you is interested in someone my age.” 
 
    Liam seemed surprised at Jane’s words, “You’ve got to be kidding?  I don’t care how old or young you are … you do realize what a knockout you are, don’t you? Me and the other guys at Lava Java always voted you the best hottie … the sexiest amongst our regulars.” 
 
    Another big smile as Jane continued to gaze into Liam’s eyes.  “Stop it Liam.  You’ll get me all big-headed.”  But Jane’s smile told me that like most women, although she was protesting, she was enjoying the flattery and compliments of the young barista. 
 
    Liam was laying on the right-hand side of the bed, and Jane suddenly noticed that the young man’s horse dick had started to harden again.  With her weight resting on her right side, Jane reached out with her left hand and gently weighed the huge head of Liam’s cock, “Oh my, you young guys, you seem to be insatiable.” 
 
    Liam smiled, declaring, “It’s you Jane, I’ve been dreaming of us together ever since we first met, so you can’t blame me for wanting to make the most of it.” 
 
    Jane laughed again, her left hand continuing to weigh and then stroke up and down on Liam’s huge manhood.  After a minute or so Liam’s thick eleven-incher was once again standing filled with blood, proud and very erect, and wanting to be sunk deep into Jane’s sweet body again. 
 
    And what followed was a repeat of their recent lovemaking session. 
 
    Only this second time it was very different. 
 
    With only Jane and Liam in the room, the couple seemed much closer than when Tyler and Brandon had been there to help Jane take Liam’s horse dick for the first time.  It was much more intimate and tender, the couple almost continuously kissing and whispering sweet nothings to each other as they made love. 
 
    At first, Liam made love to Jane in the missionary position, allowing the maximum closeness and intimacy between the two lovers, as they looked deep into each other’s faces as Liam’s ass slowly rose up and down, pumping his monster cock stroke by stroke in and out of my beautiful wife. 
 
    Jane was loving both the stretching and the feeling of Liam dick deep in her body, telling him between kisses, “Liam baby … that’s it … oh yesss … yesss … you feel so good baby … so deep … don’t stop … that’s it …” 
 
    For a time, Liam maneuvered Jane into a couple of other positions.  Liam got Jane to sit atop him and ride him, telling Jane he wanted this position so he could look into her beautiful face and play with her sexy boobs while they kissed and made love.  Jane just smiled at his words, evidently loving being so desired by a well-endowed stud less than half her age. 
 
    Then Liam got Jane to take up the doggy position, telling her that he wanted to be as deep as possible in her sweet body and that she’d love the feeling of the extra depth.  As she knelt in position, telling Jane he’d enjoy pushing himself as far as he could into her body, both for himself and for extra pleasure it would give her.  I thought this crude talk might upset Jane, but she smiled quietly to herself as Liam talked and made good on his promise. 
 
    Finally, Liam moved Jane back into the classic missionary position, once again giving the lovers maximum closeness and intimacy as Jane spread her legs and allowed Liam to once again go deep and stretch her out as the young barista brought her to a third orgasm within this second bout, before himself cumming with a roar and unloading millions of his swimmers deep into Jane’s unprotected womb. 
 
    When they’d recovered sufficiently, it was Liam who spoke first, “Wow Jane, that was amazing.  I think I’m falling in love with you …” 
 
    Jane smiled happily, “don’t be silly … you’re just a healthy young man who’s enjoying what comes naturally …” 
 
    Still hardly able to take their eyes off each other they talked about a number of things for the next while.  Jane said that she hoped that Tyler and Brandon would be discreet about what had happened, as she didn’t want rumors going the rounds, with Liam saying he’d make sure. 
 
    As they talked, Liam smiled at my wife, “Jane, I really hope this hasn’t screwed things up between us and that we can do this again.” 
 
    Jane smiled back at her young lover, “Me too Liam, honey.  But I have to talk to Dave.  My marriage and love for Dave is the center of my life, sweetheart, and I’m not going to do anything to screw that up.” 
 
    Liam looked disappointed at this news, so Jane reached out to stroke his face softly, giving him a reassuring smile. “Let me talk to Dave, baby.  I’ve loved this afternoon and I’ve loved the feeling of your wonderful big cock in me.  I told Dave that this was a one-time thing, but let me see what he says … he’s always loved other guys flirting with me, so who knows?” 
 
    This seemed to encourage Liam, his voice bouncing up and down like an over eager puppy dog.  “Jane baby, after this afternoon, I’m not sure I can cope if we can’t see each other again, you have to get him to agree.  You just have to.  Seeing you every day, but not able to touch you, not able to be with you, it would drive me crazy, totally crazy …I’d be beside myself …” 
 
    Jane smiled again and simply repeated her earlier words.  “Let me see what I can do, honey …” 
 
    The lovers continued talking and gazing at each other for a while, before somehow finding the energy to make out for an amazing third time.  Their third time together stealing whatever slender reserves of energy Jane had left, as Liam’s and his huge cock brought Jane to another three orgasms.  The joys of being young, or of fucking someone young! 
 
    When they were finished and recovered, Jane gently kissed Liam and told him that maybe it would be a good idea if he made himself scarce for the rest of the weekend, so that she and I could talk and work out how we felt, and where things should go after Saturday’s unplanned events. 
 
    Liam got it immediately, saying he had friends he could stay with tonight.  Jane promised to call him after we’d talked and things were clearer, and with a final series of kisses, looks and gentle touches, Liam lifted himself up of the bed and made towards his room. 
 
    Again, I faced the embarrassing dilemma, did I come out of my den and talk to Liam or confront him.  Or did I do nothing, let him leave as he and Jane had planned, so that Jane and I could talk. 
 
    Just like with Tyler and Brandon, both nervous of the situation and unsure of what I’d do or say, I sat rooted in my chair until I heard Liam’s car drive away. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 6 
 
    Compared to when the guys had left, my dilemma was different, and in some ways worse.  Did I have the courage to make the first move and approach Jane?  Or would I take the coward’s way out and wait for Jane to approach me? 
 
    Now that it was only Jane and me in the house, I plucked up the courage and decisiveness to make the first move.  I really wasn’t looking forward to facing Jane and going through what I knew would be a pretty traumatic and emotional conversation.  Moreover, I had no idea what I would say, as my feelings were all over the place, an impossible mix of conflicting feelings and emotions. 
 
    I finally managed to get my legs to work, slowly walking down the upstairs corridor and opening the door to our master bedroom. I saw that Jane was lying in our marital bed, seemingly in a light sleep.  Not surprising bearing in mind she’d been fucked five times over the last few hours by Liam and his two young buddies, now totally wrecked by these energetic fuckings she’d received and the countless times they’d made her cum. 
 
    For what seemed an age, I just gazed at this woman, my best friend and soulmate, exclusively mine for these last two decades, a relationship that somehow between the two of us we’d carelessly allowed to be dissolved by the chance events of the last few hours. 
 
    Staring at Jane, I realized just how much I loved this woman.  I thought back to all of those special moments.  The special moments we’d shared as a couple.  The special moments we’d shared as a couple bringing up our wonderful daughter, enjoying watching her bloom from a baby to a confident young woman with her own independent life. 
 
    Jane’s beautiful big breasts rose and fell in time with her steady breathing, her skin still covered by a light sheen from the exertions of the last few hours.  Jane’s eyes were shut, seemingly unaware of my presence, allowing me to take the opportunity to look over all of the evidence on her body of the last few hours activities.   
 
    Her still erect nipples and the marks on her shapely full breasts from where the three boys had played with her beautiful boobs.  Coatings of dried sperm that had found its way onto her thighs and tummy.  And most of all, the puffy and angry red look to her lovelips, still gaping open in an obscene ‘O-shape’ from the immense thickness of Liam’s fat horse cock.  He was so wide that, even after he’d withdrawn from her body and left the house, Jane’s lovelips still stayed gaping open in this ‘O-shape’. Enabling me to see up into the lower part of her pussy, Liam’s sperm visible, leaking out and bubbling away inside Jane’s body. 
 
    Seeing this sight just reminded me that Jane had just taken five potent loads from these three young guys, and that we had an urgent need for her to take the morning-after pill. 
 
    As I looked at these unmistakable signs of the last few hours’ passionate activities, much as I tried to push the thought to the back of my mind, I was struck by how much of a willing participant Jane had been in the afternoon’s activities. 
 
    I tried to tell myself it was maybe due to the glasses of wine she’d drunk.  And certainly, this had played a part in lowering her inhibitions.  But what’s the old saying, ‘In Vino Veritas’, through wine comes truth.  The alcohol hadn’t turned Jane into someone she wasn’t, hadn’t made her do things the real, sober her wouldn’t wanted to have done. 
 
    No, ‘In Vino Veritas’ just meant the booze had lowered her inhibitions and helped her to fulfil desires which had already been lurking deep within her soul.  Desires within her that the conventions of society and marriage told her were wrong and shouldn’t be acted on. 
 
    With this disturbing and profound thought echoing around my confused mind, I recalled how Jane had been the one to join the boys by the pool once her chores were done. How she’d joined them in a water fight and then asked my permission to do her forfeit of going topless for five minutes.  Of how she’d been the one to feel and weigh Liam’s horse dick and let Tyler and Brandon play with her boobs.  Of how she’d been the one to ask my permission to go upstairs to our bedroom with Liam.  And how she’d then allowed first Brandon, then Tyler and finally Liam to make love to her, pushing their hard and large young cocks deep into her body and then held their bodies tight between her legs as the three boys in turn inseminated her unprotected womb, knowing as she did that she wasn’t using any protection. 
 
    As all these thoughts raced through my mind, they had a strange impact on me.  Sure, they made me feel both angry and upset, with a mix of jealousy and humiliation that my beautiful wife had been so keen to let things develop so far with these three young guys.  But these thoughts also made me excited, aroused and thoughtful.  After twenty plus years of familiarity, and maybe over-familiarity, with this wonderful woman, I started thinking of her as a red-blooded, sexual being, who maybe had sexual desires and needs independent of me and outside of her love for me and our marriage. 
 
    I knew to the very core of my being how much Jane loved me and the family and life we’d built together.  But she was also a flesh and blood woman, who’d given in to temptation, allowed long suppressed and hidden desires to play out, and had enjoyed the amazing sexual experience that had resulted. 
 
    As this strong thought took root in my brain, I knew that, however hard it might be, we had to talk openly and honestly about all aspects of this thing, rather than just papering over things or pushing them under the carpet. 
 
    Another strong thought starting to take hold was that, if I could find the strength within, I didn’t want to act in any selfish way with Jane.  If she had sexual desires and fantasies, then if I really loved her in that unselfish way that defines true love, then if I could, I didn’t want to be a block. I wanted to be there and help her explore these things. 
 
    I knew in my very soul and core that this was the best way to safeguard and strengthen the love and marriage that both of us held so dear.  However much it might sometimes hurt me or make me feel jealous.  Honest enough with myself to admit that, although I’d enjoyed part of this afternoon, it wasn’t without a bitter aftertaste.  My side of the afternoon full of bittersweet pleasures.  
 
    I was sure that when we talked there’d be conflicted emotions and times that I would feel both good and bad. But I knew that being a selfish jerk and not acknowledging Jane’s desires and needs would be the shortest route to undermining Jane and me. 
 
    This wasn’t to say that I’d unthinkingly agree to whatever desires or needs Jane might tell me about, but it was to say that I’d seriously think about whatever she wanted and shared, and if I could, I’d help make it happen. 
 
    Starting to see Jane in this way, as a woman who might have sexual desires and needs outside of our marriage was a real watershed moment for me, I later realized.  Before today I’d been shortsighted, only thinking of the sexual side of Jane in the context of our marriage, and what we did and didn’t do as a couple.  Forcing myself to think about the role she’d played in initiating and going along with all the games shattered this illusion.  Forcing me to confront the painful but exciting truth about her dreams and desires for sexual pleasures outside of our love. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    But strangely enough, just as I was moving in this mellowing direction, when Jane finally opened her eyes and gradually started talking and sharing, she seemed to want to move in the opposite direction. 
 
    When she started sharing, her first instinct was to try and push the genie back into the bottle.  To ‘unopen’ the Pandora’s box of sexual experiences she’d been through that afternoon. 
 
    As I became more comfortable with my own thoughts and reactions, which was easier now that the boys were gone, I reached out to brush the matted hairs away from Jane’s eyes. 
 
    Jane’s eyes shot open with a startled look, and immediately I could see the worried and anxious look in her eyes.  However much my own feelings might be all mixed up, for the last twenty years, whenever I’d seen this look, I’d been overwhelmed by a strong desire to comfort and reassure. 
 
    Despite what had happened these last few hours, now was no different, and so I leant down and kissed Jane softly on the lips, “Hey you.” 
 
    Jane’s expression immediately changed as her anxiety and worry sharply reduced, but there was certainly still a hint of concern as she waited to see how things developed and what would be said. 
 
    “Hey you,” came Jane’s softly spoken and barely audible echo. 
 
    Then a pregnant pause, neither of us quite knew what to say next, and I knew that as the one who might be offended and upset, it was my job to speak first. 
 
    For long moments I struggled to find the right thing to say.  As is so often my way, I used a gentle humor to try and defuse the tension. 
 
    “Well, that was some pool party.” 
 
    Seeing the look of fear return to Jane’s face, I suddenly realized my words had made Jane afraid I was upset and angry. 
 
    It was Jane who spoke next, unable to control her nerves as she blurted out, “Honey, are you mad at me?  I love you with all my heart … please tell me we’re alright, that you’re not going to kick me out or divorce me for what I did.” 
 
    Realizing how deep Jane’s fears and worries were, I was temporarily lost for words and struggled to answer her questions and give her the reassurance she so desperately needed. 
 
    Finally, I got it together.  “Jane baby, of course I’m not going to do that.  Whatever happened this afternoon, you’re still the love of my life, my soulmate, my best friend, nothing’s ever going to change that.” 
 
    Jane’s expression softened as she relaxed, slowly opening up to talk about what had happened.  She confessed that she did find Liam attractive and that with her inhibitions lowered by the alcohol, she’d allowed herself to be sucked into the boys’ pool pranks and antics. 
 
    She apologized and said that she didn’t have a valid excuse, but with the wine and everything else, she’d just allowed things to get away from her and that’s why she’d gone along with everything that Tyler had suggested.  Saying that if I could forgive her, she promised that nothing like this would ever happen again. 
 
    Hearing these words, I thought how Jane’s words flew directly in the face of what she’d told young Liam before he’d headed off. When she’d told him she’d speak to me about whether there could be a repeat session. 
 
    I choose to believe this second version of events, that now that she was back in the cold light of day, Jane wanted to put me first and kill anything that would harm our love or marriage. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Over the next day or so Jane and I spent most of the time talking about what had happened. 
 
    Jane admitted that in the heat of the moment, when it had all happened, she’d enjoyed everything that had gone down that afternoon.  From when the boys played with her in the pool to get her all excited and aroused, to when Liam took her upstairs and she ‘made out’ (as she demurely called it) with first Brandon and Tyler.  To when she finally took all thick eleven inches of Liam’s horse dick as Tyler and Brandon lowered her up and down his monster cock, until she was finally able to take all of it.  Through to when Tyler and Brandon left, and Jane and Liam were alone to enjoy two more intimate rounds of lovemaking.  (Ever the over-thinker, I noticed how Jane called it “making out” with Brandon and Tyler, but she called it “making love” with Liam.  I noted this down for later consideration.) 
 
    For my part, I described to Jane my mixed feelings, how my jealousy and humiliation mixed with the excitement and arousal of watching her with the guys.  Of how, at first, I’d not been jealous watching her first-time taking Liam’s enormous dick, intrigued as I was as to whether or not she could take something so large all the way into her body.  Explaining how this changed once Liam and she were alone, and their clear intimacy and closeness made me jealous again, this feeling mixing with my arousal. 
 
    Naturally enough we discussed “what next?”, Jane at first taking the lead in this discussion.  She was adamant that as I’d felt jealous and humiliated several times during the afternoon, she wanted to treat the whole afternoon as a “one-off” and tell Liam and his two buddies that nothing like this could ever happen again. 
 
    I listened to Jane as she told me she wanted to put a stop to things, and I told her that I didn’t have all the answers but that I thought we needed to slow down a bit and discuss things properly.  Jane looked confused as she processed my words, and I started to explain. 
 
    I explained that I’d enjoyed much of the afternoon’s events, as well as the negative side of the feelings of jealousy and at times humiliation.  I also gently told Jane that we should discuss her enjoyment of the events, as, if we weren’t honest with each other, there was a risk that if we didn’t work things out properly she might end up having an affair with Liam or someone like that. 
 
    Of course, she vehemently denied this, saying she’d never cheat on me. 
 
    I kissed my beautiful wife and gently told her, “Honey, I don’t doubt you, but we have to be honest with each other.  I saw how much you enjoyed Liam and his huge cock and you’re only flesh and blood, with him around the house all the time, you’d only be human if one-time you gave in to temptation … after all, you know now how good the apple from the tree tastes.” 
 
    Jane was about to contradict me again, but then a thoughtful look came over her face and in a quiet voice she simply said, “I hate to admit it honey, but you may be right.  Knowing how wonderful the sex was this Liam and his buddies .. well …”, her words tailing off as Jane blushed, unwilling or unable to finish her sentence. 
 
    Jane and I looked deep into each other’s eyes in a moment of love and shared understanding. 
 
    “So where do we go from here honey?  What are you saying baby?” came Jane’s quietly spoken question, putting the pressure back on me, just what I didn’t want, my own mind still confused. 
 
    “Jane honey, I honestly don’t know.  I don’t have all the answers baby, I wish I did.  I just know that we have to be honest with each other, because I think we both know that things have changed over the last few hours.” 
 
    I won’t repeat word for word all of the conversations that Jane and I had over the rest of the weekend.  We discussed all manner of choices and options before we finally came up with a plan that we were both okay with.  And I choose my words carefully, because it was a plan that both Jane and I were only ‘okay’ with.  It was far from perfect. 
 
    One of the options we discussed, which was a suggestion Jane made, that we ask Liam to move out.  This suggestion arose from Jane during one of the times she made me describe the negative parts of my feelings.  As I described my jealousy, hurt and humiliation, I could see from the look on her face that Jane hated the idea that she’d caused me this pain. 
 
    I did think about Jane’s suggestion for a few seconds, before I realized that we couldn’t do this as it would have been deeply unfair to Liam, and that this just wasn’t who Jane and I were as people.  After all, however much my feelings might have been hurt, I’d given Jane and Liam permission at pretty much every stage.  So how could it be fair to then throw the guy out? 
 
    And so, it may not have been rocket science, but the best plan that Jane and I felt we could come up with was for Jane to text Liam that it was okay for him to come back to his room, that I wouldn’t kill him, and that we would talk about what had happened. 
 
    The second part of our plan was really nothing more than saying that, once we’d all talked, we’d then see how things went.  We wouldn’t rule anything in or out, but we’d just wait to see how things felt and developed, with the critical thing being that Jane and I promised each other we’d talk honestly, both agreeing that neither of us would want to do anything that would hurt or cause a problem to the other. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 7 
 
    Someone a long time ago coined the expression “suck it and see”, and with Liam moving back in on the Sunday evening, that expression pretty much sums up the plan that the three of us put into action. 
 
    That Sunday night, however awkward we knew it would be, we knew that we had to talk things through with Liam.  At first, he was more than a bit nervous, but as he realized we weren’t going to kick him out and picked up on our reasonable tone, he relaxed. 
 
    Jane and I had agreed to be totally honest and transparent with him, and so we explained that while we had enjoyed some parts of Saturday’s events, other parts had been difficult for us, and that we felt that things had just got out of hand, and that we wanted a period of normalcy and calm between the three of us in the house, and that we’d see how things went from there. 
 
    Maybe unsurprisingly, Liam seemed encouraged by what we were telling him, because as he later explained to us, we weren’t saying that nothing could ever happen again between Jane and him. Just that we had to take things a bit slow and see how it went. 
 
    Things slowly returned to a kind of normalcy over the next few days. As each day passed it became easier for Jane and me to push to the back of our minds what had happened that fateful Saturday afternoon.  The two of us making a point of keeping talking to each other to test the temperature. 
 
    At first this was really just about checking in that we were each okay.  Jane making sure I wasn’t insanely jealous of seeing her and Liam living under the same roof and interacting on a daily basis.  And me checking in that Jane wasn’t feeling too weirded out or awkward around Liam, or conversely wasn’t about to lose all control and give in to temptation and drag him off to bed. 
 
    In the first days, they made sure to keep everything friendly but proper between them.  But as the days passed, I noticed that gentle flirting started up again between Jane and Liam, as they each got more comfortable with the situation.  Honestly, it’s difficult to say who initiated it, I guess it was mutual. 
 
    In line with our agreement I commented on this to Jane one night in bed one night and she blushed and told me that I was right, and asked if I was okay with it? 
 
    Before I’d even raised the subject, I’d thought about how I felt, and so I smiled and told her that yes, I was okay with it, and that it actually turned me on a little. 
 
    This made Jane smile back at me, teasing me that then maybe she’d amp it up and see if I was still okay with it.  She said this in a jokey manner, but I knew that she was serious.  That if and when she checked in with me and I continued to be okay about it, then she would indeed make the flirting even more obvious and pronounced. 
 
    And so, during that second week, Jane and Liam did amp up their flirting in several ways.  I noticed Jane again started to dress in the same sexy way she had when Liam first moved into the house.  Back came the sexier and more revealing clothes, the tighter and lower cut blouses and tops, the taller heels and shorter skirts. 
 
    And for his part Liam started referring again to Jane as “the beautiful Jane” or “the sexy Mrs. Jarvis”, even within my hearing or when the three of us were in a room together. Getting no adverse reaction from me, he increased the compliments and would think nothing of letting me catch him looking lustfully at Jane. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    It was at the end of this two-week period of normalcy and then increased flirting that things suddenly took a leap forward. 
 
    It was a Saturday evening, what was it about Saturdays, and Jane and I were snuggled up on the sofa watching a movie and enjoying our second bottle of wine when Liam returned from his evening out. He was returning much earlier than planned, telling us that he’d come back early to save money as he was a bit short of cash this month. 
 
    No doubt feeling a bit sorry for him, Jane asked him to join us watching the movie and when he accepted.  By the time he returned from changing his clothes, she’d poured him a large glass of wine, handing it to him as he parked himself at the near end of the sofa on the left-hand side of our lounge.  (So you can visualize the scene, we have two large sofas in our lounge, arranged in an L-shape focused on the TV which is between the two sofas.) 
 
    The next half hour or so was fairly uneventful as the three of us watched the movie, sharing odd comments and jokes as you do. 
 
    During one of the commercial breaks, Liam got up to use the bathroom, and while he was out Jane turned to me, and biting her bottom lip with a nervous smile she asked, “Honey, do you think it would be okay if I cheered Liam up by snuggling up with him on the sofa while we watch the movie?” 
 
    Wow!  Where had that one come from?  To say she’d stunned me would be a huge understatement.  She’d really put me on the spot.  I’d been okay with the increased flirting between the pair of them during this last week, and I’d actually enjoyed it, but now Jane was suggesting a huge leap forward. 
 
    I felt saved by Liam’s return, and as he sat down and re-took his seat, I felt the pressure on me reduce as Jane gave me a funny little smile and shrug of the shoulders, as if to say, “Well what?” 
 
    As the movie continued, I found that I could no longer concentrate on it, I kept stealing a glance towards Liam on the sofa opposite us and imagining Jane snuggled up next to him rather than me. 
 
    I really couldn’t get this picture and idea out of my head, and so after several minutes of failing to shift this image, with a shaky voice I whispered into Jane’s ear a simple “Okay then.” 
 
    My wife beamed a happy smile at me, gently placed a soft kiss on my lips, then placed her lips to my ear and whispered, “If it gets too uncomfortable for you watching, just leave the room or tell us to stop honey.  Okay?” 
 
    Jane pulled back and looked lovingly into my eyes, seeking my final agreement.  My whole body shaking at the journey we were about to start again, I could barely speak, but I just about managed to croak a barely audible “Okay honey” to give Jane a second, final approval. 
 
    Jane’s nervous look disappeared, now replaced by a naughty and mischievous grin, and she kissed me again before whispering in my ear, “Okay honey, sit back and watch the show as your naughty wife and her toy boy have some fun.” 
 
    Looking at me a final time with an excited look on her face, Jane lifted herself up and walked the two or three steps that separated the two sofas.  Even over such a short distance, I swear she managed to get an extra wiggle into her walk, with me rather than Liam being the one who enjoyed the sight of her shapely ass wiggling provocatively. 
 
    Engrossed as he was in the movie, it took Liam a moment to realize that Jane was about to sit next to him on the second sofa, where he’d been sat alone. 
 
    Not surprisingly, he looked a bit confused at this development. 
 
    As she sat next to our young lodger, Jane noticed Liam’s look of surprise and confusion and smiled cheekily at him before placing a soft kiss on his lips, before pulling her head back slightly and looking into his dark eyes and telling him, “Dave and I thought you might need a little cheering up, and as you were sat all alone over here, we thought you might like some company.” 
 
    Liam still looked somewhat confused and unsure about the situation, looking across at me for guidance and assurance.  As his enquiring eyes briefly looked directly at me, Jane’s right hand gently touched Liam’s handsome young face and eased it around in her direction. 
 
    “Hey, you, I’m over here, Liam honey … not over there,” Jane gently chided our young lodger, again touching her lips softly to his, before pulling her head back slightly and saying, “Let’s just see how things go Liam baby … if Dave or I want to stop at any time, then we’ll just cool things down … okay?” 
 
    Liam’s confusion was rapidly disappearing, being replaced by a broad grin and a semblance of his normal confidence.  As Jane’s words sunk in, he grinned ear from ear, and no longer paying attention to me, he looked into Jane’s beautiful face and replied, “Sure, baby.” 
 
    He leant forward and kissed Jane softly, the softness and shortness of the kiss being a perfect match for the tender kiss that my wife had just given our young lodger. 
 
    What happened next took me by surprise.  I’d expected Liam to immediately focus on Jane and start making out with her as she snuggled up next to him on the sofa. 
 
    But after giving Jane a second soft and tender kiss, he placed his index finger on Jane’s lips in a sign for her to stay quiet, and then he turned back to look at me. 
 
    “Are you okay with this, Dave bro?” came his polite but firm question. 
 
    I wanted to speak, but no words would come out, and as I tried to say something but failed, it was Liam who spoke again, “Dave bro, I haven’t been able to stop thinking about your sexy and beautiful wife since we made love a couple of weeks ago.  And with Jane’s warm body pressing against me now, I ain’t sure if I’ll be able to stop … so if you don’t want me to make love to Jane, you better tell me now, bro ….” 
 
    There wasn’t any malice or arrogance in Liam’s statement, his voice was calm and very ‘matter-of-fact’, he was seemingly just telling me how it was. 
 
    I desperately wanted to say something to him, but still the words wouldn’t come. 
 
    With a grin now playing around his lips, he simply said, “Okay bro, then enjoy the show.” 
 
    Liam turned back to Jane, and this time the kiss they shared was anything but soft and brief, as the hunger for each other that they’d suppressed this last fortnight boiled over, as they kissed with a heat and passion that was almost frightening, their tongues exploring each other’s mouths with a deep urgency and need. 
 
    After a few minutes it was Liam who broke the kiss, pulling back so he could look into Jane’s beautiful eyes as he started unbuttoning the front of her blouse, until the two sides were parted and both Liam and I could enjoy the beautiful sight of Jane’s deep and busty cleavage, her two ripe breasts encased within the silky cups of her white bra. 
 
    Jane’s trapped breasts rose and fell from the urgency and vigor of her excited breathing as Liam gently pushed Jane’s unbuttoned blouse from her shoulders so that it fell back onto the sofa my wife and our lodger shared. 
 
    Liam kissed Jane softly and then with a haughty look on his face looked into her eyes and told her, “Jane baby, unhook your bra so Dave can see how much you want me and how hard your nipples are right now.” 
 
    Even in the low light of our dimmed lounge lights, I could see Jane’s cheeks color up from Liam’s dominant and assertive words.  But all the time holding Liam’s hungry and lust-filled gaze, Jane did exactly what our young lodger told her, reaching behind her back to unclip the metal hooks that held her bra in place. 
 
    As Jane lowered her now unclipped bra, her beautiful big boobs swung free into their natural position, and I immediately saw that Liam had been totally right, Jane’s nipples were rock hard and standing proud from her desire for the young student. 
 
    As Jane put her bra next to her on the sofa, Liam’s hands immediately reached out to weigh and then stroke both of Jane’s breasts.  As he gently squeezed and enjoyed their weight and shape, he continued to look deep into Jane’s eyes, but it was me rather than Jane he addressed, “Dave man, I’d forgotten just how beautiful Jane’s big boobs are.  I’m going to really enjoy playing with them as we make love in a few minutes.” 
 
    I don’t know if Liam was expecting me to say anything or respond in any way, but I didn’t.  I couldn’t.  It was like I was trapped, like a paraplegic in a body and with a voice box that wouldn’t work. 
 
    With every moment that went by without me saying anything or involving myself, Liam grew in his confidence and assertiveness.  Getting no response from his teasing about Jane’s boobs, he leant forward and starting sucking on my wife’s very erect nipples, alternating between the two, making sure to rub and tweak the nipple that wasn’t in his mouth at any time. 
 
    This was making Jane go crazy, as she moaned and her breathing quickened.  Liam whispered something in Jane’s ear, and I saw a smile appear on her face as she turned to look at me. 
 
    “Dave honey, is it okay if Liam takes me upstairs to fuck me?  We promise to leave the door unlocked if you want to come in and watch …” 
 
    I was still seemingly unable to say anything or act, so Jane gently uncoupled Liam’s mouth and hands from her boobs and came over to sit back next to me on my sofa. 
 
    There was a loving and tender look of concern on her face as she kissed me and asked me, “Are you okay with this Dave, darling? I don’t want you to be hurt and upset like last time, I’d rather we stop everything than go through that again.” 
 
    Seeing Jane’s love and concern for me greatly reassured me and knowing how much she wanted to go upstairs and have Liam make love to her, I knew I wanted to say yes and give Jane this pleasure she so badly wanted.  Somehow her love unblocked my words, and I managed to smile and say, “Yes honey”. 
 
    Jane gave me a final gentle kiss and disappeared upstairs hand-in-hand with Liam.  Watching them vanish upstairs together, I couldn’t stop myself thinking back to just two weeks ago, when Jane had been adamant that she didn’t want a repeat performance with Liam, she’d been so worried about its impact on me and on our marriage.  The sight of them heading upstairs together making me think how much things can change in two weeks.  That I’d been right to guide us down this path, as however mixed my feelings, it was infinitely better than Jane being unable to resist temptation and cheating behind my back with our well-hung lodger. 
 
    At first, I stayed downstairs and listened to the moans and squeals as once again my beautiful forty-one-year-old wife gave herself to our horse-cocked young lodger.  I got the sense that at first Jane was trying to keep the noise down and control what she said.  But with the door left open as she’d promised, as her passion built up, my wife lost control and was unable to control the noise she made or what she said. 
 
    I had truly mixed feelings as just a few minutes they’d gone upstairs, I heard the unmistakable sound of the headboard of our marital bed banging against the wall as the nineteen-year-old barista gave it to my beautiful wife with all eleven inches of his thick cock. 
 
    Sitting listening in the lounge, the soundtrack which had started quiet while Jane was in control of herself had soon become extremely loud.  With Liam slamming hard and deep into her, not only was I assailed by the sounds of Jane’s squeals and moans, what was both worse and also deeply erotic was the commentary she gave with her words. 
 
    Having totally lost control from the amazing pleasure Liam was giving her, between her sobs and moans, I soon heard Jane tell Liam various things that both hurt and excited me. 
 
    “Oh yes, yes, Liam baby, that feels so good … so deep baby …. I’d forgotten how huge you are …. You’re stretching me so good …. Yes baby … so good, so deep ….” 
 
    The commentary like this continued as I could tell that Liam was fucking Jane to several orgasms before he gave a loud roar, and I knew he was unloading himself deep inside my wife’s beautiful body. 
 
    And then, all went silent. 
 
    I paused and hesitated, not knowing what to do.  I sat there for what seemed an age, but what was probably in reality only a few minutes.  And then I felt an overwhelming need to know what was going on upstairs between Jane and Liam. What did this silence indicate? 
 
    I guess I could have gone upstairs and taken Jane up on her offer to watch them in the master bedroom.  But as I was now rapidly learning about myself, the secret pleasures of being the hidden voyeur held a strong pull for me. 
 
    So, I found myself once again disappearing to my den to turn on the CCTV cameras and watch what was happening between Jane and our nineteen-year-old lodger on my 22-inch monitor. 
 
    As the screen lit up, I could see that Jane and Liam were lying next to each other on the bed, propped up on their sides, gazing into each other’s eyes.  Although they were speaking in quiet voices, the quality of our security system meant I could pick up what they were saying. 
 
    Smiling into Liam’s handsome young face, Jane quietly told him, “Wow Liam, that was amazing.  I’d forgotten just how big you are and how amazing your cock feels in me.  How you make me cum so good.” 
 
    I’d defy any man not to enjoy such a compliment from such a beautiful and lovely woman as Jane, and Liam’s young face burst into a broad grin at the unreserved compliment my wife had just given him. 
 
    When he finally managed to stop smiling, he told her, “You know Jane honey, I’ve missed you these last couple of weeks.  It’s been like hell for me.  Seeing you every day, watching you flirting with me, but knowing that I couldn’t kiss you or touch you … it’s been really, really hard for me, Jane.” 
 
    Hearing his words, listening to the tone of his voice and seeing the expression on his face, the penny suddenly dropped.  For Liam, this was more than just sex.  I’m sure the sex was important for him.  But it was more than that.  This brash young student, who flirted with any pretty woman who crossed his path, had a crush on Jane, and by the sound of it, it was a king-sized crush. 
 
    I felt my stomach knot-up and twist at this realization, but I didn’t really have a chance to dwell on it as my attention was drawn back to the sights and sounds of the couple on the bed. 
 
    Jane reached out to gently touch our young lodger’s face, and smiling softly at him replied, “I know baby … it’s been hard for me as well, but Dave and I needed some time to adjust and sort things out, to get comfortable with the situation … I’m sure you understand.” 
 
    Liam looked thoughtful, leaning over to gently kiss Jane, before pulling back slightly to look into her eyes and tell her, “I understand Jane … I’m just letting you know, it’s been hard for me.” 
 
    Jane smiled gently at Liam again.  “I know, honey, but I think it’s been worth the wait … I think Dave’s comfortable with us now and likes the situation … so hopefully he’ll be okay if you and me get together as often as you want me.” 
 
    A surge of adrenalin washed over me, there were so many things to take in and process from this quite conversation that Jane and Liam were having. Their quiet voices making clear they didn’t expect me to be listening to them. 
 
    The way that Jane referred to Liam and herself as ‘us’ and way that she said she hoped I’d be okay if she and Liam ‘got together as often as he wanted her’ were triggers which made my heart leap right into my throat. 
 
    I suddenly realized the extent of the rollercoaster ride that I’d allowed us all to start back on, Jane’s words indicating clearly that I had no idea where this would end emotionally or physically.  With all of these dark thoughts going through my head, the couple just lay back looking into each other’s eyes for what seemed like forever. 
 
    I’d not planned this evening to happen or to restart things between them in even the smallest of ways.  But when Jane had taken the initiative, I’d nervously and excitedly given my consent.  Maybe foolishly only thinking of tonight, not considering the wider ramifications.  That I hadn’t just said yes to a cuddle on the sofa and then a one-off session upstairs, I nudged the rollercoaster off the top and it now had a momentum of its own, difficult to control or predict. 
 
    It was Jane who broke this tableau, as she raised herself of her elbows and told Liam to sit on the edge of the bed.  Liam looked a bit confused, not knowing what Jane wanted, but I knew better.  Jane was moving Liam into her favorite position for giving a blowjob. 
 
    Now sitting on the edge of the bed with his legs on the floor, Liam beamed happily as he allowed Jane to gently push his legs apart so she could take up position kneeling between his muscular thighs. 
 
    My wife smiled up at the handsome youth and without a word being spoken, took his now semi-erect cock in her hand and put his fat cockhead into her warm mouth.  Jane brushed her hair back behind her shoulders and continued to look into Liam eyes as her head started bobbing up and down on the youth’s huge cock.  Taking my mind all the way back to the fateful Saturday two weeks before when all the horseplay, dares and wine had ended up with Jane’s head in a similar position.  Nestled in Liam’s lap paying oral homage to his ridiculously large young cock. 
 
    Jane gives an amazing blow job, and Liam was soon telling Jane just how great it felt for him, which seemed to make Jane smile even more.  If you can describe it as a smile, her lips were stretched so taut around the fat width of his massive shaft. 
 
    After about five minutes of this performance, judging by Liam’s body language I think both Jane and I sensed that he was close to coming. 
 
    Still firmly grasping the youth’s huge horse cock, Jane took her mouth of him, and smiling at Liam told him, “As a reward for being so patient baby, I’m going to drink down all of your juices, and then when I’ve drained those big balls of yours, I’m going to get you nice and hard again and let you fuck me for the rest of the night until you can’t get it up anymore.” 
 
    Now Jane’s never been a prude or conservative woman, not possible for a nurse I think, but nonetheless, hearing these words coming from the mouth of the mother of my daughter truly shocked me, even after all that had gone before.  But things were moving so fast that I couldn’t dwell on my shock at hearing Jane’s words. 
 
    Jane’s warm and soft mouth, the feeling of which I’d knew so well, returned to Liam’s horse cock and as her head started bobbing up and down again, her right hand started playing with Liam’s big balls again. 
 
    One of the benefits of being married to a nurse is that she knows all about male anatomy, and as she often did with me, while Jane’s right hand played with Liam’s big balls, I saw her left hand go underneath his balls and although I couldn’t see it directly, I knew that hand was teasing Liam’s anus and probably massaging his prostrate. 
 
    Jane was able to do this as Liam was now so worked up that he’s grasped my wife’s beautiful face between his hands and was now virtually face-fucking her, so Jane’s hand was now freed to tease the youth’s ass. 
 
    I was shocked to realize that despite all of the thoughts and words that should have troubled me and caused me to break into the bedroom and stop things, my cock was even harder than on that first day. 
 
    Things were building to a crescendo as the youth’s hips moved back and forth with a frightening speed and ferocity as he face-fucked my beautiful blonde wife, until finally with a roar Liam yelled out, pushed his horse cock to the back of Jane’s throat. Holding Jane’s face firmly so she couldn’t escape, as he shot pulse after pulse of his virile young seed deep into Jane’s mouth and stomach. 
 
    I knew from Jane’s earlier words and her smile that there was no need for Liam to hold her head firmly, she had no intention of removing his shooting cock from her mouth, and every intention of drinking all of the seed her virile lover could produce. 
 
    As Liam’s huge cock visibly pulsed, I could see Jane’s throat moving back and forth as she drank down his seed, his eruption so plentiful that despite Jane’s eagerness to drink his seed, quite a bit of Liam’s potent seed escaped my wife’s mouth, visible at the corners of her mouth as it ran down her face. 
 
    Slowly the lovers calmed down, with Liam collapsing on the bed and pulling Jane on top of him as they kissed tenderly. 
 
    When he’d recovered enough, Liam managed to finally speak. “Jane baby, that was amazing.  No girl has ever blown me like that before.” 
 
    It was a mirror image of earlier, it was now Jane’s turn to grin broadly at the compliment, just as Liam had grinned earlier as Jane had told him how wonderful the sex with him was. 
 
    As she beamed happily, Jane told the youth, “I’m glad you enjoyed it, baby.  Like I said, that seemed a fair reward for you being so patient these last two weeks.” 
 
    They both laughed quietly, before Jane kissed Liam softly, telling him, “Now wait here for me like a good boy while I go and check in on Dave … and don’t go anywhere young man, as I’ve only just started with you … after all, you young guys are meant to be able to go all night and get it up on demand …. So provided Dave’s okay with it, I intend to get my money’s worth.” 
 
    Liam grinned broadly, “Sounds like a challenge, baby.  Are you sure you’re woman enough to cope me with me all night?  If you give yourself to me all night, you know, you might not be able to walk properly in the morning.  And you might be so stretched out that you won’t be able to feel Dave inside you when he fucks you.” 
 
    This challenge and counterchallenge could have gone on for some time, but Jane just chose to smile at her young lover, giving him a tender kiss. “We’ll see.  Just wait here for me while I check on Dave … that is, unless you’re too frightened.” 
 
    Before Liam had a chance to say anything, Jane was off the bed and heading out of the room and towards the den. 
 
    Jane knew me well enough to correctly guess that if I’d not taken her up on her offer to watch in the room, that I was probably watching from the den.  As the door opened, Jane padded barefoot and naked into the den, and there was an unmistakable moment of awkwardness between her and me, as we both blushed and momentarily neither of us knew what to say. 
 
    Unsurprisingly, it was Jane who spoke first, looking a little nervous as she asked me, “Are you okay, Dave, honey?  Are you okay that we started this thing up again?” 
 
    Again, a silent pause between us, as I struggled to find the right words. 
 
    Sensing she needed to do something to break the silence, Jane stepped towards me and stood directly in front of me, smiling down at me, her full breasts (with still very hard nipples) directly in front of my face, as I was still sitting and Jane was standing up. 
 
    Jane moved to sit side saddle on my lap, her arms going round the back of my neck as she told me, “Dave baby, this is only sex you know.  You’re my soulmate, lover and best-friend and you’re the only man I’ll ever love.” 
 
    Hearing these words melted my heart, and I found all of my earlier fears and worries disappearing.  With a warm wave of love and emotion for this wonderful woman rolling over me, I placed my arms around Jane’s back and pulled her close to me as we kissed. 
 
    I’m not quite sure where the words came from, but as we broke from our tender kiss, I smiled at the beautiful woman sat on my lap and told her, “Go get him champ.  Show that young man what a real woman can do.  Fuck him until he begs for mercy.” 
 
    Jane grinned, kissed me softly and ruffling my hair playfully simply said, “Message understood honey.  I’ll do my best to uphold the family honor.  See you in the morning, sweetheart.” 
 
    Giving me a final kiss as we exchanged one final tender look, Jane turned and padded her way out barefoot, retracing her footsteps as she returned to the arms of her young lover. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 8. 
 
    From their teasing conversation, they’d headlined the upcoming events as a contest to see who could out fuck who, and see who would beg for mercy first.  But what transpired over the rest of the night was very different to this. 
 
    It was around eleven p.m. when Jane returned to the master bedroom where Liam was waiting for her, and what took place between my wife and her young lover over the next ten hours was a real mixture of events that both excited me but also at sometimes made me jealous and worried. 
 
    When Jane rejoined Liam in our master bedroom, their first session started as a tender, slow-paced lovemaking session with plenty of kissing and slow, deep strokes from Liam’s huge cock.  But as his passion built up, so the session morphed into a more fast-paced and energetic fuck until, with the couple’s mouths locked together and Jane’s long  legs wrapped tightly around his ass, Liam pumped another loud of his seed deep into Jane’s body, causing me to think yet again about the need for the morning after pill.  Looked like Jane would be getting to know the pharmacist quite well before too long. 
 
    As the couple came down from their shared high, they snuggled up together, and I have to admit that I felt very jealous as once again I listened in on their private conversation as Liam repeated to Jane how much he’d missed her. 
 
    (Their quiet conversation was meant to be private and not for my ears.  Jane has never been very technical about electronics, and so at the time thought our CCTV’s system was video only with no audio.  During those months before she realized I could hear everything, Jane’s conversations with Liam were always totally frank and honest, reflecting her true thoughts and feelings, and in no way edited or modified to avoid hurting my feelings or to hide anything from me.) 
 
    As Liam told Jane how much he’d missed her a second time, Jane smiled at him and kissed him, then tenderly lay her head on his lean and heavily tattooed chest. 
 
    Liam stroked Jane’s long blonde hair as her head lay on his chest, continuing with his theme, “You know Jane baby, I never dreamt I’d meet anyone like you when I came here to LA to study.  I still pinch myself when I think of us here together in bed.  I mean, when you first came into Lava Java it was great, but never in a million years did I dream we’d be together like this.” 
 
    He continued, “I mean, from early on I knew, however much we flirted that you’re not the kind of woman to go behind Dave’s back, so I thought nothing could ever happen.  But here we are.  We’re living in the same house and your husband’s okay for us to be lovers. Wow.  All I can say is …. Wow.” 
 
    Despite the late hour (it was now around midnight) the bedside lamp was still on and so I could see Jane’s expression as she lifted her head from Liam’s chest and kissed him softly. 
 
    “I know Liam.  It’s pretty amazing.  Sure, I enjoyed flirting with you, but I never dreamed things would develop like this.  But just remember Liam honey, Dave’s my husband.  We can only do this as long as he’s okay with it and enjoys watching me and you together.” 
 
    There was a look on Jane’s face that told Liam that she was serious, and that he had to recognize the importance of her words. 
 
    Liam got it, and he nodded his head, giving his unspoken agreement to what Jane was saying. “I get it Jane baby.  And I’m cool with that.  I’m not a homewrecker, and I know Dave and your family comes first.  I’m just glad that you and I can get together like this.” 
 
    Jane seemed pleased at hearing Liam’s words, and she rewarded him with a tender kiss. 
 
    What started as a single soft, tender kiss soon developed into a series of soft kisses and I could see that even though he’d come three times already tonight, my wife’s nineteen-year-old lover’s cock was getting hard again. 
 
    Still exchanging kisses, Liam took up position between Jane’s legs and slowly pushed his huge horse cock deep into Jane’s body in one slow, deep stroke. 
 
    Now fully embedded balls deep in Jane’s body, Liam looked down into my wife’s face and asked her, “Well Mrs. Jarvis, how does that feel?  Is it what the doctor ordered?” 
 
    Jane had a look of utter contentment and satisfaction on her face as she luxuriated in the feeling of her pussy being stretched wide as she took that massive cock deep into her tummy. 
 
    Between deep breaths, Jane managed to reply, “Yes Liam baby … you feel wonderful inside me.” 
 
    Liam smiled.  “So have you missed me these last two weeks?” 
 
    Jane smiled, “Yes Liam honey … yes, I’ve missed you.  Missed you more than you can ever know.”  Ouch, hearing Jane’s words stung and hurt.  Her words maybe shouldn’t have surprised me, but it was more the way she said it, and that she’d not as openly expressed these feelings to me as she was now expressing to her young lover. 
 
    Liam slowly withdrew his huge cock, and then pushed it back deep in one smooth stroke, causing Jane to moan and sigh with contentment.  Liam repeated this a number of times, until he felt Jane’s long legs wrap tightly around the small of his back as she pulled him deep into her body. He was content to just rest there, his huge cock now fully embedded in her. 
 
    With a playful grin on his face, Liam asked, “So tell me Jane, who’s cock is best?  Brandon, Tyler, or mine?” 
 
    Jane grinned, and answered quickly, “Why yours is, sweet sir.” 
 
    But this was a sucker punch, as his next question showed, “And what about who’s cock is better? Brandon, Tyler, Dave or mine?” 
 
    Jane grinned, replying “That’s not fair Liam.  Dave’s my husband.” 
 
    Liam started to slowly saw and in and out with smooth, deep strokes of his thick eleven inches and smiled down at Jane, “I know you love him and he’s your husband Jane.  But I’m not asking about that am I.  I’m asking whose cock feels better inside you … Dave’s cock or my cock?  It’s got nothing to do with love … I’m just asking whose cock feels better … honestly.” 
 
    “It’s still not fair Liam … you’re asking me to be disloyal to Dave,” she replied. 
 
    Liam grinned, “Ah then, so you’re admitting my cock feels better, but you don’t want to say it because it would be disloyal.” 
 
    Jane blushed, “You tricked me, Liam.”, but despite her words, Jane wasn’t refuting the logic of Liam’s statement. 
 
    The young law student just grinning, “It’s okay Jane baby, it’s just a guy likes to know that he’s better than the competition.  Especially with a fox as hot as you who can have her pick of guys.” 
 
    “You make me sound like some twenty-something club hottie, Liam.  I’m a respectable married woman and mother of a college-aged daughter,” but Jane was grinning broadly as she said it. 
 
    “Okay, okay.  Just tell me once and I’ll drop it.  Just tell me that my cock feels better inside you than the other man in your life.” 
 
    I don’t know what had overcome Jane’s reluctance, maybe it was the playful banter and Liam’s compliment about how hot she was, or maybe it was that she’d already implicitly agreed anyway, but Jane’s original reluctance disappeared. 
 
    “Okay, okay.  Of the two men in my life, it’s your cock that feels better inside me baby.” 
 
    Liam grinned, and bent to give Jane a passionate kiss, before going for the kill.  “Say it, Jane, say his name.  Tell me my cock feels better inside you than your husband’s” 
 
    Jane looked at Liam with a quizzical look, as if she was trying to decide whether or not to say it, before with a look of resignation she replied.  “Okay, okay … yes, your big cock feels better inside me than Dave’s.  Happy now.  Now, can we move on …” 
 
    Liam was finally satisfied, and so he kissed Jane again, telling her, “I’m happy now that my woman admits that I’m the best man in her life” and then started to stroke in and out to give Jane her reward. 
 
    As I watched Liam’s ass rising and falling and heard the soundtrack of Jane’s oohs and aahs, my mind dwelt on the confession that Liam had just managed to coax from Jane. 
 
    In truth, even before she’d said it out loud, I guess I knew that ]it was true.  But nonetheless, hearing your wife tell another man that she prefers the feeling of his penis in her body is a strange and humiliating feeling, however much you might have known it before. 
 
    This feeling of jealousy mixed with humiliation rattled around my brain as the sounds and sights of Liam’s and Jane’s lovemaking played out in front of me. 
 
    Liam took Jane in various positions, with his lovemaking skills and horse-cock giving Jane another half-dozen or so orgasms before he shot another potent load deep into my wife, the lover’s kissing deeply as they shared this ultimate and profound intimacy possible between a man and a woman. 
 
    As the lovers snuggled after their lovemaking, the quiet (and assumed private) conversation started up again, and this time it was Jane who asked the first question. 
 
    Her head again resting on her young lover’s chest, Jane asked, “Liam honey, why did you force me to tell me that I prefer your cock over Dave’s, while we were making love?” 
 
    Liam’s answer was honest and direct, “Jane, I know that you love Dave not me … so it’s nice for me to know that at least sexually I can give you more pleasure.” 
 
    Liam’s answer gave Jane pause for thought, and I was waiting with bated breath to see what her answer would be. 
 
    Jane lifted her head to look directly into her young lover’s face, “You know Liam, it’s not a contest between you and Dave.  Dave’s letting me and you have this time together, and it really seems unfair to belittle him like that.” 
 
    Liam looked worried.  “Jane honey, I didn’t mean anything by it, and I’m sorry if you think it’s wrong.”  But then he continued, “But it’s just that biologically men are hard-wired to be competitive, no more so than when it comes to getting a mate and in the whole business of mating and sex.  You’ve got to know that’s true, right?  Surely you learnt that with all your biology and nursing?” 
 
    From the expression on her face, I could see that Liam’s argument had made Jane think.  I saw the tension leave Jane’s shoulders as she relaxed and responded.  “I guess.  I mean, I know what you’re saying about men and women in general is true.  It’s just I’m not sure how it’s relevant to the situation here and now, between you and me?” 
 
    Liam seemed happy at Jane’s half agreement. “It’s just Jane, like I said, I’m a man and in the heat of passion, like all men I’m coded to think about the competition for the woman I’m with … and in this case that’s a competition with Dave for you.” 
 
    He laughed as he said it, and Jane seemed to see the funny side also, so encouraged the youngster continued. “So, it’s nice for me to hear that my big cock gives my woman more pleasure than the man I’m in competition with … the man you love, Dave.” 
 
    Jane smiled, “Okay, okay, so now I get it … let’s just move on …” 
 
    And so for the next while, as they recovered, they talked about other things, with Liam asking about Alison, and about Jane’s nursing job and about how she and I had met, about our dating before we married. 
 
    As they talked, another, different, type of jealousy came over me. Both exciting me and making me jealous that Jane was sharing with this young man like this. 
 
    The rational part of my brain said this was just the kind of stuff she shared with anyone who was a friend, male or female.  But knowing that Liam and Jane were now “sexually close”, hearing them share this intimacy made me feel a weird mix of jealousy and excitement. 
 
    As this part of the conversation tailed off, Liam went back to the topic he’d already mentioned earlier that evening.  “You know Jane baby, I still can’t believe that I’m here in bed with you.” 
 
    Jane smiled, as she added a new revelation of her own, “Me neither Liam baby.  Who’d have thought that after so many years of just being with Dave, he’d allow me be with another man.” 
 
    Liam smiled, “Well all I can say is that I’m glad he did.” 
 
    Jane laughed, kissed Liam softly, adding “Me too baby, otherwise I’d have died without ever experiencing your beautiful big cock, Liam.” 
 
    Our lodger smiled, returning the conversation to one of his favorite topics. “Don’t get angry Jane baby, but I love it when you say that.  Just like I love it when you tell me you enjoy sex with me more than with Dave, and that you like my cock better …” 
 
    I’d thought that this might make Jane angry or upset, and in truth I felt a bit upset and let down by Jane’s reaction. Her earlier mild anger at Liam had gone, as she smiled at him, “Well baby, I can’t really deny it, and to be fair to Dave, he’s not been blessed by a cock as huge as yours and given his age, I can’t expect him to be as hard as you are or to keep hard for so long or so often …” 
 
    Ever the trained nurse and student of human anatomy, Jane was dissecting the topic into purely physical dimensions.  And if I’m honest, one thing that upset me hearing this was that I knew that every word my clinician of a wife said was true.  Liam had already come three times that night, which was twice more than I could manage at my age, and I had no doubt that given his age, his erection was no doubt a lot harder than mine.  And the whole point about size, well where to begin … 
 
    Liam smiled, retorting “So, size matters then, Jane baby.” 
 
    Jane didn’t look bashful or embarrassed as she answered her young lover.  “I think that’s just a biological fact for most women.  All the research shows women enjoy a thick penis that stretches their pussy walls and stimulates their clit, g-spot and nerve endings .. and if they can handle the length comfortably, well that’s great as well …” 
 
    Jane sounded so clinical as she discussed it, like a medical professor tutoring a class of first years in basic gynecology or sex studies. 
 
    Liam smiled and asked, “And what about Dave, how big is he down there?” 
 
    I felt slightly betrayed as there was no pause or hesitation before Jane gave Liam this very personal piece of information, which didn’t show me in a great light compared to the young man she was lying in bed with. 
 
    “He’s about half your size, baby, we measured him once and he was just over five-inches long and about half your thickness….” 
 
    Liam grinned, adding “Well now I get why you prefer my cock, Jane baby.” 
 
    I’d hoped and thought that Jane might have said something to defend my capabilities compared to this horse-cocked young man, but if anything, the opposite was true. 
 
    Still propped up on her elbow and looking into Liam’s handsome face, Jane’s left hand started stroking up and down Liam huge limp cock as she looked at the youth and told him, “You know Liam, in twenty years of nursing, I’ve never seen a cock as big as yours, baby.” 
 
    This made Liam smile again, “Well I guess it’s no surprise that Dave can’t compete then is it … that you prefer my cock to his …” 
 
    Jane’s hand was continuing to stroke Liam’s huge cock and he was now semi-hard, even though he’d come three times already, as she told him, “Don’t go on so, but yes, if you must know, your big cock does feel pretty amazing …” 
 
    Liam grinned, “and better than your husband’s cock?” 
 
    Jane smiled in a patient and tolerant way, “Yes, better than my husband’s.” 
 
    Liam was finally happy, and he caused Jane to squeal in surprise as he pushed her onto her back and started kissing her neck passionately and squeezing her big boobs, before positioning himself between my wife’s legs and entering her yet again, making love to her for the third time that evening. 
 
    For the next hour, I was treated to a sexual master class as despite his tender age, our nineteen-year-old lodger fucked Jane all over the bedroom in various positions, making her cum seemingly on demand with his monstrous cock, before finally he shot another load deep into her. 
 
    Their body language suggested they might finally rest.  By now it was indeed around 1:30 am and, with Liam having fucked Jane three times and given her countless orgasms finally they rested. 
 
    Hearing the restful rhythm of their breathing, I realized that the action was over and after a few minutes I snuck downstairs and sat with a single malt in my favorite armchair, trying to process what I’d seen over these last few hours. 
 
    I’d seen Jane with Tyler, Brandon and Liam before on that first, unplanned evening.  But there was something different, or several things, different about what I’d just seen.  The most noticeable was the closeness and intimacy between Jane and Liam that had been absent before. 
 
    With hindsight, maybe this shouldn’t have surprised me.  After all, both Jane and Liam’s anticipation and desire had been building up like a pressure cooker through these last two weeks, as they’d flirted as they tested the temperature with me.  But still, as I tried to process what had happened, their closeness and intimacy both excited and troubled me. 
 
    And I have to say that the way they’d discussed several times how much Jane enjoyed Liam’s massive cock and how she preferred his cock to mine left me with very mixed and confusing feelings - both troubling and exciting in a way that I really didn’t understand. 
 
    All of these thoughts banged round my head as I drank my single malt.  I was a huge cocktail of feelings, excitement, jealousy, humiliation, arousal, fear … and several more I can’t begin to describe.  It was only the fact I knew that Jane loved me so much that kept me sane as all of these thoughts whirled around inside my head. 
 
    After a second and then a third Whiskey, I dragged myself upstairs and, with Jane and her young lover sleeping in the master bedroom, I headed to the guest bedroom for the night. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 9 
 
    When I woke up on Sunday morning, I’m sorry to say my first thought was to check via the CCTV what was going on in the master bedroom between Jane and her young lover. 
 
    As I saw that they were still sleeping I had mixed feelings, both relieved and disappointed.  What the hell was wrong with me?  Allowing and helping Jane to have this great new experience, taking pleasure from this I understood.  But my own pleasure at their coupling and closeness went further than this and it was something I didn’t want to think about – it was just too damned confusing and opened too many lines of thought that led to places I didn’t want to go. 
 
    I went downstairs to make myself coffee and cook breakfast.  As I fired up the cooker, I was struck by a strange dilemma, should I cook for three?  It seemed more than a little humiliating and submissive to cook breakfast for the young man who had just spent the night fucking my beautiful wife better than I ever could. 
 
    But to not cook him and Jane breakfast struck me as small minded and petty.  In the end my decency and better nature won out and I cooked for three.  
 
    I’d just finished my own breakfast when Jane entered the kitchen, and as I turned to greet her, I saw her electric smile, telling me and anyone else who saw it how great a night she’d had, and how satisfied and contented she was after her night in bed with her young lover.  They say that women have a certain glow when they’ve just received sexual gratification, well boy was Jane glowing that morning.  It pained part of me to think this, but I couldn’t deny it was true. 
 
    Jane sat on my lap, put her arms round my shoulders and gave me a big kiss, “Thank you baby.  Thanks for letting me and Liam enjoy each other last night.” 
 
    Manners are deeply engrained, so despite my mixed feelings I simply replied with the standard, “You’re welcome.”  Jane rewarding me with a warm smile, before a look of mild concern and worry came on her face. “Dave honey, are you still okay with what happened last night, between me and Liam?” 
 
    I paused just for a few moments to gather my thoughts and choose my words, but this only increased my wife’s look of worry. “Honey, I’m fine with it.  I’ll be honest and admit that sometimes I did feel jealous and stuff … but in general I enjoyed it and I’m glad you had a great time … so yes, honey, I’m still okay with it.” 
 
    Jane’s face relaxed and she kissed me softly again, “I’m glad sweetheart, I’d hate it if we’d been having fun and you’d been upset and regretting it.” 
 
    Some part of me wanted to reconnect with Jane by teasing her. “Well, I could certainly hear how much you were enjoying yourself … and probably half the neighborhood could hear as well.” 
 
    Jane smiled and playfully tweaked my nose, “Well it wasn’t my fault honey, young Liam fucked me so hard and so good with that enormous cock of his.  I’d defy any woman to not shout the house down.” 
 
    Jane changed the tack of the conversation, asking, “So honey, did you watch all the fun and games from your den, like last time?” 
 
    Slightly embarrassed, I nodded my head. “Yes I did, and that’s how I know just how much you enjoyed yourself … I thought it as soon as you stepped into the kitchen, you’re positively glowing.” 
 
    Jane just grinned, with no thought of denying what I’d just said.  “He might only be nineteen, but that young man really knows how to show a girl a good time.  Hell, he fucked me so hard and long I thought I wouldn’t be able to walk this morning.” 
 
    I don’t know why, maybe because it was my only chance to be close to Jane these last few hours, but I suddenly changed the conversation to something less jokey and more intimate. 
 
    “Jane honey, you really get off on Liam’s big cock and the way he fucks you don’t you?” 
 
    Jane smiled again, with a slight blush appearing on her face, “I can’t deny it, honey.  I guess it’s like driving a Ferrari or something, it’s quite an experience.” 
 
    With Jane still sat on my lap, with her arms around my shoulders, looking more contented than any woman had a right to be, I mulled over whether or not to tell Jane that I’d heard the quiet words that Jane and Liam had exchanged about missing each other and Jane’s admission to Liam that she enjoyed his cock more than mine. 
 
    These words didn’t threaten or undermine Jane’s love for me, but they did prey on my mind, and part of me wanted what they’d said out in the open so that we could discuss them.  But another, strange part of me enjoyed the secrecy and so I didn’t let on that I knew about these parts of their evening together.  
 
    My deliberations were interrupted by the kitchen door opening and Liam entering the kitchen, grinning ear-to-ear and wearing one of my white dressing gowns, which wasn’t tied and so hung open, displaying his huge limp dick hanging between his legs, swinging lewdly as he walked over to the table. 
 
    Jane turned to look at him, and as he reached where we were sitting, Liam just smiled more, leaning down to kiss Jane, greeting her with a cheery, “Morning gorgeous.” 
 
    He then continued on to the counter-top and poured himself a coffee, before turning back to face us and addressing me.  “Dave man, I just wanted to say thanks for last night.  I know it might be hard sometimes, so I just really wanted to say thank you for letting Jane and me get together and spend the night.” 
 
    Again, as my brain scrambled for some meaningful words that really represented what I felt, good manners took over and I muttered a trite, “You’re welcome.” 
 
    Liam sat down at the table opposite me, and just raised his eyebrows in a kind of “what now” expression.  There seemed to be an awkwardness, and it was Jane who broke the silence as she kissed me, removed her arms from around my neck and slipped down from my lap and headed to the countertop as she asked Liam, “Do you want some of the food Dave’s cooked, honey?” 
 
    Liam smiled, “Sure, that would be great Jane.  After all, you made me burn a hell of a lot of calories last night, so I’d better put some energy back in the tank if I’m going to be any use to you later.” 
 
    And there it was.  Or rather, should I say, there he was, the flirty, slightly cocky young guy who’d flirted with Jane over the last year or so every time we went into Lava Java.  He was back.  The same cocky young guy who’d told me last night how hard Jane’s nipples were from her excitement for him, and who’d told me how much he was going to enjoy watching Jane’s big boobs swinging as he fucked her hard, warning me that if I wasn’t okay with things I’d better stop things early as both Jane and he would soon be past the point of no return. 
 
    Jane blushed, as she started to put some of the food I’d cooked on Liam’s plate. 
 
    As she walked over and put the plate of food next to him, Liam gently took Jane’s wrist and pulled her so that my beautiful wife was now sitting on his lap. 
 
    The symbolism was clear.  When he’d come into the room, Jane had been sitting with me. Now that Liam was in the room, he was clearly marking his territory and telling me that Jane was now his – ‘his woman’. 
 
    Liam looked over at me, and the look on his face was difficult to read.  It wasn’t distinctly threatening or challenging.  Rather it was more of a look to ask, ‘is it okay if we share Jane?’ 
 
    “Is it okay if Jane sits with me a while Dave, like she did on the sofa last night?” he asked out loud. 
 
    Despite my mixed feelings, I continued by submissive habit of hiding my feelings and going along with it. “I guess,” came my brief reply. 
 
    “Thanks, man,” he replied as he gently turned Jane’s face to his and gave her a tender kiss. 
 
    “Whew … that was some night Jane … you were amazing baby,” Liam told her, speaking to my beautiful wife almost as if I weren’t there at all. 
 
    Jane smiled at Liam, teasing him, “You weren’t so bad yourself, baby.” 
 
    Liam’s hands were wrapped around the back of Jane’s back in an unmistakable gesture of possession, but he brought his right hand up and slipped it inside the sheer red material of Jane’s shorty nightie to cup her full breast.  Even through the thin material I could see him rolling Jane’s nipple at the same time as he cupped her breast, causing Jane to emit a low moan of contentment. 
 
    “Does that feel good baby?” came Liam’s simple question. 
 
    “Mmm,” Jane moaned by way of reply. 
 
    Liam just grinned even more, if that was possible, and continued to roll and tweak the nipple of my wife’s right breast. 
 
    Then he undid the silky red tie that was holding the nightdress closed, and pulled the two sides of the top apart, turning to look me in the face, “Dave man, I have to say your beautiful wife is a real hottie.  Look how excited she is.  I fucked her three times last night ... but wow … look how hard her nipples are.  My buddies at college always told me nursing students were insatiable, something about no hang ups about the human body, but until now I thought it was all just bullshit.  But, wow, if all nurses are like your beautiful wife, it’s gotta be true.” 
 
    His monologue complete, he leered first at me and then back at Jane while still speaking to me.  “Hey, Dave.  I think your beautiful wife wants some more of Liam and his huge young cock.” 
 
    Looking back now, the whole conversation and situation was surreal.  Sitting in our kitchen, after all these years of raising a family and happy monogamous marriage, watching as a super-hung young kid played with my wife’s body and told me how much my wife wanted him physically. 
 
    But at the time, despite some strong feelings of embarrassment bordering on humiliation, I’m ashamed to say that my own cock was hard as a rock as I watched this erotic but weird scene develop in front of me. 
 
    Liam and Jane were soon locked in a deep and passionate kiss as Liam switched to using both his hands to play with Jane’s big boobs.  As they continued making out, sat right in front of me in our kitchen as if I weren’t even there, Liam managed to remove Jane’s matching red panties and he gently eased Jane’s legs apart so that he could start to play with her pussy with one hand, while the other continued to roll and tweak one of her nipples. 
 
    As he did this, Liam pointed at Jane’s pussy and turned to address me, “See Dave … see what a mess my big dick made of your wife’s pretty little pussy last night … but I have to tell you man … boy did your old lady enjoy herself last night … she couldn’t get enough of me man … she kept coming back for more …” 
 
    As he said this, Liam’s tone of voice wasn’t confrontational or aggressive, it was still strangely “matter of fact” … just like one buddy to another … just telling me how it was.  Bizarrely enough, looking back later, it reminded me of how friends brag to each other in the locker room the night after one friend has pulled and scored with a particularly hot woman. 
 
    So, as I listened to Liam’s words, they did make me blush and feel more embarrassed, but there was little feeling of anger there.  Nor could I deny the truth of what Liam was telling me.  I knew from watching them with my own eyes how keen a participant Jane had been in their long lovemaking.  I’d heard with my own ears how Jane had told Liam how she preferred his huge cock over my half-size cock and that sex with him was better than with me. 
 
    With his hand still on Jane’s pussy, Liam continued his teasing. “Hey Dave, I hope I haven’t ruined Jane’s pussy for you, man … I mean, she’s pretty stretched out from ol’ Liam at the moment … but I think she’ll go back to normal after a bit …maybe.”  His young features borderline taunting as they sat below his closely cropped peroxide blond hair. 
 
    Looking at Jane’s pussy, all puffed up, her red and distended lovelips still shaped open in the shape of an ‘O’ from the size and duration of Liam’s penetration, I couldn’t argue with the young stud’s description of ‘making a mess’ of Jane’s pussy.  And I did wonder if her stretched out pussy would return to normal, and whether or not she’d be able to feel me inside her when we next made love. With the natural follow-on thought of whether or not she’d still enjoy my cock after Liam’s monster cock? 
 
    Liam took a break from teasing me so that he and Jane could make out some more, and then with Jane still sitting on his lap, without warning he stood up, picking up my wife with him.  As he stood up, I saw that his previously limp cock was now painfully erect, as it stood huge, hard and erect underneath Jane’s shapely backside. 
 
    Liam then placed Jane on a clear part of the large oak kitchen table, and making a show of parting the two side of her nightdress to reveal her heaving and excited breasts, he turned to tell me, “Hey Dave … As a thank you from Jane and me to you, this time I want you to have a front row seat as I pleasure your beautiful wife … it’ll be better than watching us from your den man … and it will be hot for me and Jane to have you here watching …” 
 
    Again, I was torn, was Liam taunting me, or just telling me the straight up truth? 
 
    Either way, my submissive reaction to this young guy continued as I stayed in the kitchen, standing there watching as Liam once again fucked Jane to several intense orgasms with his huge horse cock. 
 
    Liam had been right.  Standing right next to them both, the experience was even more intense than when I’d watched the lovers from via the CCTV.  It was more intense in both a good and a bad way, amplified and heightened in every way.  For any man, being able to see the look of ecstasy and arousal on your wife’s face as she takes a cock much bigger than your own so deep into her body is a bittersweet mix of erotic and pain.  Watching the woman you love cumming over and over from the expert lovemaking of a young guy less than half your age defies description.  Seeing up close and personal how strongly your wife’s body responds to the touch of a young stud and the way her pussy is stretched wide open and probed so deeply by his enormous cock is an experience never to be forgotten.  
 
    But as I watched, my cock was painfully hard, my excitement was mixed with jealousy, knowing that I had never and could never pleasure Jane in this way.  These thoughts and feelings mixed with fear, fear that Jane would fall in love with this young man and the pleasure he could give. That one day I’d lose the woman I loved to this horse-dicked young guy. 
 
    Despite my jealousy and fear, I knew that it was only me that Jane loved now, but I did fear where this thing might head over time. 
 
    All these thoughts and fears were there, interwoven with the eroticism and excitement of watching my wife and best friend being part of what was, to all intents and purposes, a sex show put on for the benefit of me. 
 
    My worries and thoughts were interrupted, when I heard Liam temporarily pause in his fucking of Jane with his cock fully embedded in Jane’s body as he turned to me and asked me, “Dave man, do you want Jane to tell you how much she enjoys my huge cock?” 
 
    Reflecting later I realized the cleverness of Liam’s approach, maybe no surprise as he was studying to be a lawyer.  If he’d directly told Jane to tell me how much she was enjoying him, she would probably have stayed silent, worried about hurting my feelings.  But by asking the question to me, of did “I want” to hear how she loved it, he’d changed the dynamic, and put me on the spot. 
 
    I was temporarily dumbstruck, not knowing what to answer, so Liam repeated the question. “Hey Dave, what do you think?  Do you want Jane to tell you how hot it is?” 
 
    Again, I couldn’t speak.  Instead, as if someone else was controlling my unruly body, I was aware that a strange “ahah” sound came from my mouth and my head nodded.  As if someone else was controlling it 
 
    Liam smiled at my barely discernible answer, gave Jane another deep pump or two of his monster cock before turning to her and telling her, “Go ahead, Jane baby, your wonderful loving husband wants you to tell him how much you’re enjoying his gift to you … the gift of letting you have my big young dick inside you, pleasuring you like nature intended.” 
 
    Jane’s eyes had been closed until this point, as she luxuriated in the feeling of being stretched wide open and taking all eleven inches of Liam’s cock so deep in her body. 
 
    As her eyes opened, she looked momentarily confused, so Liam gently repeated himself, “Go ahead, Jane baby, Dave just told you he wants you to hear how much you’re enjoying having my big young dick inside you.” 
 
    Still looking confused, Jane looked across at me for confirmation, and although I didn’t manage to speak, something in my expression must have given her the confirmation she was after, as she smiled back weakly. “Dave baby, Liam’s right.  Thanks for letting me do this … because Liam feels wonderful inside me … I know it’s not fair … but his huge cock is indescribable … he’s stretching my little pussy so good … and he’s so deep in my tummy … I never knew sex could feel like this … thanks honey, thanks so much baby …” 
 
    I knew that Jane’s words about “I never knew sex could be like this” weren’t meant to hurt or belittle me, but still hearing these words stung, because without saying it, Jane was saying that Liam was giving her more pleasure in sex than I’d ever managed in all our years of marriage. 
 
    I felt a bit sorry for myself as these words rolled around my brain, but my self-pity was interrupted as Liam continued his clever and manipulative word games. “Jane honey, Dave wants to know the truth … who’s cock do you prefer? …. My big horse cock, or your loving husband’s normal-sized dick? … Remember Jane baby, he wants to know the truth, no secrets between a husband and a wife, right?” 
 
    I could see the torment and hesitation on Jane’s face as she tried to work out what to say.  Despite some of my own negative feelings, as I saw that look on Jane’s face, I took pity on this wonderful woman and told her, “Jane baby, it’s okay sweetheart, I can cope with it, tell me the truth honey … Liam’s right, no secrets between us … you’ll only be telling me something I already pretty much know.” 
 
    Immediately I saw the look of relief on Jane’s face as I’d given her permission to tell me the truth.  It was like the flood gates had been opened as Jane blushed and looked over at me, “Forgive me Dave honey … I love you with all my heart baby … but Liam’s right … he got me to tell him the truth last night … that his cock does give me more pleasure ….” 
 
    In a surprisingly soft voice, Liam gently pushed Jane to complete her confession, “Jane baby, you’re nearly there .. but say it, say the words, who’s cock is it that you prefer my cock to?  Say it Jane …” 
 
    Jane turned from looking at me to look at her nineteen-year-old lover who was gently pushing her, and his next words surprised me in their honesty and directness.  With Jane looking at him almost begging him to stop, Liam said, “It’s like I told you Jane, I know it’s only Dave you love, that’s why I wanted to know who gives you more pleasure … it helps me know that I’m not just some fuck toy for you and Dave to play games with ….”  Revealing a surprisingly sensitive underside to his brash personality, reminding me this guy didn’t just want to fuck my wife as often as he could, he also had a king-sized crush on Jane. 
 
    Before she turned to look at me, Jane’s expression softened, looking tenderly at Liam and telling him, “Okay honey, I get it, as it means so much to you …”, and then she turned to look at me. 
 
     “Dave honey, forgive me sweetheart, but what Liam wants me to tell you is that I prefer his big cock to your cock baby … that he gives me more pleasure … and that’s important to him, that he knows he pleasures me better than you, that I enjoy his cock more than yours, because he knows it’s only you that I love ….” 
 
    Jane’s last few words provided a really important balance and sense of relief for me, at what would have otherwise been an extremely painful thing to hear.  But with Jane’s last words, it was reduced to just ‘mildly’ painful to hear Jane’s admission that she much preferred Liam’s cock and his lovemaking over mine. 
 
    Seeing in her face how much it had cost Jane to say this, a feeling of love and pity swept over me. Despite my own mixed-up emotions, I reached across the table to hold Jane’s hand. “It’s okay honey … what matters is our love … I know any woman would enjoy Liam’s huge cock … and after all, I was the one who gave you permission to enjoy him …” 
 
    Jane smiled lovingly at me as she heard my kind words, my words removing a huge weight of guilt from her shoulders. She gave me a soft kiss, whispering to me so that only we could hear, “Thank you baby … I love you so much…” 
 
    Jane and I shared an intense and loving moment, as only a couple who loved each other for so long can, and I stroked some matted hairs from her forehead, telling her, “It’s okay baby … I know you love only me … I want to watch while the woman I love gives herself totally to this young hunk and enjoys his huge cock … let yourself go baby … I want to watch you in ecstasy as Liam does you … okay honey, do this for me.” 
 
    Again, another unique and tender look passed between Jane and I, “Thank you baby, I love you …” 
 
    Somehow in my own mind, me giving Jane this permission stole just a little bit of the power and dominance back from Liam.  As if he wasn’t the only one who could take or give in this situation.  Conforming to myself that I still had at least some power in this situation, even if it was only psychological through Jane’s deep love and commitment to me.  He might be holding all the sexual power, but I still held Jane’s heart, with all that entailed. 
 
    Then Jane turned to look up at Liam and with a playful smile teased him, “Come on then big boy … show me what you’ve got … show me if you’ve got anything left in the tank … or did I empty those big balls of yours last night?” 
 
    Not surprisingly, Liam rose to the challenge, and for nearly the next hour I was treated to a sexual performance that was almost beyond compare, as he fucked Jane every which way that his imaginative brain and stamina would allow.  Hard and soft; fast and slow; on the table or standing up or on the kitchen couch; missionary as they kissed, cowgirl so he could play with Jane’s beautiful boobs, doggy style so that Jane’s boobs swung in time with his deep and savage thrusts into the very depths of her sexy body. 
 
    As a qualified CPA, I guess it’s in my nature to count things, so I kept score as Liam brought Jane to an amazing six orgasms before he roared and gave one final lunge, pushing all thick eleven inches deep into Jane.  Me standing there so close I could see his balls and the tube in his shaft pulse repeatedly as he shot another load of his potent young seed deep into my beautiful blonde wife, causing Jane to cum once again for an amazing seventh time. 
 
    As the lovers calmed down, they gazed tenderly into each other’s eyes, for a moment totally forgetting my presence in the room, they were so pre-occupied with each other.  I was beginning to feel a bit awkward and forgotten, but just then Jane looked across at me and tenderly asked, “Are you okay Dave honey?  Did you enjoy watching?” 
 
    Couples communicate so much with looks and non-verbal cues and seeing Jane’s tender and loving look as she checked if I was okay went a long way to reassuring me after the intensity of watching the sex between the two of them.  A type and quality of sex I could never hope to match. 
 
    Suitably calmed, I surprised myself with my next, unprepared and un-thought through words.  “I’m fine darling.  You and Liam are spectacular together.  You know I’m busy today  so why don’t you and Liam go upstairs and spend the rest of the day together making up for lost time over the last fortnight …” 
 
    Jane gave me a quizzical and hesitant look, “Are you sure honey?” 
 
    “I’m sure sweetheart.  Like I said, I am really busy as its year end. I know you and Liam have missed each other … so why don’t you make up for lost time while I finish off my work as quickly as I can.” 
 
    Jane still looked a bit concerned, “Well, if you’re sure honey …” 
 
    “I’m sure,” I replied as I stood up, gave Jane a kiss and a wink and headed up to my den. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 10 
 
    It must have been around 10 a.m. when I gave Jane that farewell kiss and wink, signaling clearly that I wanted her to enjoy herself. 
 
    For about the next nine hours my beautiful wife and her young lover enjoyed a wonderful time together.  At first, I tried to concentrate on my work, but it was an unequal struggle, because the truth was that I was far more interested in keeping tabs on Jane and Liam. 
 
    As I closed the door to my den, I turned the CCTV system on, telling myself I’d work and just occasionally see what they were doing.  But I was kidding myself.  As soon as the picture and sound came through, I spent most of the day glued to the feed, watching Jane and Liam together. 
 
    At times in the day, my mind wondered to why I was allowing Jane to sleep with another man, a man who could evidently please her in ways I never could.  And not only did I ask myself this question, but I also asked myself, “Why did I enjoy watching?” 
 
    The first time that Jane had gone with Liam, and Tyler and Brandon, my thoughts had focused on different things.  On Jane’s needs and desires as a red-blooded woman. On how I didn’t want to selfishly block the desires of the woman I loved, and that anyway, we probably couldn’t put the genie back in the bottle, and that if we tried it would probably harm our marriage. 
 
    But this time my thoughts often went to the whole question of why I was more than just a passive viewer, happy for my wife’s pleasure, wondering why I actually enjoyed watching Jane with Liam and the other guys. 
 
    That first time, part of it had been an inquisitiveness to see if Jane could take something as big as Liam’s thick eleven-inch horse cock into her body.  But now I well and truly knew that she could, and yet I still loved to watch her with Liam, despite the frequent strong feelings of jealousy and humiliation. 
 
    Thinking through why this was, apart from the thrill of watching any couple have great sex, I realized that deep down there was a masochistic thrill there.  I’d always known that Jane was a nine or a ten to my five or six, and I’d always questioned why all those years ago she’d chosen me over her other suitors.  So, there was some masochistic pleasure and by seeing Jane with another guy who evidently was better than me in a sexual way a sense of things finally being righted.  I didn’t doubt Jane’s love, which was the single thing that made the balance of pain and pleasure acceptable.  But there was something psychologically fulfilling about seeing Jane with ‘a better’ guy than me. 
 
    These were the type of thoughts going through my head during the rest of Sunday as I gave up the battle to try and work, instead watching Jane and Liam together for the rest of the day. 
 
    As soon as I’d left the room, Jane lifted her weary body from the kitchen couch, retrieved her red nightie from the floor and put it back on before tying the chord at the front so that her body was once again at least semi-decent, although her big boobs were still visible through the thin red material. 
 
    After they’d both eaten, they decided to spend some time in the pool as even though it was now late November, it was a warm Los Angeles day and so time in the pool was appealing. 
 
    At first Jane wore both bikini tops and bottoms, but after a while Liam persuaded her to go topless, telling her he loved to look at her beautiful big breasts and that, speaking as a trainee lawyer, ‘it was a crime to hide such beautiful breasts’. 
 
    Jane laughed at Liam’s joke and went along with the young student’s request. 
 
    For quite some time they just stood together at a place in the pool where Jane’s boobs were exposed just above the water, their arms wrapped around each other as they looked into each other’s eyes and chatted like the lovers they now were.  Just enjoying spending time together, just talking and being together, unaware that I could hear their quiet conversation through the sensitive microphones of our security system. 
 
    Looking into Jane’s beautiful face, Liam told her, “Jane baby, I still can’t believe Dave’s okay with this.  Hell, he let us spend all of last night together and now he’s pushing us together for all of Sunday.  I think I’ve died and gone to heaven …” 
 
    Jane smiled at her young lover, “Dave loves me, and he knows that you make me happy … and because of that he’s okay with us spending time together …” 
 
    Liam looked a little confused, “I guess, but it’s more than that … I get the unselfish love thing … but it’s more than that … he actually gets off on watching you and me together … on watching me make you cum more and better than he can …. What kind of a guy thinks like that? … That’s the bit I don’t get.” 
 
    Jane thought for a few moments before she tried to answer Liam’s question, “For as long as I can remember, Dave’s enjoyed watching me flirt with other guys … he’s always had a thing about me being more attractive than him and that in the natural order of things I should be with some other guy … a guy who is more handsome and masculine than him … and somehow, his enjoyment of watching you and me together links to this idea of … fulfils some deep-seated need for him.” 
 
    Jane continued, “Over the last couple of weeks, I’ve done some reading and there are quite a lot of guys like that … they’re called cuckolds … and they actually get off on watching their wives or girlfriends with other, better endowed, more virile men …” 
 
    Liam replied, “I’ve heard about guys like that … but I still don’t get it, if I was married to a girl like you, I’d never share you … or even let you out of my bed.” 
 
    Liam’s little joke made Jane giggle again, responding, “If I was married to you, I’d never want to be shared or get out of your bed, Liam, baby.” 
 
    My wife’s compliment brought a huge grin to Liam’s face, before suddenly turning more pensive, “You know Jane, I can’t stop thinking about you these last two weeks, it’s been hell for me.  I wish you were single so that we could date properly.” 
 
    Although they caused a huge knot in my stomach, Jane didn’t seem at all fazed by Liam’s words, in a calm and even measured voice telling him, “Liam honey, don’t be silly, I’m twice your age … and a guy like you can have any pretty girl his own age that he likes.” 
 
    Liam wasn’t easily diverted. “Jane, that’s just the point.  They’re just girls … silly, immature girls … you, you’re a beautiful, smart and kind woman … there’s a world of difference …. You don’t give your heart to a girl … you give your heart to a woman … a woman who loves you back …” 
 
    There was a look of tenderness on Jane’s face as she reached out to run her fingers softly down the length of Liam’s cheek, “Liam baby, don’t worry … you’ll find a woman to love ….” 
 
    “And what if I already have?” Liam replied bluntly. 
 
    Back on Saturday night, when I’d seen the look on Liam’s face as he’d told Jane how much he’d missed her, I’d realized that our nineteen-year-old lodger had a serious crush on Jane.  But now, hearing him indirectly telling my wife that he loved her took things to a whole new level, making my heart and pulse explode as I struggled to breathe. 
 
    The look on Jane’s face suddenly changed from calm to nervous.  “Liam honey, I’m married to Dave.  You can’t go round telling me you love me.” 
 
    There was a long, painful silence between them as they just looked into each another’s eyes.  Jane having the courage to speak next, “Liam, sweetheart, don’t take this the wrong way, but I think you’ve got a case of a perfectly normal teenage crush …” 
 
    Liam held Jane’s stare, now looking a little angry at my wife’s slightly patronizing response. “It’s more than that.  Ever since we first met at the coffee shop last year, my feelings got stronger every time I saw you.  And then when you and Dave offered me a room … well, I think that’s fate … and now knowing that Dave a cuck who likes for you and me to be together … well, what’s the chance of that, on top of the chance of me living here … you’ve got to think this is fate and meant to be …” 
 
    Jane stayed silent, not wanting to answer his words about fate, but continued to look into Liam’s face as he continued, “Jane baby, don’t get me wrong, I’m not saying I want to take you away from Dave … that’s not who I am … I’m just saying I want this to be more than just about sex … more than just ‘wham, bam, thank you ma’am’ … Jane, whether you acknowledge them or not, I have feelings for you.” 
 
    The silence returned, Liam looked all spent from his emotional outburst about his feelings for Jane, he and I both on tenterhooks waiting to hear Jane’s response.  And when Jane’s reply came, it was a bombshell. 
 
    “Liam, I’ll be totally honest with you.  Over the last year or so, whenever we flirted, I did enjoy it.  I liked the attention and all the compliments, and I’ll be honest, I always thought you were hot in a bad boy kind of a way. And sometimes when Dave and I made love, I’d fantasize that it was you who I was making love to.” 
 
    This made a big grin appear on Liam’s face.  Jane smiled before adding, “You can never tell Dave that.” 
 
    Liam took the hint, the grin disappearing to be replaced by a serious look as he sensed Jane had more to admit.  “So, when you told me that Saturday morning that you needed a place to live and Dave and I had been talking about taking a student lodger only the night before, well I managed to arrange it so that you’d be that lodger.  And honestly, I thought this would just take our little flirting games to the next level, and spice up my secret little fantasy a bit more … but that it would be harmless and that I could control events …” 
 
    Like me, Liam sensed a but …. 
 
    “But I couldn’t control things … and things have kind of gotten out of control …” 
 
    Liam could see from Jane’s expression - that although she didn’t use the words, that a part of her was unhappy about things. 
 
    “Jane, don’t look at me like that.  Dave is okay with this.  He’s given us his blessing, hell, he’s virtually thrown us together.  You may not have ever known it, but it’s his thing.” 
 
    “Yes, but would he feel the same if he knew about our feelings for each other?” 
 
    Liam was too smart a young man to miss the expression, only two short words, but ‘our feelings’ landed like a bombshell in Liam’s brain and also in my brain. 
 
    And from the way that Liam was suddenly looking at Jane, she knew the cat was out of the bag. 
 
    “Our feelings?” was all that Liam had to say. 
 
    When we talked about it later, Jane admitted that it was like a dam burst at that moment, as feelings and emotions which she’d not told either me or Liam about suddenly came out into the open. 
 
    Between sobs and tears, Jane started to explain and confess to our nineteen-year-old lodger. 
 
    “Ever since that first time together, I’ve not been able to stop thinking about you Liam.  I’ve not told Dave … but I can’t stop thinking about you Liam … I love Dave, but I just can’t get you out of my mind … and how it feels when we’re together … when we make love … when you’re inside me … when we kiss … when you smile at me ….” 
 
    I felt like my whole world was disintegrating around me, each word Jane said a new hammer blow to everything I’d thought was certain, everything I thought was special.  Like ninety-nine percent of people, I ignored anything positive in my wife’s words.  Her statement of love for me washed away in a tidal wave of fear as my panicking brain just heard every other word.  The floor was dropping out of my world, cursing myself that I’d been so stupid, cursing myself that I’d thought Liam was the only one with a crush. 
 
    Liam’s crush on Jane had been totally obvious to me, but I’d put her own feelings down as nothing more than enjoying great sex, nothing more than a beautiful middle-aged woman enjoying the flattery and ego boost of a handsome young guy interested in her over girls his own age.  In summary, flattery plus great sex, a pleasant diversion from everyday life, but nothing more. 
 
    But every tear that rolled down her cheeks, every word that she managed to sob out told me what a fool I’d been.  That Jane’s crush on our handsome young lodger was at least as big as his crush on her, my wife’s crush maybe even the bigger of the two.  Every time I replayed her words again, my chest felt like one of those thin vacuumed tin cans, crushed in by the outside pressures.  
 
    ‘Can’t stop thinking about you’ … ‘can’t get you out of my mind’ … ‘not told Dave yet’ … ‘when you smile at me’ … ‘when you’re inside me’.  
 
    Any one phrase by itself would have been bad enough, but the effect of such rapid-fire bullets tearing away at the flesh of my heart was truly devastating.  Leaving me wondering how things could have changed so much in the space of just two short weeks.  My inner voice telling me to not be so stupid, that this wasn’t just two weeks’ work.  This was a poison that had been spreading in my marriage for more than a year.  Since we’d first started going to Lava Java and the brash young barista had first noticed and started his pursuit of my beautiful wife.  When Jane had started enjoying and responding to the young guy’s flirting, secretly fueling her fantasy life. 
 
    The drama unfolding in front of me forced my aching heart to pay attention to events outside by the pool as Liam responded to Jane’s tears and confession of her feelings for him. 
 
    “What are you saying Jane?  Are you saying that you love me?” came Liam’s simple question. 
 
    “I don’t know Liam … I don’t know … it’s not like it is with Dave … but I can’t stop thinking about you and us and our times together …” 
 
    Liam looked at Jane with a mix of a smile and a look of concern.  Holding Jane’s hands tightly between his own, he knew how hard it had been for Jane to admit her feelings, both to herself and to him.  “It’s okay Jane, we’ll work it out” 
 
    Liam gave Jane a loving and tender kiss as they once again looked deeply into each other’s eyes. 
 
    Jane continued, “I feel so guilty and disloyal to Dave,” her words sorrowful and sad. 
 
    Liam tried his best to console her, “Jane baby, the heart wants what the heart wants.  You can’t control your feelings and emotions any more than you can stop the tide going out or the sun rising in the morning.  No one can.  I know you love Dave, but that doesn’t mean you can’t develop feelings for someone else.” 
 
    “What are we going to do Liam honey?” came Jane’s question in a small and barely audible voice. 
 
    Liam kissed Jane softly, and his next words took me by surprise. 
 
    “Jane baby, I know this is going to be really hard for me, but I think that you and Dave need to talk this thing through, and that I should go and stay with friends until you and him have discussed all this and worked it out.” 
 
    Jane seemed to brighten up upon hearing Liam’s suggestion. 
 
    They looked at each other silently while Jane tried to work out what to say. 
 
    “I know you’re right Liam, honey.” Trying to make a little joke to relieve the tension. “Where did a nineteen-year-old barista get such wisdom?” 
 
    Liam grinned, “I was just born old.” 
 
    Jane suddenly looked wistful, biting her lip before telling Liam what was on her mind. 
 
    “If you’re going to stay with friends while Dave and I work this out, I want us to make love one more time before you leave …” 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Jane had said that she wanted to make love to Liam one more time before he left.  But in the end, they made love three more times and it was around six o’clock before I heard Liam’s car pull out of the drive and I braced myself for what would surely be one of the hardest conversations of my life. 
 
    Even in the confused and bewildered emotional state I found myself, I’m embarrassed to admit that I couldn’t stop myself from watching the couple as they made love.  What was wrong with me? 
 
    As they made love I noticed a new closeness between them, a new intensity in the way they looked at each other and the way their bodies moved together. For the two of them, it made perfect sense.  Having both now confessed their feelings for each other, the extra closeness between them was only natural.  But what was truly bizarre was that although it hurt like hell, for some crazy reason that I couldn’t even begin to understand, it also amped up my own excitement and arousal. 
 
    But in the downtime between their bouts of lovemaking, I was left to watch their cuddling and whispered nothings and at the same time try and deal with my own feelings and thoughts. 
 
    Looking back now, nearly two years on, I realize that at this point I was on a voyage of self-discovery about my own cuckold and voyeuristic tendencies.  And that afternoon marked a significant milestone in me understanding what I did and didn’t want from Jane and our rapidly changing love, relationship and marriage. 
 
    Left alone with my thoughts, watching them snuggled up together in our marital bed, seeing the closeness between them after all the words earlier said, I realized that although the rational part of my mind worried hugely about where this might lead, the other part of me was actually excited and aroused by the increased closeness between my wife and her well-endowed young lover.   
 
    But even as I became aware of these bizarre thoughts, a loud voice was booming inside my head ‘stop it, you fool, stop it’, but there was a new and growing part of me that didn’t want to stop it.  A part that used Jane’s love for me as a safety rope, as like some kinky ambulance-chaser I sat entranced as between the two of them they strengthened their own relationship and moved what Jane and I had closer and closer to the edge of the precipice. 
 
    I didn’t pretend to understand what was happening to me, and even with the safety rope of Jane’s love for me it was more terrifying than anything I’d ever known in my life to date.  To me, who’d always lived such a risk-averse and safety-focused life, it was like white-water-rafting, hang-gliding and freefall parachuting all rolled into one.  A strange and new excitement dominating the waves of fear that rolled over me the more I watched the two of them together. 
 
    During the last couple of weeks, since Jane’s first time with Liam and his buddies, I’d read a whole bunch of hotwife and cuckold stories on the web.  At first, I’d read them to try and understand my own strange excitement that first Saturday when I’d watched Jane with Liam and his two buddies.  Reading them giving me comfort and reassurance that my enjoyment of watching my wife may not be totally uncommon, that it was certainly a fascination shared by a fair few other husbands around the country.  I certainly wasn’t alone in this fetish, and as I read more and more it did give me a better understanding of both the excitement and pitfalls of this kind of marital sharing. 
 
    The more I read these stories and blogs, the more they excited me, my thoughts often going to the fact that a common element in nearly all of my favorite stories was when the wife developed an emotional attachment to her lover, and that the risk, or even reality, of the wife leaving her husband for ‘the better’ man was a key part of the story for me. 
 
    But this was real life, not a story.  Sure, many of the stories say that they are based on true events, but how many of them really are?  And so here I was, after twenty plus years with my beloved Jane, and I was seriously contemplating telling Jane that I was okay with her and Liam having feelings for each other, and that it actually excited me. 
 
    The conversation that Jane and I had to have was not the kind of conversation that should be quick and ill-thought through.  The ramifications and consequences of the conversation were too important for that. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 11 
 
    The conversation started that Sunday evening (Sunday 22nd November 2015, in Jane’s diary) but continued all week.  There was much soul-searching, many tears and heart-felt confessions. 
 
    Jane confessed about how she’d not been open with me about her fantasizing about Liam, and how she should have told me about this when we were thinking about offering him a room. 
 
    Jane told me, and I believed her, that a big part of her wished we’d never started this thing. 
 
    For my part I confessed to Jane how I actually found their increased closeness and feelings a turn-on, which was not to say I was blind to the risks, but as Jane had been open with me, so I wanted to be open with her. 
 
    Jane and I read together through my favorite stories, including robertl’s “Michelle” series (where the husband encourages his wife to fall in love with the various long-term boyfriends she has) and Max Sebastian’s ‘A wife on show’ (where a wife falls for a younger guy while pretending to be single on a dating show.) 
 
    At first, I think Jane thought I was just making it up, about how the emotional closeness got me excited, but the more we read together and discussed it, the more Jane seemed to realize I was telling the truth. 
 
    And with this realization, our conversations moved up a gear.  Jane now accepted that I would actually enjoy the closeness between her and Liam, so then she wanted us to discuss the potential dangers and pitfalls. 
 
    Jane had confessed to me that she didn’t love Liam, but that she was infatuated with him, thinking about him and their lovemaking for much of the day, and that if they carried on seeing each other there was every chance that she would fall in love with her well-hung young blond lover and want their relationship to be more than just sexual. 
 
    As she laid this out for me, she asked me the question I knew was coming, “Dave honey, this isn’t one of your fictional stories, you know.  This is you and me.  Dave and Jane Jarvis.  Alison’s mum and dad.  This is real life honey.  How are you going to feel in real life if I come home one day and tell you that you’re not going to see me for a few days, because I prefer to spend that time with Liam …because I love him?” 
 
    Hearing these words from Jane’s mouth, hard and unavoidable, was one of the most jarring and emotional moments in my life.  All of the emotional highs and lows of the last few weeks were as nothing compared to listening to Jane’s question, as she fixed me with a steady stare, and I knew that I was staring into the abyss. 
 
    From the way that Jane asked the question, informed by her intelligence and own self-awareness, I knew that although the question had been phrased as a hypothetical, it was part a prediction of what Jane expected might well happen.  Her young toy boy already had a king-sized crush on her, and she admitted to being infatuated with him, barely able to stop herself thinking about it.  It was hardly a leap of the imagination to guess where the next stop on the line would be for their relationship. 
 
    And so she was asking me now, really saying, ‘Dave, let’s not start down this road if you can’t pay the price that might be at the end of this road …’ 
 
    Hearing these actual words from Jane affected me more deeply than I expected.  I thought I knew how I was going to answer, but Jane’s words about this not being some fictional story caused me to stop and re-assess what I’d planned to say. 
 
    I’d planned to tell Jane that I’d be okay with the situation she described, provided I knew that she would never leave me, and that she’d always come back to me in the end.  That I’d be okay to share Jane with another man, provided that I didn’t lose her entirely. 
 
    But that was a planned reply which I’d come to while thinking by myself and thinking about how much this scene turned me on in all the stories I read. 
 
    But it was a whole different thing to sit there with a flesh and blood woman, the woman who I loved, with whom I’d raised a daughter, as she looked steadily into my face and told me that this was real life and could I really cope with what was likely to happen. 
 
    I started to give my planned answer, sticking to the thoughts and script I’d written in my head.  “Jane baby, as long as I know that even if you spend time with Liam, at the end of the day you’ll always come home to me, and that I’ll never lose you, that you’ll always put me first, then I know I’d be okay with it.” 
 
    That bit had gone to plan, with Jane listening patiently as I spoke.  But what Jane said in response totally knocked me of my stride.  Making me think deeply of the very real dangers we were taking, of the differences between real life and fantasy.  
 
    Jane’s words both intelligent and honest, with a few tears on her cheeks as she spoke.   
 
    “Dave honey, this is real life, not one of your web stories.  If we go down this route baby, I can promise you that I’ll never stop loving you.  But I’m not sure I can promise you that one day I wouldn’t want to put Liam before you.  This is real life honey.  They call it making love for a reason.  For me to sleep with Liam and let him into my body and take his seed, it’s a deeply personal and emotional thing.  And in truth, I can promise you that I’ll always love you, but if we go down this road, the truth is that neither you nor I know where this might end up emotionally.” 
 
    Jane was holding my hands and looking deeply into my eyes as she made this confession, and I was overwhelmed with a wave of love for this wonderful woman.  I was quite literally feeling torn in two.  I couldn’t deny the logic and force of Jane’s argument, but I also knew that I wanted this thing so badly.  It was like some weird monster or alien force had taken control of my body.  Two weeks ago I’d known I enjoyed watching Jane occasionally flirting with some guy or other.  But here I was just weeks later, like a wild-eyed addict so desperate for the promise of the new improved high that I was prepared to put all I held dear at risk.  Totally careless with the fact that I didn’t really understand what I was asking for, had no idea if the next hit might cause my final ruin.  All I knew was that I wanted it and that everything else paled into insignificance.  
 
    I couldn’t imagine life without Jane, it would break my heart and render my life meaningless.  But my addiction was so strong, that despite the risk, a huge part of me still wanted to do this thing. 
 
    All was quiet between us for a long time. 
 
    And then, out of nowhere, it suddenly dawned on me that all of the conversation had been about what I could or couldn’t cope with.  I don’t know if this was just accidental or was Jane’s intention.  But my mind suddenly went back to all of our talks after Jane’s first time with Liam and his buddies. 
 
    Jane’s line of reasoning was inexorably leading us to a place where we’d end this thing with Liam.  This realization causing all of our earlier discussions to come flooding back into my mind.  Of how Jane and I had talked about ‘not being able to put the genie back in the bottle.’ Of how I didn’t want to be the man to deny the woman I loved the amazing sexual pleasures she’d now experienced.  Of how we’d agreed that trying to stop this newly freed monster also held deep dangers for our marriage, that Jane might be tempted to go behind my back. 
 
    With a genuinely open mind, I reminded Jane about all of these things we’d said before, and asked her what she thought?  How did these thoughts and facts fit within the decision that we were trying to reach? 
 
    It was now Jane’s turn to look thoughtful, trying to work out what she could and couldn’t cope with.  After several long minutes of contemplation, from the look in her eyes I could see that Jane had reached some kind of conclusion.  “Dave baby, if we decide to end this thing with Liam, yes of course I’ll miss it.  Liam is an amazing lover and that huge cock of his has given me pleasure and sex like I’ve never experienced before.” 
 
    “And honey, it pains me to say it, but if we do stop it then yes, I’ll be losing sex that is better than you and I have ever managed”, she paused to check her words hadn’t hurt me too much, “but at the end of the day I believe I’ll get over it, because I’d be with the man that I love and our sex might not be as amazing as with Liam, but it’s still pretty damn good.” 
 
    Jane was done, her last words going some way to salving my hurt male pride. Now I knew that it was my turn to speak. “Jane baby, I love you with all of my heart, and thank you for being honest with me that you’ll always love me but that you can’t promise me that one day you’d not put me before Liam or leave me.  I wish you could make that promise, but I know you’re right, it’s not a promise that can be made.” 
 
    Jane looked at me, clearly wondering where I was headed.  “And Jane honey, I know you’re right when you say that it would be hard but that you could probably get over Liam.  But here’s the crux of the thing.  I don’t want to be the guy who denies you that pleasure.  A pleasure that you’ve now known.” 
 
    There were tears in Jane’s eyes (but tears of love this time) when I continued.  “I don’t want to be that guy, Jane.  I love you.  And of course, I know we’re taking a risk, but knowing how much we love each other, and knowing how much I want you to enjoy what Liam can offer, even knowing that risk, I still want to do this.  Honey, yes, part of it is for me, but a bigger part of it is for you.  I love you baby and I want you to have it all.” 
 
    Jane burst into tears, hugging me tight as we both cried our eyes out.  Jane might have been fantasizing and lusting after Liam secretly for the best part of a year, and I might have become an eager convert to this lifestyle.  But neither of us had planned this thing, not like this.  So, it was only natural that the emotions poured out of us, both recognizing the huge enormity of the things we were discussing, of the decisions we were taking. 
 
    But as Jane recovered, I steadied myself, knowing that there was at least one final part of the conversation.  “Jane, I’ve been straight with you.  Now you need to be straight with me.  I’ve told you what I want and why.  We’ve always been a team of equals from day one, so I need to know, honestly, what it is that YOU WANT.” 
 
    Jane paused, trying to collect her thoughts, and then gave me her answer. 
 
    “Dave baby, I never want to lose you.  I don’t want you to think that the picture I painted earlier is what I plan or want.  It’s just I think we both needed to think through the worst case of how things might end up.  But baby, I love you and I never want to lose you.” 
 
    It was my turn to wonder where Jane was going with her answer. 
 
    “And so, if you’re really okay with how things are and how they might develop, then yes, honey, I do want to carry on seeing Liam.” 
 
    Jane’s answer ended abruptly, and there was a sudden silence and realization between us that a watershed moment had occurred in our love and marriage. 
 
    Jane and I were agreeing that she’d carry on in her relationship with Liam, even with both of us knowing the risks that entailed.  With a huge mix of excitement and trepidation, Jane and I moved forward, planning ‘what next.’ 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 12  
 
    Traditionally Thanksgiving weekend has been a family time for Jane, myself and Alison.  But in 2015, Alison was spending Thanksgiving with her boyfriend’s family.  This chance occurrence being one of the things which led to the next watershed in the three-way relationship that was rapidly developing between me, Jane and Liam. 
 
    I remember it clearly.  Jane and I had finished our conversation and come to our momentous decision late on the Tuesday night, and the next day we were lying in bed having made love when Jane made her suggestion. 
 
    Looking at Jane’s expression, I knew that there was something she was going to tell me that was making her nervous as she slowly built up the courage to mention what was on her mind. 
 
    Toying with her long blonde hair as her head lay on my chest, I gave Jane time until she was ready, wondering what was coming as the tone of her voice was very playful and coquettish. “Dave baby, I’ve got a suggestion for how we might test the waters on how we move forward with Liam.” 
 
    I think Jane could hear the nervousness in my voice in my halting reply, “Yesss, I’m listening honey …” 
 
    Jane raised her head from my chest to look at me, a cheeky and playful expression on her face.  “In all of your favorite stories honey, you like it when the wife goes off to spend time with their boyfriend …” 
 
    “Yesss,” I replied, wondering where this was leading. 
 
    “Well, I was thinking we could give the new arrangement with Liam a trial run by me spending Thanksgiving weekend with him on campus … and if you don’t like it at the end of the weekend, we’ll know that we should put a stop to the whole thing.” 
 
    I might be the CPA earning the big bucks, but this was one of those occasions where I knew that Jane was the smarter of the two of us. 
 
    My mind was all confused.  Part of me hugely excited at the suggestion.  Part of me wondering if I was being manipulated, just as Jane had confessed to manipulating me to offer Liam the available room in our house.  I couldn’t argue with Jane’s logic, that this was indeed a smart and sensible way of testing the waters. 
 
    We talked it through, and as Jane’s idea had come to her on Wednesday night, it was only one day later on Thursday evening that I found myself sitting on our marital bed watching Jane packing to spend the next three days with her young lover. 
 
    As Jane packed, there was an unmistakable sense of excitement in her voice and demeanor.  I was both jealous and excited as I saw the clothes she was packing, her sexiest clothes.  Tight and low-cut tops, short skirts, her sexiest underwear and a selection of high heels. 
 
    When I asked her about packing nightwear, she just grinned impishly at me and told me that Liam had asked her not to pack any as he wanted them to sleep naked next to each other. 
 
    As she finished packing, I took in the sight before me.  Jane had chosen a very sexy outfit to give a treat to her young lover.  High heels, a short cream mini skirt and a low cut green blouse that showed a large amount of cleavage between her beautiful big boobs. 
 
    When she was finally ready, had done her final make-up check, Jane turned to me with a nervous look and gave me one final chance to back out of the next step forward we were taking in our new and unplanned open marriage. 
 
    “Dave honey, last chance.  Are you sure that you are okay with this, with me spending the next three days with Liam?” 
 
    The truth is that I wasn’t sure that I was okay with it. I felt excited, terrified, jealous and aroused in equal measure.  But I couldn’t tell Jane this.  The whole point of the next three days was that it would act as a trial to see if I really could cope with the lifestyle we were now planning on living. 
 
    ‘Are you sure you’re okay’, she’d asked.  There was no way to answer her, we’d only know after the next three days.  I didn’t want to burden Jane with the negative side of my emotions, so I smiled and told her a white lie, “Yes Jane honey, I’m sure.”  Assuaging my own guilt my promising I’d be totally open and honest with her when she returned in three days’ time. 
 
    (When we talked later, Jane told me she knew from the look on my face that I had mixed feelings, but was honest enough to admit that by that point she was so excited herself that she pushed these worries to the back of her mind.) 
 
    Jane gave me a cursory peck on the cheek, telling me that she didn’t want to give me ‘a proper’ kiss as she didn’t want to spoil her make-up for her ‘boyfriend.’ 
 
    While she’d been packing, Jane had teased me a little, asking me which clothes I thought were sexiest and which her ‘boyfriend’ would most enjoy.  Hearing Jane refer to Liam as her ‘boyfriend’ caused a huge knot in my stomach, but also made my cock harden.  Jane had noticed this immediately and made a point of referring to Liam this way whenever she could during the rest of that evening before she left. 
 
    Jane’s car pulled out of the drive, and as I saw her taillights disappear into the distance, I started to have second thoughts.  I was still excited, but I was also aware that until now Jane and I had done this thing together.  But this was a total change of gear.  Tonight, I’d sent her off an excited woman to spend the next three days in the arms and in the bed of another man, a man much younger, more virile and better endowed than me. 
 
    With this thought sat front and center in my brain, my fear was balanced by the excitement I felt.  But I can’t deny I felt an empty loneliness, the house suddenly feeling very empty and lonely without Jane there. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Jane left our house at around 8 o’clock that Thursday evening, and I knew that she was going to drop her car off on campus before she and Liam took a cab to a nightclub where he wanted to take my wife dancing. 
 
    Jane had told me all this the previous day, but still the realization that Jane was going on her first real date with Liam brought deep palpitations to me as I waited for the first update from her. 
 
    She’d promised to send me regular text and picture updates during the evening, telling me it was important to her that even if I wasn’t physically there with her and Liam, she wanted to keep me involved. 
 
    It was around 10 o’clock that the first text came through.   
 
    “Hi honey.  Love you.  Liam and I having a great time.  He’s a great dancer.  Hope you’re not missing me too much, J x” 
 
    And the text came with an attached photo, showed Jane and Liam looking for all the world like the couple they’d be for the next three days, as they snuggled up together in a booth at the club, with a couple of drinks in front of them. 
 
    The picture of the two of them out together on the town suddenly made me aware of the stark differences between the two of them.  My buxom and beautiful blonde wife, happy and smiling next to her peroxide blond bad boy student lover.  She’d kept in great shape through many hours in the gym, but her big boobs and deep cleavage bore witness to her maturity, to the fact that she was a mother of a grown-up daughter. A happy and contented woman well established in her career and life. 
 
    By contrast Liam’s shock of peroxide hair, attention-seeking cheek stud and facial tattoo all shouted ‘young and rebellious.’  Jane’s face was normally happy and open, his face only this way when he was alone with my wife.  Most other times he was mister overconfidence, putting on a front for the world to hide his youthful insecurities. 
 
    But while my mind analyzed and called out all these differences, the chemistry and closeness between the two of them screamed out from the image Jane had texted me.  I tried to tell myself they had little in common, but the picture said different.  The picture shouted out ‘opposites attract’, taking my mind back to the conversations I’d overheard between them that fateful Sunday when, unaware I was listening in, they’d revealed their mutual feelings for each other. 
 
    Seeing this picture and reading the text made me hugely jealous but also mightily aroused. 
 
    I don’t know where the thought came from, but I suddenly realized that Jane had told me the name of the club where they’d gone, and I couldn’t get the idea out of my head of going over there and secretly spying on Jane and Liam. 
 
    With hindsight, I shouldn’t have been surprised that this is what I did.  After all, I’d preferred spying on them via the CCTV on previous occasions to actually watching in the room.  What was different this time?  Why would I behave any differently. 
 
    I raced over there in an Uber, part of me felt bad and that I was somehow cheating on Jane by doing this.  But I forced this thought to the back of my mind, telling myself that next time I’d clear it with Jane, and that if I’d suggested it before I’m sure she’d have said yes. 
 
    I cautiously entered the nightclub, it took me a few minutes to locate them, but then a suitable table suddenly became free where I could sit in the shadows where I could see them but with little chance that they’d spot me. 
 
    Sitting there watching them, my feelings were all over the place.  Jane had told me she didn’t love Liam, but that she’d become infatuated with him and couldn’t stop thinking about him.  If I’d ever harbored any doubts about this, they were soon destroyed as I watched the way the two of them were together, especially now they believed I wasn’t around to spy on them. They sat next to each other on the same side of the booth, bodies pressed close together alternating between kissing and just looking into each other’s eyes.  Even though Jane had told me that she didn’t love Liam, they looked for all the world like a couple in love. 
 
    After a while Liam led Jane out to the dance floor and I held my breath as they kept each other close (whatever the speed or style of the music) and made out, ignoring the world around them.   
 
    As they kept dancing close, they were clearly touching and fondling each other, the relative darkness of the club giving them some semblance of cover for their activities, dark enough that security didn’t intervene to stop them. 
 
    Liam’s hands often wondered underneath the material of Jane’s short cream mini-skirt, or when they weren’t doing this, his hands would cup Jane’s full breasts through the green fabric of her top.  Liam wasn’t the only one, a few times I saw Jane’s hand disappear between their bodies, and from the way it was moving up and down, I was pretty sure she was stroking Liam’s huge horse cock, to pleasure her ‘boyfriend.’ 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    At about eleven o’clock I saw Liam pay the bill and almost before I knew what was happening, I saw them move towards the club exit, hand-in-hand in a way that really got to me. 
 
    I’d just arrived home when I got a Facetime call from Jane. 
 
    As the picture burst to life, I was once again looking at the face of the woman I loved, only tonight she was on the other side of town about to start three days of passion and intimacy with a young man less than half her age and who she told me pleasured her much better than I ever could. 
 
    What kind of a fool was I?  I was the kind of fool who was addicted to this voyeuristic cuckold pleasure.  I did want this weekend for Jane’s pleasure, that was true.  But I needed it to feed my own addiction, whatever the dangers and risks I was placing on our marriage. 
 
    Jane looked flushed and very happy as she started talking to me. 
 
    “Hi baby.  Liam and me hope you enjoyed the show in the night club.” 
 
    I nearly fell of my seat, shit, she’d seen me at the club. 
 
    “Yes baby, that’s right, we saw you there.  We hope you enjoyed the show.  Don’t feel too bad baby - I know you well enough, Dave honey, to know you’d probably want to watch our first official date.  Why do you think I told you where we were going sweetheart?” 
 
    At least this made me feel less guilty about my snooping. 
 
     “Well honey, as you can see, Liam and me are now back at his studio.  And I thought that my sweet husband might like to watch as Liam and me consummate our new relationship.  And as an added little kink for my naughty husband, I’m going to turn the sound down at this end, so my naughty husband doesn’t interrupt me and my new boyfriend.  So honey, you can watch and play with yourself, but Liam and me aren’t going to hear anything you say.” 
 
    Jane continued.  “I’ll call you in the morning honey and see how you’re holding up.” she said with a wicked smile playing on her lips. 
 
    And with that Jane started a running commentary on the first part of her first session as Liam’s ‘girlfriend’, having put her iPhone in a place where she didn’t have to hold it. 
 
    Jane reached behind her back and unhooked the clasp that held the green fabric in place, allowing the two parts of the front to fall to her waist, so that her beautiful big breasts fell free.   
 
    “Dave honey, I’m just getting myself ready for my boyfriend.  You know how he loves my big boobs.  He’s been playing with them all night and he’s got me sooo worked up I’ll probably do whatever he asks me … however naughty it might be.” 
 
    Jane then reached into her handbag and pulled out a thin gold chain that I didn’t recognize.  Her big boobs swinging seductively as she moved closer to the iPhone, Jane held up the chain and I could see that there was a ring hanging from the chain. 
 
    “Dave honey, as I’m going to be his girlfriend, Liam bought me this gold chain and asked me to wear his high school class ring round my neck, now that we’re official.  Are you okay with that baby?  ….. Oh, sorry, I forgot, I can’t hear you.  Anyway, I guess we’ll find out if that’s a problem when I come home in a few days.” 
 
    Jane reached behind her neck to clasp the chain shut, the length of the chain being such that Liam’s class ring sat snuggly just between Jane’s big boobs, a fitting location for the young student’s class ring as he loved my wife’s breasts so much. 
 
    Jane was really hamming it up, teasing me in a way that I’d not expected. She started to move towards the bed, before stopping herself and with mock surprise teased me some more, turning to look at the camera again as her right hand moved to her ring fingers, holding them up towards the iPhone. 
 
     “Oh honey, just one final thing.  As I’m Liam’s girl this weekend, and I’ll be hanging out with his friends, and as I’m wearing his ring, it doesn’t seem right that I wear your rings as well.  So just for the next three days, I’m going to take off the rings you gave me so that everyone knows who I belong to now.“ 
 
    With that Jane looked directly into the iPhone and started slowly pulling off the three gold rings that I’d placed on her ring finger – one by one engagement, wedding and eternity ring coming off, as she removed them slowly blowing me a kiss. 
 
    “Don’t worry honey, I’ll put them on when I come home.” 
 
    These last words helped calm me down, but I have to say this whole symbolism of wearing Liam’s class ring and taking off all of the rings from our marriage caused a real lump in my throat. 
 
    Jane continued her teasing games as she re-positioned the iPhone and moved to sit next to Liam on the bed.  After kissing Liam as he felt up her big boobs, Jane turned to me, and with her hand slowly stoking his huge manhood up and down, she continued the teasing commentary. 
 
    “Isn’t he magnificent darling.  So much bigger than your little cock.  I love you honey, but you and I both know that this is what I need right now.  After all, once a girl’s ridden a stallion, she doesn’t want to go back to a pony, does she?” 
 
    Jane’s words both hurt and excited me.  But she was only just getting started. 
 
    “And Liam is a stallion you know baby.  You know honey, he’s twice as long as you … and at least twice at thick .. I love you baby, but you’re the CPA … do the math … that means that my young boyfriend is giving me eight times as much cock as you can, my poor little loving husband.  I don’t know how I’ve managed all these years.  What girl wouldn’t prefer a stallion over a pony?” 
 
    Jane kept up this commentary for the next hour or so as at first she stroked Liam’s huge cock, and then gave him a loving blowjob, and then finally looked directly into the iPhone again as she straddled her monstrously hung young boyfriend and once she’d slowly sunk all the way down his eleven inch shaft so he was balls deep in her, she told me just how good he felt inside her, and not mincing her words, how much better he felt than me. 
 
    “Dave honey, I love you with all my heart.  But I have to tell you baby, Liam feels absolutely wonderful inside me.  You’re my husband and I love you baby.  But Liam is giving me something that you can’t, honey.  And I like I told you, sweetheart, I can’t stop thinking about him.  I don’t care about the age difference.  I can’t stop thinking about how he makes me feel when we make love.  And I love being with him honey, and like I warned you, there’s every chance that I’m going to fall in love with my young boyfriend.” 
 
    Jane paused, as if her own words had shocked herself.  (She later semi-apologized, explaining that her words, all of them, were partly fueled by alcohol, and partly by a deliberate wish to test me and find my limits in this whole new situation.)  But then she started up again. 
 
    “But we can discuss that when I come home after the next few days, baby.” 
 
    And then Jane’s teasing and taunting commentary died off as she gave herself over to the pleasures of making love with her hugely endowed young lover. 
 
    They made love for about an hour before Liam shot his load deep into Jane’s pussy.  As they came down from their high and cuddled up, I wondered if they’d remembered that I was watching through Jane’s iPhone camera. 
 
    I got my answer a few moments later as Jane lifted her body from the bed, and with her big boobs swaying so sexily, walked towards the camera. Jane hadn’t said anything to me for the last hour, she was so consumed in the lovemaking that she and Liam were sharing.  But she blew me a kiss before smiling and telling me: 
 
    “Goodnight honey.  Remember how much I love you.  Try and get some sleep now as I’m going to turn the camera off now.  I’m not sure how much sleep I’ll be getting though as Liam tells me he has been saving up his seed all week, so I’m in for a long night baby.” 
 
    With that Jane blew me a final kiss, and reached out to turn the Facetime off. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    After the high, inevitably follows the low.  And that’s exactly how I felt.  While I was able to watch, included through the Facetime and Jane’s teasing commentary, I’d experienced a mix of excitement and jealous angst. 
 
    But now, with the video turned off, and knowing that Jane was together with her boyfriend while I was alone in our home, as sure as night follows day, the low and the fears and the hurt set in. 
 
    I slept little that Thursday night.  My mind was full of the sights and sounds of my wife spending her first night alone with Liam, as the official girlfriend of our nineteen-year-old lodger.  Of all the sights and sounds, the two things that both hurt and aroused me most were the whole set up with the rings and when Jane had compared me to a pony while calling Liam a stallion, pointing out in crude biological terms that Liam was able to give her eight times more cock than I could. 
 
    Thinking of myself as only half as long as Liam … or only half as thick as him was bad enough.  But thinking that I could only give the woman I loved 1/8th of the manhood that he could give her felt truly crushing. 
 
    1/8th.  Hell, this thought really made me question whether Jane would ever enjoy lovemaking with me again after Liam.  Would she even be able to feel me in her, let alone enjoy me. 
 
    I’d made the mistake of drinking my favorite malt while I’d watched the Facetime show and listened to Jane’s words.  But the depressant effects of the alcohol combined with the recurring sights and words that stuck in my brain were really hurting.  My solution, several more glasses of malt until finally at about four a.m. on that Friday morning I fell asleep in the armchair. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    I was awoken by the sound of my iPhone and as I looked across through bleary, hung-over eyes, I saw that it was just after nine a.m. and that it was Jane calling with the promised morning call. 
 
    Lack of sleep, worry and a hangover meant I felt like shit, but seeing Jane’s smiling and loving face on the screen did make me perk up a bit. 
 
    “Hi honey, how are you?  As promised, I’m calling to check in on the love of my life.  Are you okay baby?  Sorry if I got a bit carried away last night.  Liam thinks I might have gone a bit too far.” 
 
    Seeing the happy and loving look on Jane’s face made me feel better about life, the universe and everything.  We chatted for a while, and even though I had felt bad at several points during the evening and the night, I chose not to share the whole truth with Jane, telling her that like normal I’d felt a bit jealous sometimes, but that I was okay with things and had enjoyed watching her and Liam. 
 
    I immediately saw that this made Jane look really happy, and she wasted no time in sharing with me what was really on her mind. 
 
    “So, Dave, honey, does that mean you’re okay if we stick to our plan of me staying with Liam for the rest of Thanksgiving?” 
 
    I momentarily paused, just for a moment thinking about asking Jane to come home, but seeing the expectant and excited look on her face, I told her what she wanted to hear. 
 
    “Sure honey, I want you to stay with Liam like we planned.  After all, this was the test we agreed.  No point to cancel a test only part way through.” 
 
    Another beaming smile from my wife as she thanked me and told me yet again how much she loved me. 
 
    Jane’s face suddenly switched from happiness to nervousness, and having got the first answer she wanted, I waited for her to ask me the next question which was preying on her mind. 
 
    “Honey, tell me honestly, did I go too far last night, teasing you about the rings and the size of your cock compared to Liam?” 
 
    I paused, trying to decide what to tell Jane.  As we’d discussed this whole set-up, we’d promised each other that we always had to be honest with each other, however hard this might be on occasion.  I also knew that even over a small screen like an IPhone screen, Jane could probably read my face, so choosing my words carefully I told her a half truth. 
 
    “Honestly, sweetheart, it did hurt a bit, but it was also exciting.  It was okay, I promise.” 
 
    I saw the relief and happiness return to Jane’s face, and whatever my inner demons and thoughts, I was glad that I’d downplayed the hurt I’d felt.  I hadn’t lied to Jane, that would have been wrong, but I’d put a spin on what I felt to avoid hurting and worrying the woman I loved.  I thought that there would be plenty of time to discuss things properly when Jane came home, when we’d have the chance to talk properly. 
 
    Jane continued to chat happily, telling me that Liam was showering at the moment and that after he’d showered he was going to take her out for breakfast and to buy her some ‘sexy new clothes.’ 
 
    After a while Jane said that she’d better ring off as she could hear Liam had finished and she needed to shower before they went out. 
 
    “Love you honey, I’ll call you later.”  And with that the picture went dead and I was once again left with my lonely thoughts in our big empty house. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 13 
 
    I tried the best I could to make myself busy that Friday, with anything that would take my mind off what Jane and Liam might be doing.  The thought of them together excited me and troubled me in equal measure.  But the whole thing of being away from them and not able to see or hear what they were doing was hard.  It was really hard, but it also tweaked my cuckold pleasure buds.  Something I was only just beginning to understand. 
 
    As I’ve said before, I think if Jane hadn’t continually reassured me about how much she loved me, I’m sure I’d have been overwhelmed by the negative side of this whole equation.  But with Jane’s reassurance, the positives just about managed to hold the negatives in check, holding my head above water. 
 
    Jane had rung me at nine in the morning, and promised to ring later.  I’d hoped this might be before too long.  But the clock ticked on.  It passed noon, passed two, passed four and it was fully five p.m. before the phone rang. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    I saw that it was Jane’s iPhone and so with a light heart I picked up. 
 
    I spoke but almost immediately realized that something was up.  The screen didn’t show Jane’s face, rather it showed a room with Liam lying on the bed proudly stroking his enormous erection. 
 
    I was wondering what was happening as I saw a body pass in front of the camera, and as the body moved away, I saw that it was Jane making her way to the bed and lying down next to Liam. 
 
    The lovers lay next to each other alternately kissing and talking, it was clear to me that Jane didn’t know that the Facetime connection was live.  My guess (which he confirmed later) was that while Jane had gone to the bathroom, Liam had taken the chance to put the camera on so that he could show me Jane’s true feelings and enjoyment of her time with him, unaware that I was watching or listening. 
 
    With this realization dawning on me, part of me felt angry.  But I was ashamed to admit that by this stage I was happy for any crumbs of connection between the couple and me that weekend. 
 
    I was also intrigued to see how Jane would behave and act if she thought she was totally in private with Liam.  Before she’d been with him when she knew I was around and watching on the CCTV.  But now, alone with Liam in his friend’s studio flat, she was unaware that I was watching and so I’d see her true reactions and hear her true feelings. 
 
    “How was Dave holding up when you spoke to him early earlier, Jane, baby?” enquired Liam as one of his hands absentmindedly played with one of my wife’s big boobs. 
 
    “Let’s not talk about Dave honey?” came Jane’s response, as she smiled at her young lover tenderly. 
 
    Liam fingered and lifted his class ring which was dangling from the gold chain he’d bought for Jane, sitting snuggly between her big boobs. Holding the ring, Liam smiled at Jane, “I love seeing my ring hanging round your neck, baby.  I still can’t believe it Jane, six weeks ago we were just friends flirting at the coffee shop, and here we are six weeks later, you’re my girlfriend … spending the next two days here with me …” 
 
    Jane smiled at him, “I know, I can’t believe it either.  But Dave and I talked it all through, and he said he wants me to spend Thanksgiving with you and then we’ll see where it leads.” 
 
    Liam just grinned all the more, before suddenly looking serious.  “Jane, I can’t believe it.  Here I am, a mouthy nineteen-year-old second year law student, and I’ve got this amazing woman in my life.  She’s smart, she’s sexy … she’s tender and loving ….” And his words just trailed off, leaving Jane and Liam just staring into each other’s eyes. 
 
    I think both Jane and I knew what was coming next. 
 
    Liam opened his mouth and what he’d hinted at last Saturday was finally said, and out in the open.  “Jane honey, I sort of told you last weekend.  But here and now, I want and need to tell you Jane that I love you.” 
 
    Jane just looked at Liam, and said nothing, maybe not knowing what to say. 
 
    “And Jane, it’s not just some silly teenager crush.  I’ve hardly been able to stop thinking about you these last two months, and from what you’re telling me, you feel the same way, you can’t stop thinking about me … doesn’t that tell you something Jane?” 
 
    Jane finally spoke.  “Give me time Liam honey.  This is complicated and hard for me.  I’m married … I love Dave … I’ve got over twenty years invested in our love and marriage … give me some time Liam … please.” 
 
    Liam just smiled, “Okay … I get it Jane …. I understand .. I do .. just tell me this … is there a chance for us?  Just tell me that.” 
 
    Jane looked thoughtful for a moment.  “Liam, what do you mean, ‘is there a chance for us’ .. because if you’re asking me if I’m going to leave Dave for you, then baby, the answer’s ‘no’.” 
 
    Liam looked surprisingly calm and confident.  “That’s not what I’m asking Jane.  What I’m asking is if there’s a chance for you and me to have a long-term relationship … something that’s more than just sex … for you to have feelings for me, like I have you …” 
 
    Jane looked tenderly at Liam.  “Yes, Liam honey … there’s a chance for that … I’ve already told Dave that there’s a big chance that I might fall in love with you … and that was my gentle way of giving him a gentle head’s up that I may already be a little bit I love with you, Liam.” 
 
    All of a sudden there was an incredibly serious look on Liam’s face.  “Say, it again Jane.  I need to hear it again.” 
 
    Jane paused, before looking equally seriously at Liam.  “Liam honey, I still love my husband, so please remember that, but yes, like I said, I think I’m already a little bit in love with you.” 
 
    It was like a million-watt lightbulb had been turned on, Liam’s smile was so intense. 
 
    “Say it again Jane.”  He was like a little boy with a new toy. 
 
    “I think I’m already a little bit in love with you Liam. There … happy now?” she grinned. 
 
    That Liam was happy now was the understatement of the year, as he pulled Jane on top of him and hugged her tightly, before kissing her with an intense passion. 
 
    Jane replied, “Wow, if that’s the response I get, I’ll have to be a bit more verbal about my feelings more often.” 
 
    What followed was one of the hardest and yet most exciting sessions that I’d yet witnessed between Jane and Liam.  Their lovemaking veered between incredibly tender and intimate, to powerful and savage, as Liam brought Jane to several orgasms before he came himself, pulling Jane tightly to him as they kissed intensely as Jane took his load. 
 
    For me, as I watched the lovers together, while the sights and sounds were overpowering, much of my mind was pre-occupied with Jane’s words to Liam that she was already ‘a little bit in love with him.’ 
 
    You can parse and analyze words all day.  Part of me thought that there was little difference between this and Jane’s admission to me that she couldn’t stop thinking about Liam and that she might fall in love with him.  But another part of me felt betrayed, that Jane hadn’t come clean me with me about ‘being a little bit in love’ with our nineteen-year-old lodger when I’d agreed to the trial of her spending the three days with him over Thanksgiving. 
 
    I knew that I still loved Jane, but a big part of me felt angry and betrayed, that she’d not been straight with me.  The logical part of my brain tried to convince me that even had I known this, it wouldn’t have changed my decisions.  But a big voice in the back of my head reminded me that there’s a world of difference between warning your husband you might fall in love with someone, and telling that person that you’re already a little bit in love with them. 
 
    Then there was the other thing Jane had said.  When she’d told Liam that her giving me a warning that she might fall in love with him was, in her own words ‘her way of giving me a gentle head’s up that she was already a little bit in love with our young lodger’. 
 
    I’m honestly not sure where it came from, but all of a sudden, a calm came over me.  Part of me did still feel betrayed and let down, but something deep down told me that I was splitting hairs.  Jane might have used exactly the same words with me as she’d used with Liam, but she had given me fair warning about her feelings and the risks.  It’s just she’d used slightly different words with Liam than with me. 
 
    And with this realization, I calmed down a whole lot.  I came out of my trance, looking at my iPhone screen and realizing only now that Jane and Liam seemed to have finished their lovemaking session and were once more propped up on the bed looking deeply into each other’s eyes. 
 
    Liam, his limp cock still huge and larger than mine when erect, was again fingering his class ring as it lay there between Jane’s big boobs. 
 
    “I love seeing my class ring there like that … it sort of makes it official … it makes me feel real good about you and me, Jane,” came Liam’s heartfelt confession. 
 
    Jane smiled softly at her young lover. “Me too baby, it makes me feel good to be wearing your class ring like this.” 
 
    Liam looked at Jane.  “I love you, Jane.” 
 
    This time there was no hesitation as Jane replied. “I love you too Liam.” 
 
    This time Liam didn’t respond like the little boy, getting Jane to repeat it.  Instead, he asked a deeper, more meaningful question. 
 
    “And what about Dave?” 
 
    “I love Dave as well, Liam.  Just because I’ve developed feelings for you, doesn’t mean I’ve suddenly stopped loving Dave.  Don’t tell yourself that Liam, you’ll only hurt yourself if you think that.” 
 
    Liam looked thoughtful for a minute, and then he repeated the question.  “And what about Dave?” 
 
    “Dave and I said that after this weekend we’d see how we both felt.  He said he didn’t want to stop me seeing you, and we agreed that we’d use this weekend to test how we both feel, now that this thing has moved to a whole different level, where we all know it’s far more than just sex.” 
 
    Liam looked thoughtful for a moment. And then he asked the killer question.  “What if he says he’s not okay with it and asks you to stop seeing me?” 
 
    Jane looked long and hard into Liam’s face and told him, “Liam darling, you may not want to hear this, but I love Dave, and if he asks me to stop seeing you, it will be incredibly hard for me, but that’s what I’ll try and do.” 
 
    Hearing these words, I was amazed to see a few tears start rolling down Liam’s cheeks.  And I’m ashamed to say it was probably only at this point that I stopped thinking of Liam as some kind of ‘sex toy’ which Jane and I were using to enhance our love life.  It was only as I saw his tears, that Liam’s words about loving Jane really struck home, and I thought of him as someone with hopes and dreams and loves, just like Jane and me. 
 
    He may have just been at the start of his life, but at that moment I realized that he cries and bleeds just like Jane and me.  I felt a little ashamed that I’d just viewed him as a pawn in our love life until now. 
 
    Jane held the nineteen-year-old to her chest, in this moment of pain, more like a mother than a lover.  As I watched Jane comfort Liam, I realized there was no way that I was going to ask Jane to give up Liam.  I just knew it.   
 
    I could think all of the risks and downsides.  But just as I knew after that first night, I knew I didn’t want to put Jane in some sort of cage and undo what had been done. 
 
    Realizing this, and knowing that Jane’s phone would be ‘line engaged’ because of the Facetime, I rang Liam’s phone.  It took him a few rings to pick up, and actually it was Jane who picked up, seeing my ID.  “Dave, is that you?” 
 
    “Yes honey, it is me.  And I’ve got something I want to tell you baby.  I know everything. While you were in the bathroom, Liam turned the Facetime on and so I’ve seen and heard everything.” 
 
    Jane started to apologize, “Oh god Dave … I’m so sorry .. I didn’t mean for you to hear any of that … I’m so, so sorry honey ….” 
 
    But I cut across her.  “Jane baby, it’s okay.  I heard everything, and I was a bit pissed at first that you didn’t come clean with me about things, but I’m okay with everything, and from my side, I think the trial’s over, I’m okay for you to carry on seeing Liam, even though I know you two have feelings for each other.” 
 
    There was a long silence at the other end of the phone.  “Are you sure about this Dave?  It’s a big step.” 
 
    “Jane honey, I’m sure.  It’s as simple as this, I can’t lock you away in a room and try and put the genie back in the bottle … I love you honey, and I don’t want to be the guy who stops you from being fulfilled and happy because of my own selfishness or lack of trust in you.  I trust you Jane honey … I know you can’t give me any blank checks that you’ll never leave me … but I know you Jane, and I trust you honey …” 
 
    There was a long silence at the other end of the phone again. 
 
    This time Jane didn’t ask me if I was sure.  I think she knew the answer to that from my last few words.  This time she simply said, “I love you honey.  I’ve got the best husband and friend in the world.  I love you so much.” 
 
    It was my turn to be silent for a while, before I simply told Jane, “I love you too, baby.” 
 
    And then I suddenly wanted to lighten the mood.  “Jane honey, tell Liam that it’s all okay and then put him on the phone please.” 
 
    I heard Jane talking to Liam and then his deep voice came on the phone. “Dave?” 
 
    I was suddenly lost for words, but took a deep breath as I worked out what I wanted to say. 
 
     “Liam, I want you to know that Jane and I respect you.  I know you have feelings for Jane, and I want you to know that I respect that, that we’re not going to treat you as some kind of sex toy in the middle of our marriage.” 
 
    Liam was silent, so I went on.  “I heard you tell Jane that you love her, and I heard her tell you that she loves you, and that she wants to carry on seeing you but that she also still loves me and won’t leave me.” 
 
    Again, silence from Liam. 
 
    “Liam, man to man, I want Jane to be happy and fulfilled and I know that she wants to spend time with you.  If you gave me your word, as one man to another, that you’ll respect Jane and also respect our marriage, then you and Jane have my blessing to carry on seeing each other.” 
 
    The silence was deafening. 
 
    “Liam, what do you say man?  Do I have your word?” 
 
    Looking back now, I have to laugh, as what came next was classic law school 101. After all, Liam was a trainee lawyer.  He negotiated.  Giving me what I wanted in exchange for what he wanted. 
 
    “Dave man, thanks for that.  And I really mean that.  And yes, I’ll respect Jane and your marriage, and don’t take this the wrong way, provided that you respect the feelings that Jane and I have for each other.” 
 
    I had to hand it to him.  He wasn’t short of confidence. 
 
    I thought about his words, decided that I didn’t have a problem with them, because truly I did respect their feelings for each other.  Coming into this evening, I’d respected Jane’s feelings.  But through the evening’s events, I’d learnt to see Liam in a new light, and so I agreed to his condition. 
 
    Having told him this, I asked him to hand the phone back to my wife.  “Jane, this might sound weird and a bit strange.  But given everything that’s happened today, I want to meet up with you and Liam and give you my blessing face to face.” 
 
    Jane was silent, before I heard the surreal giggle of my wife.  “Why .. okay, Pops … if you want to meet my boyfriend so you can ascertain his intentions, give him that talk, give him your blessing … but Pops, it does sound very nineteen fifties.” 
 
    It was my turn to laugh, Jane’s words making me see the funny side.  But nonetheless, I stuck to my guns, and we agreed to meet up in about an hour at around nine o’clock at a student bar not far from the studio Liam was borrowing from his friend. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Maybe Jane had been right to tease me about my suggestion of a meet-up.  I have to say it was truly surreal waiting there for Jane and her young boyfriend to turn up to meet me. 
 
    When Jane and Liam entered the bar, hand-in-hand and looking supremely happy with life, I had to do a double take at how Jane looked.  Where had my beautiful forty-one-year-old nurse wife gone?  In her place was a sexy woman who looked barely thirty, dressed in a tight pencil skirt and a cream bustier crop top that put my wife’s big braless breasts fully on display for all of the other students in the bar to see. 
 
    Jane clip-clopped from the entrance over to the booth where I was sitting, I regretted sitting so far from the door, as all the young guys in the busy bar turned to look at this sluttily dressed hottie who was on the arm of one of their fellow students. 
 
    As Jane reached the table, I noticed she was wearing the same bright red five-inch heels she’d worn to tease Liam and his buddies at our pool when this whole thing had kicked off.  Thinking to myself ‘how the hell have things gone so far in just six weeks?’ 
 
    Jane bent down to kiss me, I noted that she kissed me on the cheek, just as she did when she’d left on Thursday night, and then she made a point of winking at me telling me, “I think I’ll sit on the other side, with my boyfriend.” 
 
    Jane was really hamming it up, and as she sat down opposite me, I could clearly see her nipples through the thin material of the top. As my eyes rose from Jane’s beautiful nipples and breasts, I saw she was sporting a new piece of jewelry, a delicate gold name necklace, which as I inspected it more closely bore the name “Liam”. 
 
    Jane smiled at me as she saw me staring at the jewelry.  “Do you like it, honey?  Liam bought it for me earlier today, he said it would go really well with the new top and skirt.” 
 
    With this Jane did a little shake of the shoulders, so that her big braless breasts, pushed up and held firmly by the tight material of the bustier, wobbled tantalizingly.  Jane grinned at me, “You like honey?  Liam says he wants his woman to look sexy for him.” 
 
    Where had my forty-one-year-old nurse wife gone?  In our earlier heart-to-heart talks, Jane had explained as best she could the tensions and needs that had driven her interest in Liam and their relationship.  But even thinking back to all the things she’d explained, about how he made her feel young again, helped her regain just a little of her lost youth, it was still difficult for me to take on board how quickly things had developed.  The only rational explanation was that Jane’s unfulfilled needs ran very deep and very strong – otherwise how else was it possible to explain how her behavior had changed so much in such a short time.   
 
    The change I was witnessing was too much for something that had only germinated these last six weeks.  No, the sheer scale of the change I was witnessing spoke to desires and needs that had lain dormant and unfulfilled more many years.  That was the only was to make sense of things.  I’d always known that Jane had the potential to be naughty, sexy and flirty.  But this was something else.  It was like she was on sexual steroids or something.  My respectable nurse-wife now just a small dot in the rearview mirror. 
 
    As Liam arrived from the bar with three drinks, he sat down next to Jane and greeted me with a simple, “Dave, good to see you man.” 
 
    Jane snuggled up next to her new man, smiling provocatively at me, toying with the gold necklace that bore her boyfriend’s name.  After a couple of minutes, Jane’s expression turned serious, and all of a sudden my beautiful forty-one-year-old wife was back. 
 
    She looked first at Liam, and then biting her lip looked across at me. 
 
    “Dave, baby, what you said on the phone earlier?  Are you absolutely sure, because this isn’t some kind of game, if you really want me to carry on seeing Liam, then after tonight there’s no going back, baby.  After tonight, if you change your mind honey, it wouldn’t be fair to Liam or me, and honestly baby, I’m not sure if I’d be able to turn back.” 
 
    Jane looked into my eyes with a laser intensity, as she searched my soul and waited for my answer.  “Sweetheart, I know that.  And I don’t want to play games, this isn’t a game, it’s for real.  I meant what I said earlier.  I’m giving my blessing and agreement for you and Liam to see each other as often as you want.” 
 
    Jane’s sharp mind picked up on my words.  “What do you mean, as often as I want?  He’ll be staying in our house like before, I’ll be seeing him every day.” 
 
    I looked over at Liam who’d texted me earlier, waiting for him to explain.  For once I knew something that Jane didn’t and I waited to see how she’d react as he looked into her eyes and started explaining. 
 
    “Jane, honey, bearing in mind how things have gone, I think it’s best I take up an offer from a friend to share an apartment with him.” Now holding her hand, explaining that if they were going to date, then he thought that it was best for all three of us if there was a bit of distance.  Jane looked disappointed, and surprising myself, I injected myself into what felt like a two-way conversation, trying to put a positive spin on it for her. 
 
    “Jane honey, I think Liam is right.  This way when you’re with him you’ll have a bit of space and privacy, and when you’re at home with me we’ll have space and privacy.  Otherwise, without some boundaries, this thing could get really messy for everyone.” 
 
    As I’ve said before, Jane’s a smart woman, blessed with high EQ, IQ and bags of common sense. I could see from the look on her face that, although it was a shock and that she was disappointed that she wouldn’t be seeing Liam every day, she knew what Liam and I were suggesting made sense. 
 
    “Honey,” I continued, “I meant what I said earlier.  You can see Liam as often as you like.  And if you want to stay over at his place some nights, or invite him over some weekends, that’s fine too.” 
 
    Jane smiled at me, and still holding Liam’s hand told me, “I love you, Dave Jarvis.  I don’t deserve such a kind and loving husband.” 
 
    Feeling we could all benefit from a lighter tone, I asked Jane to shake her shoulders again, so that I could enjoy the sexy top that Liam had bought for her. 
 
    Jane grinned, teasing me, “Why sir, your wish is my command,” again shaking her body so that her big breasts wobbled provocatively. 
 
    I laughed and looked at Jane, “Oh honey, I wish it was me you were going home with tonight.” 
 
    Jane giggled, held up her ringless fingers, and smiled wickedly at me, “Poor hubby, it’ll be self-service for you tonight.  I belong to Liam for the next couple of days.  Hubby will have to either be patient or see to his own needs.” 
 
    I groaned, which only served to make Jane grin all the more. 
 
    Changing the subject, I asked Jane where she and Liam were off to, with her dressed up like that. 
 
    Jane grinned mischievously and said that they were going to a club, and that they planned to meet up with Tyler and Brandon. 
 
    As she spoke, there was something in Jane’s tone of voice and expression that jarred, so I gently probed.  “Oh, okay, you’re meeting up with Tyler and Brandon again.  Is there anything that I should know, or worry about?” 
 
    Jane grinned impishly.  “Well, that depends dear husband.  Would you worry about your naughty little wife if she showed two poor horny young students some TLC?” 
 
    I knew exactly what she was suggesting, and once again I groaned, only this time I think it was even more audible.  Jane smiled wickedly, “I’ll take that as a yes, and if you’re a good boy, Liam and I might even let you watch a little of the show.” 
 
    With my heart in my throat, I surprised myself as I said something that seemed to come from nowhere.  “Well my naughty little wife, it’s okay with me on two conditions.” 
 
    Jane smiled her best naughty smile at me, “Okay, lay it on me honey, what are your two conditions?” 
 
    Taking a deep breath, I told Jane condition number one.  “I want to watch the guys ‘spit roast’ you like in some of the pornos we’ve watched .. while you’re getting it doggy style from Brandon or Tyler, I want you to take Liam’s big dick down your throat.” 
 
    Jane just grinned with a flirty smile and a simple, “Number one wish granted, my naughty and kinky husband.  And what about condition two?” 
 
    I paused while I screwed up my courage to ask Jane for what was on my mind.  Jane and I had tried anal sex occasionally in our marriage, and while it wasn’t frequent, we enjoyed it every so often.  And if Jane was going to go with Liam, Tyler and Brandon, I knew that my darkest and deepest fantasy was to see my beautiful wife impaled on two big cocks at the same time, to be double penetrated by these horny young students.  It wouldn’t be practical with someone as big as Liam, but with Tyler’s nine inch and Brandon’s eight-inch cock it was just about practical for my beautiful Jane to take both of these big cocks in her body at the same time, one in her ass and one in her pussy. 
 
    Taking my courage in my hands, I confessed to Jane.  “Jane honey, don’t be disgusted or upset with me, but just this once I want to see you with one big cock deep in your pussy and another one fully embedded in your ass.  Baby, forgive me, but I want to see my naughty and slutty wife screaming and squealing as she’s impaled on two big cocks at the same time …” 
 
    There, I felt spent as I’d admitted it.  I waited in trepidation, Jane looked at me, and I desperately tried to read her expression.  Something special passed between Jane and me in that moment.  It was like there was no-one else in the bar or the world.  I think we both understood that after all our years of loving marriage, we both wanted to try something different.  Neither of us wanted to lose what we had, we were still deeply in love and committed to our family, but with Alison having left home, we wanted to branch out and explore. 
 
    Jane’s response was short and simple, but I knew that she got it and was okay with my request.  “I’ll try honey, for you.  I love you baby, and I’ll try and be as naughty as I can with Liam and his buddies.” 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~             
 
    It was just after midnight when I saw my Facetime buzz with a call from Jane. 
 
    As the picture burst into life, I saw Jane was now wearing a different outfit, that just like her earlier clothes showed off her big boobs to great effect.  Jane beamed at me from the screen, resplendent in a silky white sexy nurse costume with a simple red cross on the hem of the miniskirt that formed part of the uniform.  I wondered which sex or erotica website they’d sourced this particular uniform from, as it most certainly wasn’t general issue at any hospital where Jane had ever worked. 
 
    “Hi honey, the boys just wanted to say hi to you.” 
 
    Jane turned the camera so that I was looking at five young guys who were all waving and hollering as they shouted, “Hey Dave.” and other such. 
 
    Then Jane turned the camera back to her face. 
 
    “I hope you don’t mind honey, but we bumped into another couple of Liam’s buddies, Richard who’s the clean cut kid with the ear-rings, and Melvin whose the hunky guy with all the muscles, he’s the star running back in the Football team …and it seemed rude not to invite them to the party … especially as you’d told me how you wanted me to be such a naughty little wife tonight …” 
 
    The word ‘orgy’ gets over-used, but what happened between my beautiful wife Jane and these five young guys over the next six hours truly was an ‘orgy’.  But maybe that’s wrong, gangbang is more accurate as Jane was the only woman there with this gang of young students. 
 
    I think Jane’s nursing background and her lack of embarrassment or taboo at any aspect of the human body played a big part in how my wife went that night from a fairly normal mother and housewife to a sexually-liberated woman who enjoyed the simultaneous attentions of five horny young guys, her actions through the night showing me and them that she was really enjoying looking after their needs. 
 
    Jane’s sexy nurse uniform didn’t last long, the boys soon tearing it off, soon eagerly playing with my forty-one-year-old wife’s big boobs.  Richard, one of the newcomers, who was the only freshman in the group, was givien the honor of fucking Jane first.  And he proved to have a very decently sized eight-inch cock which he used to good effect to give Jane a couple of nice orgasms before finishing deep in my wife. 
 
    It seemed that without consulting Jane the boys had decided to take Jane in order of the size of their manhood, which I guess made sense both for Jane and the guys. 
 
    After the clean-cut Richard, came the scorpion-tattooed Brandon with his thick eight-inch cock, and after that Tyler’s nine-incher, muscular Melvin’s very thick and impressive ten-incher and only then Liam with his eleven-inch horse cock. 
 
    When they’d all fucked Jane once I looked at the clock and saw that it was already 1:30 a.m., and I knew that the night had only just begun for Jane.  These horny young hound dogs could probably each come three or four times before they’d be spent.  My prediction proving pretty accurate, as like a good CPA I kept score as each of the young guys did Jane four times before they finally let my exhausted but happy wife rest. 
 
    During that time she was spit roasted more times than I can remember, and once Tyler and Brandon had gently and carefully helped Jane fulfill my fantasy of seeing her double-penetrated, the other guys then decided this looked fun, as two-by-two they all had a go.  Even Liam got in on the act, being deep in Jane’s pussy as he got his best buddy Tyler to put his nine-incher all the way deep into Jane’s ass. 
 
    The night’s events ended at around six a.m., with the boys deciding to crown the night’s events by giving my beautiful wife a ‘Bukake’ facial as all five of them stood around Jane and came over her face and big boobs. 
 
    It was a very tired Jane who finally came over to the camera, telling me, “Dave honey, was that naughty enough for you?  I hope so, coz I’m wrecked and need some rest now.  Good night honey, speak to you tomorrow.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 14 
 
    When Jane came home on Sunday night, she was still pretty wiped out from the Friday night gangbang she’d experienced with Liam and his buddies. 
 
    She didn’t want to do much more than just snuggle up and have a quiet night in front of the TV, with pizza ordered in as she didn’t have the energy to talk much or prepare anything.  So, we just snuggled up and enjoyed being re-united as a couple.  It had only been three days that Jane had been away, but it felt like a lifetime, so much had happened and so many bridges had been crossed. 
 
    By Monday night Jane had just about recovered enough that we could make love, and afterwards we addressed the elephant in the room, talking about what we wanted to happen next. 
 
    Jane spoke first, “Honey, I just want to check, I know you and Liam agreed that it was best he didn’t live here anymore, but are you really sure that’s the best decision?  I know I’ll miss having him around the place.” 
 
    I went back over what we’d discussed, about everyone having enough space and the need for boundaries, but also adding something I’d been thinking about since the Friday night. “Also, baby, the thought of you being out on dates with Liam and staying over at his place sometimes kinda excites me … you know, just like in some of those stories I showed you …” 
 
    Jane smiled, remembering the stories.  But then, ever the practical woman, Jane brought up a big question, “Honey, you said that I could see Liam as often as I wanted.  Did you really mean that?” 
 
    I’d done a lot of thinking about this subject.  I’d read and re-read some of my favorite stories which included situations where wives had ‘official’ boyfriends. 
 
    I knew that Jane and I didn’t want to harm our marriage or lose each other, but I also knew that some of my favorite stories involved wives spending extended time with their boyfriends, and often putting their husbands as second priority.  With a shaky voice, I started explaining to Jane. 
 
    “Honey, the short answer is that yes, you can spend as much or as little time with Liam as you want.  So, yes, I meant what I said, you can see him as often as you want.  Sweetheart, I love you with all my heart, and I never want to lose you, but I want to add a couple of things to what I’ve just said.  Firstly, I never want you to feel pressured to do anything that you don’t want to do, or to do anything that you think might hurt our love and marriage.” 
 
    “But secondly, honey, I want you to understand that although I never want to lose you, the thought of you spending a lot of time with Liam does excite the part of me that loves this lifestyle.” 
 
    Jane looked at me in a slightly confused way, and I knew I had to complete the last part of what I’d been planning and thinking about since Friday, before my courage deserted me.  “Jane darling, everything will always be your decision, but I wanted you to know some of the things that turn me on, and so I’ve put together a binder containing some of the stories that really excite me, so you can see some of the kinds of things that I might like you and us to try, now that we’re trying this lifestyle properly …” 
 
    With that I pulled out a blue binder which held printed copies of most of my favorite stories about the kind of situation we now found ourselves in… and ever organized, I’d highlighted the parts that really excited me.  Including where wives didn’t come back on time when they’d promised, preferring to stay longer with their lovers.  Stories where wives had gone on short or long vacations with their lovers, either with or without their husbands, sometimes with the husband present while the wife and lover pretended to be a couple.  Stories where the boyfriend would share the wife with his friends (as Liam already had) or where the wife might get tattoos or nipple or pussy piercings or even enhanced breasts at the request of her boyfriend, even if the husband objected.  And most extreme of all, stories where the wife would increasingly spend more and more time with the boyfriend until she spent more time with him than she did with her husband, until she might even move out, either temporarily or permanently. 
 
    As she looked at the blue binder, Jane laughed, “Darling, I love you.  How very you … how very organized.  Only you, my sweet accountant husband, would be so organized as to prepare a folder of “dos and don’ts” for what your wife should or shouldn’t do with her boyfriend.” 
 
    I had to see the funny side, Jane had me dead to rights. Holding my hands up in mock surrender, I grinned, “Guilty as charged,” Jane and I laughing together. 
 
    She took the folder, joking that I’d better pour her a glass of wine as it looked like she had a lot of reading to do.  Reading through my file, she’d sometimes stop and give me a funny look, adding a “really” or a “do you really want the mother of your child to do that” or some such effect, but making it clear it was a rhetorical question as she never let me know which bit she’d just read. 
 
    When she’d finally finished reading, she closed the binder with a theatrical flourish, and looked at me with a serious look.  “Dave honey, do you really want me to do the kind of things that’s in these stories?” 
 
    And this time, from Jane’s intense expression, I knew that this was no rhetorical question, she was deadly serious and wanted and needed to discuss what she’d just read. 
 
    We were snuggled up in bed, as Jane moved so that our two heads were close, just inches apart.  I kissed her softly, “Jane darling, like I said, and I know I keep repeating myself, I’d never want us to do anything that meant I’d lose you.  And I’d never want you to do anything which you weren’t comfortable with.  But yes darling, if there are things in there you think you’d enjoy and that you didn’t think would threaten our marriage, then yes, you now know that those things excite me and turn me on …” 
 
    Jane looked at me with a strange look, a mix between love, pity and lack of understanding, “You’re a strange man, David Jarvis … but I love you … and so if some of these ‘things’ are going to make you happy, then I’ll see what I can to do ….” 
 
    I really didn’t know how to respond to this, but before I had a chance to respond, Jane continued, “But remember Dave honey, this isn’t just about you and me and your fantasies,” suddenly looking at me with a very earnest expression. “Remember honey, there are three, real, human people in this relationship, and that means I and we will also need to factor in what Liam wants from this three-way set-up.” 
 
    Jane paused to let the words sink in for me before she continued.  “I’ve never said this directly before Dave, but the way I see it, Liam has equal rights in this set-up as you and me.  He’s not just some fuck-toy that you and I can pick-up and put-down when the mood takes us.  And he has feelings for me, and I have feelings for him.” 
 
    Jane hesitated again, making sure I was really taking in what she was saying before adding her final piece.  “Sweetheart, unless you truly know that this is a two-way street, with three people in it, not two, then honestly, I don’t think we should start down the road.  Honey, do you really know and accept that?  That Liam and Liam and me have equal rights in this thing?  If there are things that I want to do that will make Liam happy, but which aren’t in your binder and which you don’t like, would you still go along with it because Liam and I have equal rights in this?” 
 
    Jane looked at me and it was as if the world stood still.  This really was the moment of truth.  The final watershed moment, and she was issuing me a challenge, in a very gentle and loving way.  My wife was pointing out a hard truth and forcing me to confront it. 
 
    I was quiet for a long while, Jane was making me confront a profound and life-defining question.  What if there was stuff that Liam and Jane wanted to do that I wasn’t happy with?  This too was part of the deal.  To take the rough with the smooth. 
 
    This wasn’t some story or some game, it was the real world and Jane was telling me that if I continued to push this, we were about to embark on something that would fundamentally change the nature of our own relationship.  There would be three people to think about, not just two.  I was giving up my exclusive rights to Jane, agreeing to another man basically having equal rights to her. 
 
    Because of the huge significance of the hard truth Jane was forcing me to confront, I tried to avoid it. “Baby, will you promise to always put me first, above Liam, if I ask?” 
 
    Jane looked at me with a mix of firm resolve and tenderness, “That’s just the point, honey.  I’ll promise to always love you, but I can’t and won’t promise to always put you first, for two reasons.  Firstly, because that wouldn’t be fair to Liam.  And secondly, from what you’ve told me in that blue binder of yours, half the fun is the risk and excitement of knowing I might put Liam first …” 
 
    And there she had me, because I’d tried to avoid thinking about it these last few days, but the whole risk of where Jane’s relationship with Liam might one day go, of how it might evolve, was at the core of the excitement of the whole set-up for me.  Being an analytical type, deep down I think I’d always known this, as this was often a key part of my favorite stories, but Jane was now forcing me to confront this link between risk and danger and my pleasure and addiction to this situation.  I’d never want it to happen for real, but the risk, however slender, that she might one day leave me for a life with Liam was the oxygen to the furnace of my excitement.  I didn’t want to admit it, or even think it, but I knew that the risk and my excitement were inextricably linked.  Just like it is for a skydiver who occasionally reads about a chute not opening and hears about a co-enthusiast plunging to his grizzly ending. 
 
    Ever the realist, Jane was forcing me to confront this stark truth.  The harsh reality that, however much I disguised and tried to ignore it, would lie as the hidden foundations of the life I was now proposing. 
 
    Just as I tried to evade this truth, Jane did something deeply symbolic, a way for her to make me commit to the decision I was trying so hard to avoid confronting. 
 
    Jane got up from the bed, walked over to her dressing table and opened the jewelry draw in the dresser.  She looked like she was fiddling about with something, but I couldn’t really see what as her back was blocking me seeing her hands.  She then came back towards the bed holding her favorite wooden jewelry box and something which was hidden in her closed hand. 
 
    Sitting back down on the bed, she opened the jewelry box to show me the box was empty.  Kissing me gently, she asked me, “Dave, honey … this whole new set-up is only going to work if you trust me … and I mean, really trust me …”. 
 
    I said nothing, just looked at her as if to ask what was coming next.  Jane then held out her ring finger to me, “Dave honey, when I’m here with you, I’ll be your loving and loyal wife and I’ll wear the three rings you’ve given me.  But when I’m with Liam, I’ll be his girlfriend, and I’ll put him first.  If you accept this and really want to live this lifestyle, then I want you to show me this by taking off the rings you put on my finger, and putting them in the box. Then, after today, every time I go to be with Liam, it will be me not you who takes the rings off, as a sign that until I come home I belong to Liam.” 
 
    Jane’s game and gesture really, really got to me. Exciting me, but also making me realize how incredibly big the step we were taking was, how big the risk was.  But Jane had read the binder and she knew that several of my favorite stories involved similar scenes where wives removed their rings or got their husbands to do this and knowing this I told myself this was all still just a game.  My fear overcame my excitement, with my own hand shaking I did as Jane asked and removed her rings, putting them in the middle of the empty jewelry box. 
 
    Jane gave me a playful smile, which I didn’t immediately understand, as she moved the three rings from the middle to the side of the empty box. 
 
    She then opened her hand, and immediately I understand why.  In her now open hand was the gold chain she been given by Liam with his class ring on.  Jane kissed me softly and handed me the gold chain and ring, telling me, “This is it, Dave.  I want you to put Liam’s class ring and chain on the other side of the box, so that you’re officially giving your wife permission to enter a three-way relationship, where you accept that the other man in my life has equal rights to me, your wife.” 
 
    Why had I chosen such a smart woman to be my wife.  She’d taken in every little kink and every little nuance that I’d printed out and put in the folder, now using it to get me to recognize what I was fighting so hard to try and avoid recognizing. 
 
    I looked at Jane and knew that if I wanted us to live this lifestyle, then this was the price she was asking, so that I couldn’t come back later and tell her I didn’t know what I was signing up for. 
 
    With trembling hands, I laid the class ring and chain on the other side of the box, opposite to and next to the three rings I’d given Jane to signify our love. 
 
    The look on my face told Jane the price this whole gesture had exacted from me, and she gently kissed me, putting the box back in her dressing table. 
 
    As she came back to our bed she snuggled up in my arms and told me that she loved me. 
 
    After a few moments, she turned to me and simplify asked me, “Last chance honey, do you really want to live this lifestyle?” 
 
    It was my turn to speak truth.  “Jane honey, I’m incredibly excited and also incredibly scared about what we’re about to do, but I also know that there’s no going back, for either of us.” 
 
    Jane looked at me and said something that was very profound, “I know you love your plays honey.  I think the last few weeks have been the intermission and we’re just about to start the second act of our marriage.”  As events developed, Jane’s observation was to prove very insightful and accurate.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 15 
 
    Tuesday night Jane and I made love again, and basking in that special warm afterglow, I raised the subject of whether or not we should set some ground rules up.  When I mentioned this, I had in mind things like rules for communication when Jane and Liam were out (so that I’d know Jane was safe and when to expect her home), or places that might be off limits for them to be seen together, to avoid people we knew seeing Liam and Jane as a couple.  Or what we should do or say if one of us felt uncomfortable about something specific or about how things were going. 
 
    But Jane just looked at me with a teasing smile on her face, “Well honey, thinking back to your blue binder, and what I know about what turns you on, I have a suggestion.” 
 
    I looked at her with a mix of excitement and trepidation.  I knew Jane was an intelligent, assertive and imaginative woman and I wondered what she was going to propose.   
 
    Her lips curling into a teasing smile, Jane spoke, “My suggestion is this honey, No ground rules … no safety net.” 
 
    Jane has always known how to play, and having delivered her blow, she waited for her words to sink-in.  Her next words surprised me, as she simply asked me, “Dave honey, after all our years together, do you trust me, really trust me, totally?” 
 
    Maybe I shouldn’t have paused before answering, but I did because I wondered where this was leading, but then looking at the woman I loved so much I replied.  “Yes, sweetheart … you know I trust you a hundred percent … I love you baby and I’d trust you with my life.” 
 
    Jane smiled lovingly at me, the look of teasing now gone. “Then Dave honey, I want you to act on that trust and agree ‘no ground rules’, don’t put your trust in rules, put them in me and the fact that I love you and would never intentionally hurt you.” 
 
    Jane held my gaze as she waited for her words to sink in. “Honey, from your oh so helpful blue binder, it seems to me that risk and fear and the odd bit of jealousy and humiliation, not to mention not being in control, is core to your whole enjoyment of my relationship with Liam.  And knowing this, what kind of a wife would I be if I agreed to ‘ground rules’. I think you’ll enjoy it all the more honey if there are no ground rules.  You’ll always have the thrill and adrenaline rush of never quite knowing what Liam and I will do next, or when I might come home or go off to spend a few days with my boyfriend.” 
 
    Part of me was beginning to regret giving Jane that blue binder, it had given her the perfect window into my soul, and she was using it to heighten both my fear and pleasure, and to lovingly and gently remove any last remaining control I might have persuaded myself I had. 
 
    As I suddenly snapped out of my thoughts, I looked at Jane and from the way she was patiently looking directly into my eyes, I knew she was waiting for my response. 
 
    I thought of starting a discussion or argument with her, which I knew would be time-consuming and energy sapping, as any disagreements with Jane always were given her intelligence and self-confidence.  However much I might not like all of its consequences, I knew she was right. That not being in control, indeed giving that control totally to Jane, was a huge turn-on for me; and I also knew instinctively that putting my trust in this woman who I knew loved me with all her heart was a smarter move than trying to set any rules or boundaries. 
 
    So, after a deep intake of breath I simply said, “Okay Jane honey … I trust you.” 
 
    This was the ‘right answer’, immediately rewarded by a tender smile and a soft kiss on the lips. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    As I was soon to learn, our new lifestyle had given Jane almost unlimited license to tease me and keep me on tenterhooks about her intentions.  When the mood took her, she’d always had the ability to tease and torment me, but she’d never do this in a way to hurt me or cause me pain - unless she’d been really pissed at me, which was rare. 
 
    But our new lifestyle, ‘Act Two’ of our marriage as Jane had christened it, gave her huge latitude and opportunity to tease and torment me.  The only safety catch being her desire to keep the balance between ‘risk and safety’ and ‘excitement and pain’ slightly on the right side of the scales. 
 
    After all of the intensity of our earlier conversations about ground rules, we made love and Jane then disappeared off into the bathroom, leaving me a happy man lying there in bed, thinking how much I loved Jane and how lucky I was to have landed a woman as wonderful as her.  
 
    Just as I was enjoying watching the sway of Jane’s big breasts as she returned from the shower, I was poleaxed by Jane’s next actions. Rather than returning to bed as I’d expected, she made a beeline for her lingerie drawer and started selecting her sexiest items in a very exaggerated way. 
 
    It was already 10 o’clock, and feeling confused I asked, “Jane honey, what are you doing, why are you getting dressed at this hour?” 
 
    I felt a bit of a fool when her answer hit me straight between the eyes, “I thought I might pop in on a certain young man for a booty call.  After all baby, I do love you, and I’ve had the starter with you, but now it’s time for something … how shall I say … ‘more substantial’ … the ‘main course’, for want of a better expression.” 
 
    I felt my cheeks flush with embarrassment as Jane’s words sank in, but I have to admit I also felt my recently spent cock start to harden at Jane’s verbal put-down.  Jane actually lifted the bedsheet up, and made a theatrical show of looking at my hardening cock, before smiling at me and simply saying, “I thought so, my loving cucky husband likes it when I remind him that my boyfriend gives me eight times as much manhood as my loving cucky husband ever has or ever will.” 
 
    Jane was still holding the duvet up and looking at my still hardening cock as the second barrel of her verbal teasing landed.  “Well … judging by your reaction … case proven.” 
 
    I continued to watch Jane dress, then she started packing an overnight bag, with bated breath and hardly able to breathe, I asked, “Jane baby, when will you be back?” 
 
    With a look that was pure Cruella de Vil, she gave me a teasing smile, “Who says I will be back?  Maybe I’ll just decide to stay in Liam’s bed for the foreseeable future … after all, that’s where I can get me a proper man-sized cock … isn’t it darling?”, these last words said with an innocent lightness that defied the actual question itself. 
 
    I was dumbstruck and didn’t know what to do as I watched Jane finish her packing.  As she was packing first her lingerie, and then other clothes, she was careful to put her back between me and her bag, packing in such a way that I couldn’t see how many days she was packing for. 
 
    She then put the finishing touches to her make-up, pursing her lips in the mirror to perfect her shiny red lipstick, and then asked herself a rhetorical question which was clearly intended for my benefit, “Mmm … I wonder how long it will be before my lipstick’s spoiled as I suck on Liam’s huge cock, then drink his load down?” 
 
    Turning to face me, Jane’s face was a picture of innocence, as if she was just going to the pictures with a girlfriend and had never said these taunting words. 
 
    She leant over the bed (making sure I got a last good look at those big boobs that another man would soon be enjoying), kissed me and then with a tenderness left me.  Her parting words, “I love you so much honey … remember that in the next few hours …” 
 
    Then she turned on her heels and was gone, her car taillights soon disappearing off to the campus where I guess she was going to meet up with Liam. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Over the next few hours, I learned just how imaginative and creative Jane could be, as about half an hour after she’d left our home I received a Facetime call from Liam. 
 
    As I answered and responded with a, “Hi Liam”, I realized the camera was placed some distance from Liam who was sitting on the bed in only his shorts, playing with his iPad in what was a Studio flat that was different from the one that he and Jane had stayed in over Thanksgiving. 
 
    I spoke again, but there was no response from him or even sign that he acknowledged my presence, even though he was the one who’d initiated the call. 
 
    I later learned that Jane had told him exactly what to do and say, and this pretending that I wasn’t there was to be a big part of the game they were going to play with me this evening. 
 
    I spoke for a third time, still with no answer, then I suddenly heard Jane’s voice from out of camera shot, “Hey babe, I’m home …. “ 
 
    Jane’s use of the word “home” to describe Liam’s studio flat set every cuckold nerve jangling in my brain. Deep-down I knew she was playing me (as she’d promised or threatened to do) … but nonetheless, hearing these words brought a whole range of fears and feelings. 
 
    As Jane came into camera shot, she went straight up to Liam, wrapping her arms around his shoulders and reaching up to give him a deep and passionate kiss. 
 
    Jane was wearing her red nursing uniform.  She’d left the house wearing normal evening clothes, but somewhere between our home in Santa Monica and Liam’s studio flat she’d changed into her nursing uniform.  As this sank in and I puzzled over it, it suddenly dawned on me that Jane was sending me a couple of strong messages.  Firstly, that Liam was part of her and our everyday lives, just as her nursing job was.  And secondly, that just as our home in Santa Monica was home for her (where she’d daily arrive back in her uniform), so Liam’s studio flat was also now her home.  Her second home, where sometimes she’d be arriving back at the end of her working day … going there as many times a week as she cared to choose. 
 
    My cuckold brain processed this information and felt a surge of fear and excitement.  Like I said, Jane was already showing how imaginative and creative she could and would be in playing this game. 
 
    Jane and Liam broke their passionate kiss, my wife beaming up at her handsome young lover, “Sorry I’ve been away the last couple of nights honey … I had to go and sort some stuff out with my husband … but I’m back now … and everything’s sorted out like we talked about … I can spend as much time here as I like, just like we discussed.” 
 
    Again, my heart leapt into my throat, had all of Jane and my conversations on Monday been a charade, just a playing out of what Jane and Liam had already agreed?  I genuinely didn’t think so, but I couldn’t be sure, and it was another clever twist of the knife on the part of my wife.  Jane’s words genuinely twisting my gut as if a real six-inch blade had been thrust in and turned. 
 
    Jane backed away from Liam and with one double-arm movement pulled her red nursing top and the undershirt up over her shoulders and threw it to the floor, then just as swiftly kicked off her ‘nurse shoes’ and baggy red pants so that she was now naked in front of her young boyfriend. 
 
    Happy at her naked state, she moved back to Liam and pushed her beautiful body tight against his lean and heavily tattooed body, crushing her big breasts that he liked so much flat against his inked and ripped chest. 
 
    They kissed again, and when they finally broke for air, Jane gave that same beaming smile to Liam again, telling him, “I missed you baby,” and then after another briefer and softer kiss, Jane’s hand grasped the front of his shorts and grabbing the huge limp salami through the material, grinning at him, “And I missed him as well.” 
 
    With this, Jane took her arms from around her young boyfriend and used her hands to tug on both sides of his shorts as she simultaneously knelt directly in front of him, pulling his shorts all the way down to his ankles so that his huge snake suddenly sprang free, proud and erect as it bounced hard against his washboard stomach, reaching well above his belly button in a way my cock had never managed. 
 
    Kneeling like a high priestess in front of some altar, Jane started the verbal and physical worship of Liam’s huge manhood.  “Baby, I’d forgotten just how big you are, how much I love to just look at you and hold you …” 
 
    Jane was momentarily lost for words as she knelt there adoringly in front of her nineteen-year-old boyfriend, just holding his huge eleven-inch manhood and gazing admiringly and longingly at it, knowing that it would soon be deep in her body and taking her to the heights of pleasure again. 
 
    The arrogant and brash version of Liam was not on show, instead he looked down tenderly at my wife kneeling in front of him, and he gently moved her hair to the side with his right hand, so that Jane looked away from his manhood to his handsome young face.  Satisfied that Jane was now looking at him rather than his huge cock, Liam stroked her cheek softly, “Jane, I love you, and I’m glad it’s all out in the open now …” 
 
    Jane held her gaze still and told Liam, “I love you too baby … I’m not leaving Dave, honey … but that doesn’t mean we can’t be together, darling … I’m all yours tonight baby … and like I said, Dave’s agreed to let me see you as often as I like …” 
 
    With that a thought seemed to cross Jane’s face, and as Liam helped her up off of her knees, she turned and walked directly towards the camera, her big breasts bouncing tantalizingly as they always did. 
 
    She stood close to the camera, her face blocking out the rest of the room, she spoke to me for the first time, “Dave baby, I hope you’ll understand … tonight’s for me and Liam … I love you baby and I always will …but I told you they’d be times where I put Liam and me first … he’s an equal in this thing, like we agreed …” 
 
    Jane paused for a minute, and then continued, “And as tonight’s for Liam and me, honey, I hope you don’t mind if I turn the camera off … so that we have some privacy … I’ll call you tomorrow honey to check in and check you’re okay …. Love you baby,” and then Jane blew me a kiss and turned the Facetime call off. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Jane turned the Facetime camera off at around eleven p.m. and the rest of the night was really difficult for me.  At least when I could watch I had the excitement to ease the pain and angst.  But denied this salve, all I was left with was a wicked mix of angst and worry and the images that my minds’ eye conjured up, the two of them feeding off each other.   
 
    The images started as graphic and sexual - starting off with mental pictures of Jane on her knees worshipping Liam’s huge cock, or of her lying on her back with her long legs spread apart to welcome her young lover, or bent back all the way so that her knees rested on her shoulders as Liam pushed all thick eleven inches of his huge cock into Jane’s willing body.  But although the images always started like this, they always morphed into something more psychological, Jane clinging to Liam, telling him how much better he was than me and how she loved him and only wanted him now. 
 
    Such is the way with fear, Jane and I were playing with fundamental human emotions and even though my rational brain told me how much Jane loved me and had promised to never intentionally hurt me, I was still racked with fear and jealousy, knowing full well this was the price I had to pay to for my growing cuckold pleasures and addictions. 
 
    Sleep finally overtook me at around two a.m., helped by the by now customary two or three large glasses of McCallan which seemed to be the only way I could get to sleep now whenever Jane was away with Liam. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    That next morning, as I showered and readied myself for work, I tried my best to put things out of my mind.  I was preparing my own breakfast when I got a Facetime call from Jane.  I was so relieved and overjoyed to see her smiling but tired looking face. 
 
    “Hi honey … I just called to tell you that I love you and to see how you are?  Are you okay after last night, baby?” I could see a genuine look of concern and love on my wife’s face as she waited for my answer. 
 
    I’m a bit ashamed that a small part of me, the mean part, thought for just a nanosecond of hamming it up and telling Jane that I’d had a really terrible night, so she might come home now and be with me. 
 
    But this was just a fleeting thought.  I could never do that to my beloved wife. 
 
    I was aware that my face must be showing Jane how glad I was to see her and hear from her, and so for a moment I said nothing, I just smiled into the camera like a teenager with his first crush. 
 
    “I’m okay, darling.  I finally slept at around two, until then I kept imagining what you and Liam were getting up to.”  I paused, and then trying to add a little humor I added, “And I’m sure my minds’ eye had it down good, from what I saw last night, I don’t exactly think you two were playing Chess all night.” 
 
    Jane blushed, and I continued, “And if you don’t mind me saying so honey, you do look quite tired this morning.” 
 
    Jane blushed a deeper red, “You’re not wrong, honey.  I’m looking like that for the simple reason that Liam wouldn’t leave me alone all night.  Just as I would drift off, he’d be ready and ‘at me’ again.  I swear, he was like a dog with two dicks.  He didn’t seem to ever get soft … all night.” 
 
    Jane’s description was very graphic, and it left me in no doubt as to why she was so tired. 
 
    Jane changed the topic, adding her own brand of humor.  “So, you’re okay honey?  I don’t need to send for the men in the white coats to come and look after you … at least, not just yet?”  Gallows humor. 
 
    Despite the strangeness of the situation and all the fears and worries that had gone through my head last night, I had to laugh at Jane’s joke, and I reassured her that I was okay, and that I didn’t need to be carted off to the asylum just yet. 
 
    It was my turn to change the topic, and naturally enough I asked her the question which was top of my mind, “Honey, will you be home tonight?  Do you want me to cook you something or get takeaway?” 
 
    All of a sudden, Jane looked guilty, and although no words had been said, I knew she wouldn’t be home tonight. 
 
    As Jane, and then Liam spoke, I realized that I was half right and half wrong.  Jane spoke first, “Let me hand the phone to Liam baby, he’s got something he wants to ask you.”  All of a sudden, I was staring at Liam’s nineteen-year-old face complete with facial tattoos and face piercings. 
 
    “Hi man, I had a favor I wanted to ask.  I’ve got this new girlfriend, she’s a real looker, I think you’ll really like her.  Well, anyway, as we’re buddies an all and as I used to live there with you, I wondered if it would be okay if I brought her round to your place for dinner, you know - to show her where I used to live.” 
 
    I was momentarily totally lost for words.  What game was this that either Jane or Liam or the two of them had cooked up.  Liam was asking me if it was okay for him to bring my own wife into our home on a date.  For me to sit opposite them at dinner and make small talk, pretending that I was the outsider, as they sat there making cow eyes at each other and holding hands. 
 
    Jane had asked me to trust her, and what they were suggesting would be a hell of a test. 
 
    Finally regaining my powers of speech, I was on the point of telling them ‘no way’, when they showed how well the two of them knew which buttons to press to get their way.  Just as I was on the point of refusing, Liam spoke and offered me an incentive that I was powerless to resist. 
 
    “And of course, Dave, sorry I forgot to say, as it might be late by the time we finish dinner, if it would be okay with you, me and my new girlfriend would stay the night … and I know that now you’re on your own, that sometimes you like to watch … so me and my girlfriend wouldn’t be offended if you wanted to discretely watch while we make out …” 
 
    And there it was, between them, Jane and Liam had baited me, hooked me and reeled me in. 
 
    And that’s the background to why I found myself at seven-thirty p.m. on Wednesday 2nd December 2015 welcoming my own wife into our family home, as if I didn’t know her. As tonight I’d implicitly agreed that she was another man’s date, another, much younger and more virile man who was now her full-time boyfriend. 
 
    Liam’s car pulled up in our drive (another statement, they’d used his car, not Jane’s) and I had to do a double take as I saw how Jane was dressed.  By day, a respectable forty-one year old senior nurse in the OR at Keck hospital, a wife and mother; by night dressed up in an outfit that would have better suited a hooker. Strolling back into our family home, hand-in-hand with her young boyfriend, a young man with whom she was by her own admission deeply infatuated. 
 
    That infatuation shone through by the way that Jane had agreed to dress in public for her young paramour.  She was wearing insanely high silver platform heels which looked to be about seven inches high, complimented by an incredibly tight white micro mini skirt and a strappy leather boob tube which seemed a couple of sizes too small, which only just managed to hold in her big boobs, whilst showing off her toned flat tummy to perfection. 
 
    As I watched her walk up the drive dressed like a fifty-dollar whore, I wondered what her friends at the hospital or her daughter would have thought if they’d have seen her dressed like this. 
 
    When Jane got within speaking distance, she smiled provocatively at me, “Hi Dave, Liam has told me so much about you,” reaching out to shake my hand as if it was the first time we’d ever met. 
 
    Heading inside, she made a big show of looking around, then turned to face me, “You’ve got a lovely place here, Dave.  Liam must have been really happy when he lived here with you and your wife.” 
 
    Throughout dinner, Jane and Liam kept up the charade, and it was really hard for me as I watched them sharing lots of intimate glances and touches all through the meal, before eventually we retired to the lounge for drinks, Jane naturally enough snuggling up next to Liam on the larger of the two sofas. 
 
    Jane was content to leave most of the talking to Liam and I, and as we talked the game continued.  Liam asking me what I thought of his girlfriend, as if she weren’t even there, asking me if I thought she was pretty, and did I like her big tits. 
 
    While Liam asked me all these questions, Jane was looking at me in a way that was imploring me to keep up the fiction of the evening.  And the truth was that I was enjoying the game, happy to be included and in the room with them, much easier on my nerves than the previous night of being excluded while they had their private time together. 
 
    Looking into Jane’s imploring eyes, I continued the game.  “Yeah Liam, I think she’s a real looker, and yes, she looks to have great tits, like you say.”  Liam grinned at me, happy and I think a little relieved. 
 
    Buoyed by my playing along, he continued, “And you know Dave, you’d never guess she’s a respectable nurse and mother.  But, you know, she goes like a train.  Virtually the first time I met her she put out for a couple of buddies of mine, and the other night she went further … even let four buddies and me do her all night … we really pulled a train on her … she even took my buddies two at a time, if you know what I mean.” 
 
    Hearing this description of herself, I’d thought that Jane might have objected or even been upset with Liam, but to my amazement Jane just giggled, and she actually weighed in to add to what Liam was saying about her. 
 
    “Liam honey, you make me sound like a real slut,” pausing before continuing, “I’m just a normal girl who decided that after twenty years of one loving man, it would be nice to see what the world has to offer, in all the different shapes and sizes that it has to offer.” 
 
    Liam just grinned, and then turning away from Jane to me, asked me, “Dave man, I tell you, she’s a real firecracker.  If you want, I’m sure she wouldn’t mind if you wanted to watch me fuck her.  Would you like that man?  To watch me make her squeal and scream as she comes all over my big dick?” 
 
    Here we were, the moment of truth.  At the point where I had to play along with their little game and ask politely to see my own wife get fucked by her young boyfriend, if I wanted to get the ‘reward’ they’d dangled in front of me the night before. Which they’d known would be enough to sucker me in. 
 
    Despite the fact that it was deeply humiliating to have to ask another man to fuck my wife, there was never any doubt in any of our minds that I’d do as expected, asking Liam to let me watch him fuck his new girlfriend. 
 
    After he’d unzipped and removed Jane’s leather boob tube, my wife’s young stud got her to stand next to the end of the sofa, bent her forward and as she teetered on those insanely high heels, he lifted her white micro mini skirt and started playing with her hairless pussy with one hand, while he unzipped his pants with the other hand. 
 
    I think he saw me looking at Jane’s newly bald pussy and he turned to face me to explain.  “As a nurse Jane says it’s more hygienic bare, and we both like it better that way coz we can get a better view when my huge cock is pistoning in and out of her tight pussy.  And afterwards we both get a kick when we see how stretched and puffy she is after I’ve pounded her …” 
 
    Liam then started rubbing his huge glans up and down Jane’s lovelips. Just like a mare on heat, my wife was trying to push back and impale herself on the stallion that wanted to cover her.  But Liam had other ideas and he just carried on rubbing up and down, while holding Jane’s butt in such a way that she couldn’t spear herself on his huge cock. 
 
    He continued rubbing his huge engorged glans up and down Jane’s lovelips, my wife getting more and more aroused and frustrated.  Liam turned to me, “So Dave man, just give me the word and I’ll start the show.  Do you want me to fuck this little slut within an inch of her life?” 
 
    I knew it was all a game, but still I didn’t like to hear any man refer to Jane as a ‘slut’.  But just like my wife, I was now well and truly past the point of no return, and so I gave in and told him what he wanted to hear. 
 
     “Sure Liam, give the lady what she wants … give her a good fucking.” 
 
    And that’s exactly what Liam did, as literally he fucked Jane to within an inch of her life. 
 
    It was about nine p.m. when Liam slipped that eleven-inch monster into Jane with one long, deep stroke that caused her to squeal out in surprise.  And for the next hour Liam’s stamina was amazing as he fucked Jane to eight orgasms before, with the two of them kissing deeply as they finished in missionary style with my wife’s legs locked behind the youth’s back, he finally pumped his fertile load into Jane’s very willing and receptive body. 
 
    When they’d recovered and the tender kisses they shared subsided, Liam gently helped Jane to her feet and turning to look at me said, “As it’s getting late Dave, if it’s okay with you, Jane and I will head up … see you in the morning.” 
 
    And as he led Jane by the hand towards the stairs, for virtually the first time that evening there was a look from Jane to me that indicated there was a connection between us, that she was more than just Liam’s date for the evening. 
 
    The look from Jane said, ‘I hope you’re enjoying this honey’ and as we passed she mouthed the words ‘I love you’ at me, in a conspiratorial way, as if she didn’t want Liam to see this. 
 
    I mouthed the same back, elated at this small connection which provided some crumb of comfort to me as Liam and ‘his girlfriend’ headed up the stairs to bed. 
 
    As they headed up the stairs, I heard Liam call back down to me, “Dave, man, I just want to apologize in advance if my girlfriend makes too much noise and wakes you up in the night  … it’s just she can’t get enough of my big cock … and, you know … she’s a bit of a screamer, if you know what I mean.” 
 
    This was the first thing that added insult to injury as events moved upstairs.  The second was that Liam didn’t lead Jane into his old room, as he’d earlier suggested he would, he actually led her into our marital bedroom, even then having the nerve to close and lock the door. 
 
    As threatened, or promised, I’m really not sure which fits better, the noises coming from our master bedroom while Liam fucked Jane three times more during the night did indeed wake me up Like the addict I had become, each time I snuck out of the guest room to which I’d been relegated and fired up my monitor to watch. 
 
    It was just after ten p.m. when Liam had led Jane up to bed and it was three a.m. on Thursday morning when the bed finally went silent, as Jane and Liam finally stopped fucking for the night. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    On Thursday morning, I awoke to the pleasant smell of bacon cooking and as I roused myself from my slumber and headed downstairs, I looked out onto the drive and saw that Liam’s car was already gone.  I didn’t bear him any ill-will, but my heart soared as I put two and two together and realized that Jane and I would now, even for a few minutes, get some quality time alone, to reconnect as a couple and talk. 
 
    As I entered the kitchen, I saw Jane was cooking. As she heard me come in, she turned to face me and gave me a loving smile that went a long way to making me forget some of the more difficult moments of the last few days. 
 
    With a smile she informed me she was “cooking for her man”, and after we’d enjoyed a long and emotional kiss, she told me she’d taken the liberty of ringing my secretary at work and telling her I was taking a day’s leave, and that she’d arranged to do the same at the hospital, so that we could have a day together. 
 
    Jane and I had a wonderful day.  We talked about normal stuff, we made love, we kissed and held hands as we just did ordinary stuff around the house.  And inevitably, we also talked about the last few days.  Jane wanted to know if she’d gone too far in any way, and after some thinking back through the last days’ events, I told her ‘no’, that it was all okay, and that I trusted her and that she’d not gone too far. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 16 
 
    This second act of our marriage started just after thanksgiving 2015, which amazingly enough was only about six weeks after Liam moved in. 
 
    With hindsight, that single fact by itself would tell a neutral observer a hell of a lot.  As a lawyer might say, it speaks to the needs and personalities of the two principals, namely Jane and myself. 
 
    Looking back now, I think that’s right, because you can’t put all of this on me and my evolving enjoyment of watching Jane with Liam and his buddies.  If you recall, the whole genesis of our new lifestyle was when Jane, emboldened by a few glasses of wine, flirted a bit too much with Liam and his friends and then asked my permission to treat the boys to a topless show, and then ‘begged’ me to just this once allow her to have sex with someone other than me. 
 
    To the neutral observer, the fact that things progressed so far and so fast in the six weeks after Liam moved in, suggests that our new lifestyle was maybe an accident waiting to happen, which might be too negative a way to look at it. 
 
    But what’s clear looking back is that Jane and I, both separately and as a couple, only allowed things to develop like this, and in so permanent a way, as our new lifestyle was fulfilling fundamental needs that both Jane and I wanted, and maybe even needed to satisfy. 
 
    For twenty plus years Jane had been a wonderful, dedicated and faithful wife.  Playing the role of wife and mother, not to mention that of a senior nurse with life and death responsibilities as a surgical nurse in OR.   All of these pressures, all of these longstanding patterns which didn’t change year-to-year meant Jane was ripe for a change in her life.  To explore new things and to let go, allowing her sexual, wild side out into the open.  She was a beautiful woman who’d always had lots of male attention, but who had never really experimented before we married.  In short, our new lifestyle allowed her to throw off the shackles of twenty years and experiment, to push the boundaries sexually. 
 
    And I guess we were incredibly lucky as a couple that I was in a place as a man and a husband that I knew two things.  Firstly, that after that fateful first time with Liam and his two buddies, I didn’t want to deny Jane the sexual pleasures and experiences that she’d just realized were out there for her to taste and try.  And secondly, that although sometimes it was hard, very hard, I was the kind of guy who, provided he knew his wife loved him, was prepared to let her experiment and would enjoy watching and participating while she went with new men.  Men who were bigger and better sexually. 
 
    Looking at how fast things developed, it seems likely that had I not been the kind of guy to allow and enjoy his wife’s experimentation, there’s a fair chance that Jane would have eventually strayed anyway and that it would have seriously hurt or destroyed our marriage. 
 
    I mention all of this (which in some ways is going over old ground) because at this stage in our story, less than just two months in, what I’m about to describe needs to be viewed in the context of my developing sexual needs, and more importantly Jane’s evolving sexuality. 
 
    Very early on in our story I used the expression ‘Pandora’s box’ to describe how I felt after Jane’s first time with Liam and his two friends.  By this I meant that after trying this new experience, to my mind I couldn’t ask Jane to ‘unlearn’ or ‘unexperience’ what she had indeed experienced, the multiple and taboo pleasures of sex with much younger guys and sex with an exceptionally well-endowed man. 
 
    But as our story enters its next phase (Act two), then the lid to Pandora’s box was truly about to come off.  Because I had given Jane carte blanche to pretty much do whatever she wanted and live the life she wanted. 
 
    To briefly recap, by stages I’d told her she could see Liam as often as she liked, that there were no ground rules and that I trusted her to be in control and do as she pleased, so as long as she promised to still love me.  And to cap it all off, I’d armed her with the famous ‘blue binder’ where I’d printed out all of the kinky things that I thought excited me (at least they did in the fictional world), implicitly giving her approval to try any of things listed in the binder. 
 
    Given all of this, it was no surprise that in the last month of 2015 and through most of 2016 that the lid did well and truly come off Pandora’s box. 
 
    And as it came off, Jane and I can count ourselves lucky or blessed that our marriage and love survived, just about, and that coming to today we have found a way to keep our much-changed love and marriage together. 
 
    But I’m getting ahead of myself.  The rest of ‘The Second Act’ deserves to be told in a broadly chronological and coherent way.  Now that I’ve set the scene. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    After the surreal evening of Liam bringing his ‘girlfriend’ to our home for a date, there were just 13 days left before the college Christmas recess for Liam.  During these two weeks Jane would broadly split her time three ways, spending about 5 days with me, and around 4 days with Liam where they included me either via Facetime or in person and around 4 days where, as Jane put it, she and Liam would have some ‘private alone time’. 
 
    This last third of Jane’s time was both the hardest and, in some ways, the most exciting part of the time for me.  It was certainly hard, feeling excluded and not knowing what was happening, the corresponding worries and risks being clearly a hard burden to bear.  But as I said before, this seemed directly linked to the extra excitement and arousal it generated for me.  No gain without pain seems a suitable epitaph. 
 
    But as Jane and I lay in bed on the evening of Tuesday 15th December, the last day of term for Liam, I could tell that Jane had something on her mind.  As I’d learnt over the years, I gave her the time and space to get to a place where she could tell me what she needed to tell me. 
 
    With a look which was part nervous and part teasing, she looked over at me and told me what it was.  “Dave honey, I’ve decided it’s time to put into practice one of the little ‘requests’ from within your blue binder.” 
 
    With a mix of excitement and fear I asked, “Okay babe … may I ask which ‘request’ it is?” 
 
    Jane smiled, suddenly looking more relaxed. 
 
    “Do you remember the story where the wife goes off for her ‘honeymoons’ with her boyfriends, and then this eventually gets extended to going and living with her boyfriend for a few months when he ‘steals her away from her husband’.” 
 
    I remembered the story only too well, this was one of my biggest fantasies and at the same time one of my worst fears. 
 
    I was pretty sure I knew the outline of what was coming next, and Jane soon filled me in on the details.  She’d decided that she thought that the five weeks of Liam’s upcoming recess was a perfect length of time to ‘tease me’ by going and living full time with her young boyfriend.  Jane told me that she thought it was long enough to be ‘different’ and both ‘worrying and exciting’ for me, but not so long as to make me a nervous wreck or cause me too much pain. 
 
    Since the second Act of our marriage had begun, I was getting well-versed in being submissive to Jane (after all I’d given her control pretty much, even if we’d never used these words), and so I simply asked, “Do I have any say in this honey, or is this a done deal and you’ve already made your mind up?” 
 
    Jane pretended to look hurt, with an exaggerated look of pain, and then gave me a wicked smile and answered my question.  “Why darling, if you had any say in this, where would be the fun and the sense of risk and worry that you so enjoy?” 
 
    Sometimes I hated my smart wife, she had me, and she knew it. 
 
    And so, the morning of Wednesday 16th December was the last time I saw her in the flesh or spent time with Jane for five full weeks. 
 
    Jane returned to our family home on the evening of Wednesday January 20th, fully thirty-five days after she’d left.  During all of that time she was living full time with her young boyfriend and enjoying his huge cock more times every day than I care to think about. 
 
    Luckily for us, Alison had gone on vacation to Central America with her boyfriend, so it was only at work and neighborhood get-togethers that I had to explain Jane’s absence, using the white lie that she was busy working at the hospital. 
 
    During these long weeks, some of the time Jane and Liam would turn on the cameras in his studio flat (that had replaced the more limited FaceTime), and other times they’d deliberately exclude me. 
 
    But even when Jane and Liam did turn the cameras on they’d normally pretend as if I wasn’t there.  Generally, the only times they’d break this habit was when they wanted to say something to tease me - like Jane telling me how good Liam was or how big he was. 
 
    The only communication I got from Jane was during the first week, when she’d check in that I was okay every couple of days, and then at the end of that first week she informed me that she was going to “go dark” as she dramatically put it, breaking off communication so that I got the full pain / enjoyment of my blue binder fantasy. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    When Jane finally returned, she seemed really pleased to be home.  The first two days were wonderful.  We made love, we talked, we re-connected.  But by the Friday evening I could tell that Jane was getting ‘antsy’, and it didn’t take a genius to work out why.  Having enjoyed the closeness, emotional bonding and physical pleasures of five weeks with Liam, Jane now had withdrawal symptoms.  I knew that she loved me, but I also knew that she was ‘going cold turkey’ and was missing Liam. 
 
    Part of me felt hurt and upset at this realization.  A voice in my head shouted out ‘it’s not fair, he’s had her for all these weeks, she’s only been back two full days and she’s wanting to be back with him, how’s that fair?’ 
 
    But the realist and person who loved Jane won out, and I simply asked Jane (as she was looking into the distance, as if back with Liam) “Honey, I know you and I love you.  How long do you need?  How long do you need with him?” 
 
    Jane looked across at me and I could see there was a real mix of feelings in her eyes, love for me sure, but also mixed with sadness and pity. 
 
    Jane said nothing, and so I gently repeated the question, “How long do you need darling?” 
 
    And that was it, the flood gates opened, both emotionally and physically, as Jane burst into tears. 
 
    Despite my own fears and emotions, my first instinct was to comfort Jane and so I held her to me as she sobbed and cried like a baby.  I’d not seen her like that ever, and it really made an impression on me. 
 
    When she’d finally calmed down enough, she slowly and haltingly started to speak. 
 
    “I’m so sorry honey … I never meant for this to happen … I never meant to hurt you …” 
 
    I didn’t like where this conversation was going, and I had a desperate need to get some clarity and reassurance on what Jane was feeling and thinking. 
 
    “Okay, honey, let’s try and work this out piece by piece.  Jane, the first thing I need to know is,” and I paused at the enormity of what I had to ask, “Jane, do you still love me?” 
 
    I got my answer before Jane even spoke, as she suddenly looked up at me as if I was an idiot for even asking the question. This single look did a power of good to reassure me, as she managed between sniffles to tell me, “Of course I still love you Dave … that’s not what all this is about …” 
 
     “Then sweetheart, what is it all about … tell me in your own time …” 
 
    Jane sniffled a bit more, and then she started to explain, “I miss him so much … I miss the smell of his body … I miss the sound of his voice … I miss the magical way I feel when I wake up next to his warm young muscular body … and then he rolls me over and enters me as we make wonderful love in the morning … I miss the way he kisses me and looks into my eyes and tells me that he loves me …. I miss the way he makes me feel so sexy and desired … the way he looks at my body and always seems to want me … I miss the way he holds my hand and makes me laugh … and cuddles me while we watch TV … the way he makes me feel so young … makes me feel like the sexiest woman in the world.” 
 
    Jane’s catalog of what she missed about Liam petered out as she just looked at me, in the same way that a young child looks at a parent, with total faith and trust that the parent can make the pain and the hurt go away. 
 
    I looked into Jane’s eyes through the long moments of silence between us, I knew intuitively that there was only one solution.  Jane had been in love with Liam before the five long weeks she’d spent with him at Christmas.  All these weeks had just deepened and solidified what was already there. 
 
    Sending Jane back to have another few days or weeks with Liam, would just mean her cold turkey would be even worse when she came home next time. 
 
    I couldn’t break her heart by asking her not to see Liam, that wasn’t part of the deal and the realist in me guessed that she’d most likely not be able to manage this anyway, and that even if she did, she might resent me forever. 
 
    The best solution seemed to be to ask Liam to move back in as a lodger, so that Jane could see him and spend time with him every day, whilst at the same time at least Jane and I would have some time together and see each other every day. 
 
    As you can imagine, all kind of alarm bells were ringing in my head as Jane and I held each other and worked out what to do.  But despite these alarm bells, I knew that the answer I’d reached was the right one.  The only one.  But I wasn’t so stupid as to think that either Jane or I knew how things would develop in the next weeks and months if we did invite Liam back into our family home.  
 
    It was maybe a bit unfair on Liam, but in my mind I thought of it as like inviting the fox into the hen house.  But however dangerous it might be, I knew that I had no real alternative and that I’d just have to ride whatever storms and consequences might result from inviting this particular big dicked fox back into our home. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    It didn’t take much persuading to get both Jane and Liam to agree to my suggestion.  Although, like me, Liam had originally been in favor of keeping his space and distance, he was also missing Jane and being confident now in how much he knew Jane loved him, he was happy to agree to my suggestion that he move back.  The only two things that he insisted on getting me to clarify and agree to were that the idea that Jane could spend as much time with him as she wanted still applied, and that he would still be free to take Jane out on dates. 
 
    Liam had lived with us for several weeks, and he’d lived away from us in the studio for several weeks.  So, in some ways having him back was familiar and similar as before.  But in most ways, it was very different. 
 
    While he’d lived with us before, his ‘dalliances’ with Jane had been only occasional, only lasting a few hours and separated by the days and weeks when Jane was mine and mine alone.  But now it was different.  He was Jane’s official boyfriend, and we’d agreed that he was an equal in what was now a truly a three-way relationship. 
 
    As Liam moved back, in truth I would have been happy if he had been only ‘an equal’ with regard to his time with Jane compared to my time with her, and with regard to our respective relationships. 
 
    Hindsight is a great thing, because looking back now I wonder if things would have been different if I’d tried to set up an arrangement where Jane split her time evenly between Liam and me. 
 
    Because as it was, with him back in the house, and with Jane so evidently now both infatuated and deeply in love with him, Liam came to dominate Jane’s time to a ridiculous extent, and I felt increasingly shut out. 
 
    To be fair to Liam, whilst he wasn’t complaining and he did initiate things on some occasions, the root of the problem was that Jane was so into him that she wanted to spend as much time with him as she could. 
 
    But when Liam first moved back in, on Saturday 23rd January 2016, this wasn’t initially apparent.  Jane was overjoyed to see him and they soon continued their torrid love affair. 
 
    On the Saturday night I wasn’t surprised when Jane didn’t return from his bedroom and spent the night with him.  The next morning when she came down for breakfast she was skipping with happiness like a young girl who’d just received a pony or some such, and she greeted me with a happy smile and a soft and tender kiss. 
 
    “Thanks for letting Liam move back in honey,” Jane said with a radiant and loving look on her face.  “I know it’s not what you planned, and I really appreciate it, sweetheart, it really helps me, and I promise we can make it all work.” 
 
    Well, Jane’s promise that she could make it work was easier to make than to keep.  I soon found myself feeling left out and a second-class citizen in my own home and with my own wife.  It wasn’t that Jane wasn’t loving or tender with me, just like she’d been in the kitchen the day after Liam moved back in. 
 
    Rather it was that there were two huge problems that soon became very obvious and very painful for me.  The first problem was that Jane had an overwhelming excitement when she was with Liam, whereas when she was with me there was still the love that there had always been, but the same level of newness and excitement was missing.   
 
    The excitement wasn’t just sexual in nature, it was also emotional.  It pained me to say it, because I knew Jane still loved me deeply, but she was very clearly “in love” with Liam.  And it was more than that.  Not only was she in love with him, but she was obsessed and besotted with him. 
 
    And it hurt like hell for me.  To see and experience every day the contrast between the way that Jane’s face lit up when Liam entered the room or when they were simply spending time together, and the comfortable, “contented” way she looked when she was with me. 
 
    The second big problem linked to the first.  As Jane was so in love with Liam and smitten with him, she spent as much time with him as she reasonably could. 
 
    After Thanksgiving when we’d discussed the way forward, Jane had forced me to accept the fact that we had to treat Liam as an equal in our budding three-way relationship.  And now, seeing the amount of time that Jane spent with Liam, I’d have been very happy to have been treated as his equal. 
 
    I think in that first month that Liam after had moved back in, Jane made an effort to try and split her time roughly evenly between us.  She’d typically alternate the nights, sleeping with me one night and with Liam the next.  But she and Liam would maybe go out on dates two nights during the week and at least one of the two nights at the weekend. 
 
    And when they were round the house, they were virtually inseparable. 
 
    As you can imagine, this hurt, for me to feel like the person that Jane wanted to spend less time with. 
 
    At first, I tried to put up a bit of ‘a fight’, taking Jane out as much as I could.  But although she didn’t say anything negative and was perfectly pleasant on our date nights, I had the strong feeling she was killing time until the date was over and she could return home and be with her beloved Liam again. 
 
    From around the start of the second month of Liam’s return (late February onwards), I stopped asking Jane out for dates, as I was in a funk over her lack of enjoyment compared to her dates with Liam. 
 
    By now Jane and I had stopped communicating much as I got more and more morose and down about the whole situation.   
 
    Talking to Jane about it later, she admitted that she’d noticed that I wasn’t happy. Being honest enough to confess that she deliberately didn’t discuss it with me because she was frightened the conversation might lead somewhere that she didn’t want it to go.  Namely to me telling her how unhappy I was about how the whole set-up between them, and that this might force her to confront difficult choices and sacrifice her own love and relationship with Liam. 
 
    As I stopped asking Jane out on dates from around the end of February, of course this then gave her more opportunity to spend time with Liam, and that’s exactly what the two of them did. 
 
    It went from a situation where she and Liam spent three or so nights a week out on dates to where they might be out maybe five nights a week. 
 
    And not surprisingly, by now they were sleeping together a similar number of nights per week. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Things came to a head in on Thursday March 17th, about a month after I’d stopped inviting Jane out for dates.   We’d just eaten dinner and I raised the topic of the two of us taking a short break, which I thought might help us. But Jane just looked at me with a guilty look and asked if we could do it another time, blushing deep red as she explained the problem was that she already had plans for the dates I was suggesting, as she planned to go with Liam on a Spring Break vacation. 
 
    For me this was the straw that broke the camel’s back as I lost my temper big time and went at Jane, “Well hell, isn’t that great.  I hardly get to see you at all these days .. you and lover boy are out so often … if you feel like that, then maybe you shouldn’t bother to come back from your precious little vacation together … and anyway, when you do come back, maybe I won’t be here so you two can do what the hell you like, when the hell you like without having to worry about me …” 
 
    And I went storming out of the house, drove off and hit a local bar. 
 
    About thirty minutes later when I guess she’d judged I’d calmed down enough, my phone rang and I saw it was Jane who was ringing and I decided to just turn it off and ignore it. 
 
    If Jane thought this was the kind of thing that would blow over in thirty minutes or so, I guess she had no idea how bad this thing had gotten for me. 
 
    After a while I turned my phone back on, and had the pleasure of seeing Jane try and ring me every few minutes whilst I choose to still ignore, enjoying some payback pleasure from knowing that she was hurting, like I’d be been hurting these last two months. 
 
    After a couple of hours I’d calmed down enough to pick up the phone, but I didn’t give Jane a chance to speak as before she could say anything I said what I’d been thinking over the last hour or so, “I’m not ready to talk Jane.  I’m really pissed and hurt, and if you really want to talk and try and save our marriage, then you should be at our favorite restaurant tomorrow evening at six p.m. and ready to talk about how we fix this car wreck of a marriage.” 
 
    And with that I ended the call and turned the phone off.  The die was now cast. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 17 
 
    The conversation that Jane and I had on that Friday evening contained both the expected and the unexpected.   
 
    My beautiful wife opened with a genuine apology for the pain she’d caused me.  Alternating between looking at me and down at the table, she admitted she’d let the whole situation get away from her since Liam had moved back in and that she knew she’d hurt me and neglected and ignored me in favor of Liam. 
 
    She added that she still loved me just as she always had, and she didn’t want to lose me. 
 
    All of this I’d expected.  But before I could speak and accept her apology, the other part of Jane kicked in and she quietly but confidently laid out some other things that were on her mind. 
 
    “Dave honey, I love you with all my heart and I desperately want to save our love and marriage.  But if you also want to save our love, then I need you to step up to the plate.” 
 
    “I’ve said I’m sorry honey, and I really am.  I hate that I became so besotted with Liam that I neglected and hurt you.  I need to fix that, because I love you so much and need you,” she said as she reached across the table to grasp my hands. 
 
    “But honey, I also need to be honest with you about some of the changes that have occurred to me over the last few months, as you and me have played this game.  Number one darling, I am in love with Liam and I don’t think that’s going to change any time soon, and I have to be straight with you about that and hope that you can accept it.  It doesn’t mean I don’t love you or love you less.  It just means there are really and truly two men in my life now, and I need to keep both of them happy.  It may have all just started as a game and a hot fantasy, but now it’s the reality that we have to deal with.” 
 
    Hearing Jane tell me that she loved another man was hard to take.  I knew it was true but being sat there in our favorite restaurant and hearing these words was incredibly difficult. 
 
    Jane could see the hurt in my eyes, and she gently held my hands and looked deeply and lovingly at me as she waited until I was ready for her to continue. 
 
    “And secondly honey, I need to be open with you that since we started with this new lifestyle, I’m beginning to discover new parts of my sexuality and myself that I never knew were there.” 
 
    Again, Jane paused as her words sank in, until she judged I would be okay to hear the next difficult part of how things had changed.  “Honey, you and I both had limited sexual experiences before we married … and that didn’t matter to us because we fell in love and were happy to just have each other.  But every day at work I’m dealing with the human body and you know that because of that I’m not particularly shy when it comes to physical things.  And, Dave honey, the truth is that since I’ve started going with Liam and then his buddies, I’ve discovered that I really enjoy the physical side of some of the new experiences I’ve had.  I really love the way that Liam’s stretches me out and goes so deep in me.  I really love the taboo pleasure of being with a man much younger than me, who’s so confident, a bad-boy who takes what he wants.  I really love the way that we spend hours just having sex and pleasuring each other, and when he involves other guys, I’ve discovered I really love that too …” 
 
    As she said all of this, Jane continued to look straight at me, and I could see that there were tears in her eyes as she continued to lay it all on the table for me. 
 
    “Dave, honey, I almost hate myself for it, hate how it makes you feel, but you have to know how much I’ve grown to love the feel and experience of being with a fit and virile young man.  Especially as Liam’s so big down there, has the skills and knowledge to know how to use it, how he makes me cum time-after-time until I’m too tired to cum anymore.” 
 
    The emotion was so raw and intense for Jane that she was nearly breaking my hands as she squeezed them so hard, as she told me in blunt and direct terms how her sexuality had changed these last few months. 
 
    “And Dave honey, a big part of me wishes we’d never started down this road … but you’re the one who said we can’t put the genie back in the bottle, and you’re right … you’ve changed and I’ve changed these last few months … we can’t deny that, and with all my heart I want to try and find a way to fix this because I love you and you’re the man I want to spend the rest of my life with … but honey, I can’t do this alone … I need you to work with me to fix it … to find a way to fix things in a way that works for both of us.” 
 
    As I sat looking at Jane, I was aware that I also had tears in my eyes, and it was a good job I’d asked for the restaurant’s most private table as Jane and I were an emotional mess as we tried to fix our marriage. 
 
    I held Jane’s hand and I knew how much I still loved this woman.  Yes, I’d been hurt like hell these last few weeks, but I still loved Jane with all my heart and what she’d said about me being the man she wanted to spend the rest of her life with really hit home with me. Making me realize that however much I was hurting, I couldn’t imagine my life without Jane.  That like her, I saw her as the person I’d grow old with, as we hopefully doted on the grandkids Alison would one day give us. 
 
    Jane could see the strength of my love in the way I looked at her and it gave her the strength to raise another difficult topic.  “Honey, if we’re going to fix things, I can’t be the only one facing up to how things have changed for me the last few months.”  Her look into my eyes was wonder of pure love and tenderness.  “Honey, you need to step up to the plate too, you need to look inward, look deep and understand and admit how you’ve changed too.”  Squeezing my hand softly as she finished, making it clear it was my turn to reflect and be open.  “Come on, Dave, I know it’s hard, but you’ve got to get beyond your blue binder, get beyond all those stories you read, understand and share what’s really going on in that head, in that heart …” Gently and lovingly tapping my forehead and chest as her loving smile gave me the trust and strength I needed to confront my own demons of change. 
 
    My voice was halting and nervous as I slowly started going places that were deeply uncomfortable for me, just as they’d be for nearly every other man on the planet 
 
    “Jane, sweetheart, in all my life, in all our years together as a couple I’d never, not even for a moment, suspected I’d be the kind of guy who would enjoy seeing his wife with other guys.  Sure, watching some guy hit on you or flirt with you at a party excited me, but only because I knew you loved it, it confirmed to me just how hot my wife was, made me feel smug knowing I’d be the one you were going home with at the end of the night.  But even on these nights when I’d watched some guy flirting with you, never in a million years did I think that one day I’d watch you having sex with another man.  Not only watch, but find it incredibly exciting.” 
 
    “Sure, like everyone else, I knew about swingers and wife swapping but I had no idea about the world of hotwives and cuckolds.  I didn’t even know that such things existed.  It was only after that first time with Liam that I started discovering all this stuff on the internet.” 
 
    “And, Jane, baby, sometimes I’m embarrassed and ashamed that I get so turned on by all this, get so turned on and aroused by thoughts of you with Liam or with other guys.  But you’re right, honey, I need to man up and own this side of myself.  However hard it might be, however embarrassed I might be.” 
 
    Jane smiled softly at me, kissed me and stroked my cheek.  “I love you, Dave, and I’ll always love you.  Thanks for having the strength to be honest about all that.  About who you are, who you’ve become.  And I love that man, honey.  I love Dave my husband, and I love Dave the cuckold …” 
 
    She knew I didn’t like that word, and she said it quietly, but also firmly, looking deep into my eyes to reinforce the message.  Judging her words had sunk in deep enough, she quietly continued.  “Honey, I know you hate the word … I guess because of the shame and embarrassment … but you need to own it … just like I need to own the new me …  just like I love the two sides of you … you need to also, honey … you’re my husband, and you always will be … but you’re also a cuckold, honey … and you need to own that and get comfortable with it, baby.” 
 
    Jane and I just sat there holding hands, gazing deep into each other’s eyes, deep in thought, both recognizing the significance of the moment. 
 
    After the huge intensity of the last few moments, both of us were feeling tired and washed out, neither of us really knowing what to say next.  Finally, Jane being the one to speak first.  “So Dave honey, what are we going to do?” 
 
    I looked deep into those beautiful blue eyes, and from somewhere deep within words I hardly recognized as my own came out of my mouth.  “I’ll tell you what we’re going to do, we’re going to take some days emergency leave and head off for Spring Break.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 18 
 
    I don’t know where the idea came from, but I suddenly had the idea of renting a hotel room and taking Jane there so that we could make love and then discuss our marriage, working out what to do.  This seemed a great way to reconnect after all the hurt and pain, the environment better than being at home, where I assumed Liam would still be around, as would also be many painful memories. 
 
    Jane and I made sweet love and then we lay together, feeling re-united as a couple, afterwards setting our minds to trying to work out what to do. 
 
    The fundamental problem was one of balance and appreciation.  It felt strange to admit it out loud, but I didn’t have a problem about Jane’s relationship with Liam and her enjoyment of the new sexual experiences she was discovering. 
 
    My problem was that I felt neglected and a very distant second best to Liam and Jane’s new life.  If I truly was the man Jane wanted to spend the rest of her life with, then as I gently told her, she needed to start to show me on a daily basis that I wasn’t second best to Liam. 
 
    Jane apologized again for all of the pain she’d caused me and said that she got it.  She went on, saying that my storming out had been the kind of wakeup call she’d needed.  Admitting she’d allowed herself to get to a place where she was taking me for granted, thinking that I’d always still be there for her, even if she focused all of her time and attention on her young boyfriend. 
 
    All of this was good to hear and needed to be said, but we still faced the question of what if anything would be changed to make sure things got better rather than worse. 
 
    I surprised myself by being the one that said that whatever changes we made, I wanted us to take account of Liam’s feelings and needs, reminding us both that he was emotionally invested in this situation and that he was young and inexperienced, so if anyone bore the blame for things getting out of control, it was Jane and I, not Liam at the tender age of nineteen. 
 
    So finally, having seen how destructive the ‘no rules’ approach was, Jane and I agreed that we now needed ground rules.  Although as we discussed them. we thought of them more as ‘guide rails’, not to be one hundred percent adhered to, but more to provide guidance so that things wouldn’t get out of control like before. 
 
    The first ‘guide rail’ was that we agreed to generally split our time into three, equal portions.  One third of the week would generally be for Jane and me, our alone time to be close and make sure we nurtured our relationship; one third of the week which would be for Jane and Liam, with them having full rights to privacy in this time if they wanted, as this was about their relationship which we were giving equal importance to our relationship.  And the final third of the week should be time that Liam and Jane were together but where they’d involve me in some way.  So, if they were making out, they’d do it where I could watch directly or indirectly through Facetime or the CCTV, or if they were out on a date through pictures texted to me. 
 
    I surprised myself by being the one who suggested the above arrangement.  I think it was authored in my mind by a mix of common sense and also in truth because of my cuckold desires, which remained strong, even despite the pain I’d endured so recently. 
 
    Looking back later, I knew my cuckold cravings and addiction was a big part of me suggesting this arrangement, as in this set-up I was officially giving Jane over to be with Liam four or five days a week, and for her to be with me only two or three days a week.  Do the math.  According to the arrangement I’d suggested, Jane would spend more time with Liam than with me - with my full agreement and consent. 
 
    Later that night while Jane slept and I thought through the new arrangements, my mind went back to how I’d loved the part of the Michelle story by robertl, where Michelle actually spent more time with her boyfriend than with her husband Robert.  In the still quiet of the night, while Jane peacefully slept next to me, I admitted to myself that despite all that had happened these last few weeks, I was intentionally creating a mirror situation.  But now I was doing it with a safety net where I’d have Jane to myself for a third of the week, and where I’d be able to watch her with her boyfriend for another third of the week. 
 
    This was true and gave me comfort that things wouldn’t go off the rails again, but the stark fact was that I was handing my beautiful forty-one-year-old wife over to her young boyfriend for four or five days a week. 
 
    The second ‘guide rail’ was that Jane and I would go on dates a couple of nights a week, to make sure that there was romance and a specialness about our time together, which I pointed out to Jane was needed so that our love could at least compete a little with the new excitement of her relationship with Liam, which enjoyed the sheen and excitement and shininess of any new relationship.  Jane and I admitted to each other that we needed to both work on making sure that our deep and longstanding love was also exciting and fresh. 
 
    The third ‘guide rail’ I set was that I told Jane that I wanted her and me to talk about her ‘new sexuality’ and for her and me to actively discuss this and plan for her to experience new things that she thought she might enjoy. Jane was a bit surprised about this, but I convinced her, telling me that as her partner, lover and best friend for the last two decades, even if this involved her with other men, I wanted to have a guiding and involved role. 
 
    Jane was a bit worried that I might be shocked by some of the things she might want to try, and I reminded her about the ‘blue binder’ and that I had a pretty wide menu of things I’d like my sexy wife to try. 
 
    So, Jane agreed to this third ‘guide rail’ and we started trying to put things back how they should be.   
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter 19 
 
    She’d said we both needed to embrace our newly discovered true selves, and I was pretty proud of myself in this regard.  After our time reconnecting in the hotel we’d headed home and started to make some of the adjustments we knew were needed in how things should be between the three of us. 
 
    But this was different.  This was the five-day Spring Break trip the three of us were taking down to Cabo to celebrate the newly harmonious way our strange three-person household was now working.  And while ‘balance’ and mutual respect were the watch words for how three of us had agreed we needed to live together, when I’d made the arrangements for Cabo, I’d decided to go full-on Cuck Central.  To hell with balance and guide rules, that was for home and real life.  This was five days of escapism and fantasy, and in my book that started with the trip down and should run through every other aspect of the trip. 
 
    Starting with the transport from home to the airport – separate taxis for the loving couple and the cuckold friend who was accompanying them.  Continuing on the plane, where my sexy wife snuggled up next to her young lover and I kept a horny and watchful eye on them from my singleton seat six rows back.  Continuing with the arrangements for accommodation.  Two adjoining rooms, both nice rooms with a lounge and a king-sized bed in a separate bedroom. Both the same size, but mine significantly over-speced as I really only needed a smaller room as it would be just me there.  Just me trying to get some sleep amongst all the nighttime screams and shouts I expected to be coming from the adjoining room Jane and Liam were sharing. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~       
 
    We’d already been here two days and two nights and things were already shaping up in a way guaranteed to make three people very happy. 
 
    I say three people – but that’s not quite right, as Liam’s buddies, Tyler of the crazy black hair and Brandon of the ink mapped body, were also there.  To be sure, they had two young ladies from Cal State also in tow with them, but I had no doubts that before the end of the five days they’d both be getting a taste of Jane’s charms.  Just like they’d done right back on that fateful Saturday afternoon all those months ago. 
 
    But that seemed more likely to be some time in the future, for now the two of them contented themselves with lying on the beach in their little party of six.  Trying to sneak glances at Jane’s topless form whenever they thought their younger and decidedly jealous female companions wouldn’t spot where their line of sight was looking.  When the six of them had left the hotel for their lazy morning of beach sunbathing, Jane’s blue and white bikini had been scandalous enough, her full womanly curves certainly putting the two younger girls in the shade.  But only minutes later she’d joined just a handful of other guests, removing her bikini top whilst neither of the college aged girls had possessed the courage to follow suit.  Understandable as Jane’s big boobs put their more modest and youthful breasts to shame in terms of the amount of male attention they naturally attracted. 
 
    And what about me?  Well, I was about thirty feet away enjoying a late breakfast and an excellent cup of coffee from the beachside restaurant, enjoying the hot scene from my excellent vantage point, now guessing at what the younger girls were talking about now that Liam and my wife had left hand-in-hand and were headed back in the direction of the hotel.  Having little doubt that the two younger girls were glad that the competition for their boyfriends’ attention was now gone, no doubt already making crude remarks about just kind of fucking their older new friend would be getting in the next few minutes.  No doubt making ageist remarks about whether her more mature body would be able to handle the huge banana that had been on display in Liam’s Speedos, and able to handle the vigor and energy of the type of fucking such a young and virile guy would give a MILF like Jane. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~       
 
    By the time I ‘d managed to pay and follow the loving couple at a pace that didn’t look suspicious, I’d missed the start of the lovers’ games.  Nudging the adjoining door slightly open, I saw that Jane was completely naked except for her some red six-inch-high heels that I remember seeing her pack back in Santa Monica.  
 
    She was squatting in front of her nineteen-year-old boyfriend, her hands on his taut ass and his horse cock fucking her hungry mouth. Maybe he was especially horny for Jane, because his cock looked even more huge than normal, it’s length and girth seemingly swollen and standing out more than usual. The one thing that did look normal was the way Jane had to stretch her mouth and lips as wide as possible to allow him to get even just a small part of it inside her mouth. 
 
    Liam was holding the back of her blonde head as he fucked Jane’s face – for some reason taking my mind all the way back to that first time my wife had seen his monster cock and had been unable to resist orally worshipping the brash young barista’s ridiculously impressive piece of meat. 
 
    He never slowed his strokes, pounding hard, even when my wife gagged.  Looking at his face, I was certain Liam intended to come in Jane’s mouth and down her throat, but he had other plans. He moved Jane to the elegant hotel couch, spread her legs as wide as they would go and placed one of the couch’s cushions under her hips, all of which spread her pussy wide and made her as available for his pleasure as was physically possible.  
 
    As he was doing this Jane never took her eyes off her young boyfriend’s massive cock. He began to mount her, but suddenly paused and stopped.  “Hey, cuck, get in here.  Watch me fuck the shit out of your wife.  Watch me make her shout and scream, make her feel what it’s like to get fucked by a proper cock, a proper man’s cock.”  I scurried forward, embarrassed that my own much smaller cock was in my own hand as I moved, embarrassed at its small size compared to what he was about to give my wife.  Our eyes met, the two of us happy at our respective roles in the game we were playing on vacation.  
 
    “That’s better, Dave.  Play with yourself so Jane can see how inadequate your little nub is compared to what I can give her.  Help her see she made the right choice when she decided to room with me … by the way man,” he winked, “thanks for paying for the rooms and the flights.” 
 
    With that he turned all his attention back to my wife.  I watched him lower himself between her wide-open thighs and aim his massive cock at her eager waiting pussy. Jane's thigh blocked my view as he moved forward, powering into her, but when she stiffened and screamed out, I knew he was going in. 
 
    Sometimes their lovemaking was slow and loving, other times animalistic and raw.  From the look on Liam’s face I knew Jane was in for the second of these two options – whether she liked it or not.  Her young boyfriend rammed her hard with his huge cock, causing my wife’s mouth to fly open and emit piteous mewls of pleasure. So far only lodged halfway into Jane’s stretched pussy, Liam backed out momentarily and then pounded his horse cock into the hilt in one long thrust. I began to sweat and get nervous as I realized Jane’s gasps and screams of pleasure could probably be heard in many of the adjacent rooms, and I worried hotel security would come to investigate.  But I was the only one worrying, because Liam certainly didn’t seem to care as he began to fuck Jane in a steady pounding rhythm.  
 
    My cock was throbbing as I watched Liam pumping my wife with long, deep, pleasurable strokes.  He was enjoying the silky smoothness of my wife’s tight pussy, whereas I only had my hand for company as I watched along and made sure not to cum too soon. 
 
    With a quick movement, he hooked his arms under Jane's legs and shoved them back on either side of her big boobs. In this position, my wife’s pussy was totally open to her young lover and best of all for me, I could now see his huge cock as he withdrew it then rammed it back into her empty pussy. Much younger and fitter than a man of my age, Liam hammered into my wife, driving her thighs deep into the couch on each hard stroke. Again and again, Jane’s eager pussy stretched wide to swallow his long, thick steel hard shaft. I’d never get used to this, a lump forming in my throat as for the thousandth time I wondered why I was giving Jane to a youngster who was fucking her harder and more devastatingly than I ever had or ever could. 
 
    Jane was moaning and screaming as she had one huge orgasm after another. It was an amazing thing to watch. I could see Liam’s huge balls slapping my wife’s ass each time he plunged deep into her pussy causing her whole body to jerk and spasm in rhythm.  
 
    He fucked her like this for twenty minutes, my own hand nearly as busy and fast on my own cock, his deep- dicking causing Jane to scream in orgasm every few minutes.  Suddenly I heard him yell he was going to come and fill her womb so full of his seed, and finally we both came. Me spilling my seed into toilet paper I’d brought for the purpose, Liam deep into the depths of Jane's receptive womb. 
 
    When Jane was recovered enough, he gave me another little wink and led my weak-legged and barely-able-to-walk wife into the adjoining bedroom.  I thought he might need some recovery time, but for some reason he was so hot for Jane today that within a few minutes he had Jane sucking him again while he relaxed on the bed. Just a minute or two after that he was rock hard again and he had Jane get ready to receive his horse cock from behind and get fucked doggie-style this time. 
 
    He stood at the end of the bed with Jane standing just in front of him, bent over the end of the bed, her legs again spread as wide as she could get them. The nineteen-year-old stud stepped up between my wife’s thighs and looked closely at her wet and leaking pussy, watching his come run out and down her legs. Then he had Jane reach back and pull the cheeks of her ass wide and then when she’d completed this lewd act of submission, he plunged his hard cock deep into her pussy.  
 
    My wife soon whined and groaned in yet another orgasm as soon as he entered her and she didn't stop until he had emptied his load again deep inside her – her body seemingly bobbing along on a wave of pleasure as it was racked by a series of alternating climaxes.  
 
    When he’d finally finished with her and left to rejoin his buddies, Jane was still lying across the end of the bed, legs and pussy spread, Liam’s jism running and dripping out on her thighs and the floor.  Glad to finally be alone with her, I helped Jane up onto the bed and we cuddled and just enjoyed our strange but happy closeness. 
 
    “I love you, baby,” my happy but exhausted wife cooed.  “I’m so glad we got this thing sorted, honey.  That we’re all on the same page now,” she beamed at me. 
 
    “Me too, honey,” I grinned.  “I love you so much, darling.  I just hope you’re not too worn out when he hands you back to me back in Santa Monica.” 
 
    Jane just smiled, not needing to speak as I could read her mind, knowing she didn’t want to make any promises she might not be able to keep. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~           
 
    It was the last night before we all headed back to California.  I was looking forward to finally having some alone time with Jane when we got back, but I knew that I still had one more evening of bittersweet aloneness to get through before one of our three guiderails kicked in and for our first three nights back home it would be back to Jane and Dave normalness. 
 
    Liam had told me that he hoped that he and Jane would be able to enjoy more trips away in future and that he wanted to mark the end of this, their first trip away together, with a romantic evening out.  ‘Just the two of them’ – in case I’d been in any doubt. 
 
    When I’d watched them disappearing off together hand-in-hand, Jane in a vibrant and very tight blue dress and Liam looking especially smart in sports trousers and jacket, the usual killer feelings of jealousy and arousal had surged through my tortured body.  But now looking at the clock in my hotel room, I realized they’d now been gone for four hours.  
 
    I’d been hoping for a series of images and texts that would keep me involved, even if they didn’t want me there. But so far, I’d been alone and disappointed, truly they wanted time alone without me present in anyway.   
 
    I was getting hungry and, feeling a little low I suddenly felt the need for human company so headed down to the hotel restaurant rather than ordering room service.  Thinking to myself this was as close as I was going to get to company this evening. 
 
    I was on my second drink and just eyeing up my steak when without either of them spotting me my wife and her young boyfriend walked in and took another booth just down from me. The lighting and locations of the booths was such that even though we weren’t far apart they didn’t see me.   
 
    Jane’s hair was different than when they’d left their room, all pulled back now and she’d also gotten a change of clothing.  Her sexy blue dress now gone, replaced by a simple T-shirt and denim skirt. I was pretty sure they’d not been back to their room, because I’d have noticed, and with a start I realized they must have made love on the beach.  How else to explain Jane’s change of clothes? 
 
    They must have planned it all along and between them taken this simple change of clothes without me realizing.  No doubt enjoying another conspiratorial little game with me – as if everything I’d allowed them to do together this vacation wasn’t enough.  Not that I could really be angry, they knew that they got their pleasure in their way, and I got my kicks in mine.  
 
    The shirt looked like it belonged to Liam and the skirt she must have hidden in Jane’s purse. My wife’s swaying breasts and hard, pronounced nipples made it clear she now wore no bra – no doubt after they’d made love dispensing with the lacy little blue number she’d been wearing.  
 
    They looked tired and relaxed and had obviously showered. Aside from the age difference, any on-looker seeing them for the first time would have thought them a couple of many years by the familiarity and intimacy between them. My eyes ached watching them laugh and touch and play with each other. My heart and mind full of a potent mix of fear and excitement that they still had this hunger and joy in each other’s company, even after all these months together, even after the last few days when I’d gifted them the fantasy of being a couple away on vacation together. 
 
    Liam nuzzled Jane’s neck and nibbled her ear and I saw Jane’s hand disappear under the table. In seconds her shoulder made rhythmic circles and she leaned in to kiss her handsome student lover. I saw their tongues slip out just before their mouths closed. In all our years together, I don’t remember Jane once behaving so wantonly out in public with me, leaving me with a rueful and bitter taste in my mind.  But then again, I knew by now that Liam brought out new and different emotions and behaviors from Jane than I did.  In our heart-to-heart after our big bust up, she’d confessed as much, wanting to be up front and honest so we could make things right between us. 
 
    But Jane displaying such affection and wanton behavior in public for her boyfriend when she’d always denied it to me crushed and excited me in ways beyond my powers of description.  They didn’t know I was there watching, but as if to deliberately make it worse, next Liam’ss hand went under the table and Jane leaned her back against the booth and closed her eyes. This went on for a few minutes and I marveled at the way my formerly respectable nurse wife was letting her young lover finger her pussy under the table in a public place.   And not just allowed it, from the look on her face loved every touch of digits on and in her womanhood. 
 
    Eventually Jane’s body tensed, with tightened fingers she grasped the sides of the table and her eyelids fluttered as for several seconds her body gave every sign of giving in to the inevitable consequences of Liam’s expert manipulation of her pussy and clit. 
 
    After a while Jane’s eyes opened with a dreamy look and she softly kissed her young companion as they put their foreheads together and spoke softly, lovingly kissing and caressing. It was like they were newlyweds.  Liam dropped some cash on the table and they got up to leave. 
 
    Just at that moment there was a loud noise from outside, causing them to turn around before they left.  They saw me. At first, there was no sign of recognition.  Then Liam’s face slowly moved into a smile, before turning to say something to Jane, whose own face looked very happy. 
 
    “Dave, I just want to say thanks for everything these last few days.”  He looked sincere and I thanked him back, even as I spoke sensing there was something else he wanted to say.  But it was Jane not him that told me what it was.  “Yes, thanks, honey.  It’s been a very special time for Liam and me.  Thanks, baby.  And as it’s the last night, we didn’t want you to misunderstand or be surprised and worried.” 
 
    I must have looked confused, so she quickly continued.  “Liam and I wanted a bit of privacy tonight, so we’ve taken a different room tonight.”  She grimaced a little as she saw the pained look on my face.  “Sorry, honey.  I hope you’ll understand … I know this is sometimes hard for you … we’ll see you at the airport … and then it’ll be just you and me for our special days, when we get back home.” 
 
    The two of them studied me. Part of me was desperately hoping Jane would leave Liam’s side and come to me, but another part was excited that they’d found another way to yank my chain.  It was as if Jane was reading my mind, as I saw her tighten her grip on her young boyfriend and smile at me, knowing that even this tiny gesture would give me a surge of mixed pain and pleasure. 
 
    She turned her face to Liam and kissed him lustfully on the mouth. I know Jane. I saw her face and I read her eyes. She wasn’t being mean or spiteful or hateful. She was being honest about her new sexuality and needs, wanting to be open and honest with me about where her priorities lay on this last night in Cabo.  I knew she loved me, but I also knew she also loved Liam and loved the amazing sex they enjoyed together.  
 
    It was like this final little moment was, in one instant, a microcosm of the new life Jane and I had agreed to live.  A life very different from the first twenty years of our marriage.  A life filled with sexual and emotional fulfilment for Jane.  And a life filled with a beguiling mix of pain and pleasure for me.   
 
    The next time I saw my wife was at the airport, ready to head home to the three-person life that now seemed our future. The last sight I had of my beautiful Jane that last night in Cabo was when I watched her shapely ass and flowing blonde hair disappearing away from me to a room unknown so that she and Liam could enjoy a night totally alone.  A night when they could fully let go, knowing I’d not be listening, knowing they could say what they wanted and be as noisy together as they wanted.  Able to express their emotional feelings freely and to express the powerful physical love and life they now shared. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Epilogue 
 
    Fri 16th June 2017 
 
    As I stood cradling little baby Emma and trying to rock her back to sleep, I marveled that miraculously everything in our very unconventional lives seemed to fit together.  Somehow.  
 
    Ill-equipped to nurse Emma like her mother could, I gently pushed the bottle to her tiny little lips, happy as her crying gave way to the contended sounds of suckling and taking onboard the nutrients her little body craved so badly.  Smiling inwardly to myself with the ironic thought that it was her mother’s cravings that gotten us all into such a complicated way of life. 
 
    With Emma finally full, changed and settled, I turned on her mobile and after waiting the prescribed number of minutes to check she was properly settled, I turned the baby monitor back on and quietly closed the door.  Breathing a sigh of relief that I could get back to my role in tonight’s games. 
 
    Tonight was one of the two nights in the week when I was allowed to watch and ‘join in’ with Liam and Jane’s love-making.  ‘Join in’ obviously a term used in the loosest sense.  Two nights also being the time allocated to Jane and I to be together to make sure our love and relationship remained healthy and strong.  Leaving three nights when Jane and Liam enjoyed similar privacy and togetherness.  The extra night being a gift from Jane to Liam, with my full agreement, when she found out he’d managed to get her pregnant and give her the second child she’d so badly craved for so many years.  The second child that I’d been able to give her due to my low sperm count. 
 
    Somehow – but don’t ask me how – it all fitted together.  Emma was now three months old, and everything worked in our five-person family unit.  Not only was Jane overjoyed when she became pregnant by Liam and gave birth to a healthy baby girl, but our daughter Alison was also excited at the addition to the family.  Excited for herself, but also for her mother, having known just how badly her mom wanted another child.  The way her mom had become pregnant not a problem for Alison, always close to Jane she’d been remarkably accepting of the strange new lifestyle her mom was now living. 
 
    Making a final check that all was quiet in Emma’s nursery, I removed my pants and underwear and headed back towards the master bedroom.  The master bedroom which, being ever practical, I no longer shared with Jane.  With Jane and Liam together five nights a week, the practical thing had been to move our stuff into the slightly smaller guest suite, allowing Liam to move his stuff in the opposite direction.  Jane had been diplomatic and kind, so as not to cause me pain, but after we’d talked it through and she was certain it ticked my cucky pleasure box, she’d left her stuff just where it was. 
 
    Putting my clothes neatly on the chair and looking down at my rock-hard cock, I wondered just how long our strange little menage-a-trois will last.  Despite his tender age, when he’d found out he’d fathered a baby with Jane, Liam had stepped up.  Explaining that due to his own bad experiences from his own father, he was determined to be a better man and a better father to any and all of the children he might sire.  Knowing that this was only possible if he and I got along and respected one another.  Both because of the financial needs of parenthood, and because the woman he loved – the soon to be mother of his child needed me in her life to be happy. 
 
    Quietly pushing the door to their bedroom open, it was clear to me that Liam and my wife were trying for baby number two.  Jane’s long legs were drawn up either side of Liam’s pale but muscular body.  Even though their faces were pressed tight together I could clearly hear her moans and sobs of pleasure.  One hand on my cock, I moved close to them to better see the way Liam’s huge young cock was splitting the peach of my wife’s pussy in two.  Even after all these months, marveling at the length and fatness of his cock and how it pulled Jane’s lovelips tight and taut like a hermetic seal or some such.  Maybe nature and my wife’s way of making sure none of his potent baby batter would escape.  Nature and Jane’s way of giving her the best chance of adding a baby brother or sister to our happy little brood. 
 
    Jane looked a picture of lovely, mature sexuality.  Mane of long blonde hair tousled and out of shape from the passion and energy of their coupling – and the fact it was their third time tonight.  Her big boobs, swollen with milk and nipples extra sensitive, squashed flat by the weight of her young lover lying on top of her and servicing her hungry pussy just as she loved it.  Legs drawn up and wide, and now looped tight around her young lover’s back.  Owning him and pulling him deeper by the possessive grip of her legs around his muscular and virile body. 
 
    Finally, finally their two bodies spasmed and shook, their cries thankfully too distant from Emma’s room to wake her up.  The aftershocks and energy of their coupling and their dopamine inducing climaxes taking several minutes to work thorough until they were both finally lying together panting and smiling.  Only then spotting that I’d rejoined them to make their two into a three (or is that a two and a half, as any cuck would naturally suspect.)  My angst and enjoyment given the final seal by seeing the loving look on Jane’s face and knowing that whatever others might say, we had the perfect marriage.  However much our carelessness might have so nearly cost us all the happiness the five of us now shared. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Thanks and contact 
 
    I’d like to give big thanks to my two friends Chris Garner and Cbears who give many hours to kindly edit and improve my stories.  Thanks guys. 
 
    If there’s anything you’d like to discuss, I’m very happy to correspond at: 
 
    Petergjohnson89@yahoo.com 
 
    I have a twitter page, currently live but content poor :( …. Follow me at: 
 
    https://twitter.com/PeterGJohnson4 
 
    As time allows, I will share more content and thoughts. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Also by Peter G Johnson 
 
    Like what you read? Try these other books from Peter G Johnson. 
 
    ‘So Damned Wrong’ Series 
 
    How the hell did we land up here? Two years ago our lives were so damned simple. So damned perfect. Philippa and I had just celebrated ten wonderful years of marriage. Two great kids, a lovely home, living the American dream. 
 
    And then a chance party invite, such a small and innocuous thing changed everything. I thought I was doing the right thing by inviting my sister’s newly arrived co-worker to our party so he’d make new friends. 
 
    But what do they say? From every little acorn … things were soon developing and spiraling out of control in ways Pip and I could never have imagined. 
 
    It’s all just so damned wrong, for both Pip and I, stirring up feelings we never knew we’d feel. 
 
      
 
    So Damned Wrong, Book 1 
 
    So Damned Wrong, Book 2 
 
    So Damned Wrong, Book 3 
 
    So Damned Wrong, Book 4 
 
    So Damned Wrong, Book 5 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘Sharing Claire’ A Couple Explores the Hotwife Lifestyle 
 
      
 
    How the hell did we land up 
 
    Married and in our forties, younger daughter of to college, my teacher wife Claire and I were a walking cliché.  Empty nesters writ large. 
 
    We’d always had a very happy but somewhat vanilla and conventional love-life, I guess in keeping with the conservative upbringing both Claire and I had received. 
 
    To spice things up in the bedroom, Claire and I had taken to looking at on-line adult websites, including those with ‘adult’ movies and erotic stories. 
 
    As we explored, Claire was wide-eyed at the size of some of the guy’s cocks that were shown, and she developed a particular fascination for some of the well-hung young studs who were shown on these websites. 
 
    It’s fair to say that it was Claire who had the first and the stronger interest in this whole well-endowed, interracial sex theme. I did find the movies and pictures of some pretty woman taking a huge black cock arousing, but Claire’s interest was definitely stronger. 
 
    I began to whisper in Claire’s ear erotic stories made up about the kinds of scenes we’d watched. 
 
    “Neil honey … you know when you make up those stories in bed … well … I was just wondering ... Do you ever really think of what it would be like watching me going with another guy ….” 
 
    And what was said, couldn’t be unsaid. 
 
    Claire’s question took us down a path that was to lead to Ecstasy and Agony, and which would both enrich and test our marriage in ways neither of us could ever have imagined. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Down the Rabbit Hole 
 
      
 
    Back in 2019 Kate and I decided to try the Hotwife lifestyle.  Told through the sharing of entries we posted on a well-known lifestyle forum, we’re not sure whether our story should act as inspiration or warning to other couples considering the same path.  Maybe a little bit of both seems about right. 
 
    We toyed with various titles for our story before finally plumping for ‘Down the Rabbit Hole’.  When Kate and I were bringing up our two college-aged daughters, one of their favorite stories was Lewis Carroll’s classic story of Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland. 
 
    This timeless classic gave us the phrase ‘Down the Rabbit Hole’, meaning entering a strange and absurd alternate universe, which many believe was supposed to represent a psychedelic experience. 
 
    Kate and I couldn’t think of a more apt description of what we went through as we entered the world of Hotwifing.  We hope you’ll enjoy our story and learn from it.  But we have to warn you, our story and a life like this are not for the faint-hearted. 
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