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Synopsis

Ours was a story so common to couples with young children – all of our time and energy focused on our two little bundles of high energy joy.

But with Holly and I approaching forty, when her two best friends both separated from their partners and re-entered the dating scene, it sparked an existential crisis for my wife. 

At college before she met me, for good reason the three of them had been known as ‘The Wild Bunch,’ as they’d unashamedly sown their wild oats as vigorously as any frat boy ever did.

Now seventeen years on, we’d been happy and she was the best mom and wife a family could ever hope for.

But an anniversary trip to Jamaica, the siren voices of her best friends and our need to save money for college funds provided the seeds for major changes in our lives and marriage.

‘Be careful … desire is a fire that burns hot … if you ignore it, it can turn everything to ashes.’

Even now, I’m not quite sure if that fire will warm or burn us.

~~~~~    

Book 2 Picks Up our story from the end of Book 1, when my wife Holly had enjoyed her first experience as a Hotwife.

Now that we'd opened the lid to Pandora's Box, neither of us had any idea how things would start to pan out. Especially as the new man she'd been intimate with was someone we'd see every day.

After nearly two decades together, both Holly and I were excited and hugely anxious about how things would develop.


Chapter 1

Lying in bed, I was restless and anxious, the sheets twisted around my legs from my constant turning.

I glanced over at Holly’s side of the bed - untouched, still pristine. The sight stung like a shiv to the gut. She was still down there with him - Leroy, our renter, our intruder.

It felt like she wanted him - craved him - more than she ever did me.

I lay there, a quivering tangle of nerves and raw desire. The clock was my enemy, taunting me with its slow march forward. Holly's laughter echoed in my ears, that sound mingling with Leroy's deep, dominant directives. They'd been so clear, her moans a chorus to his crude declarations about making love to her every day. Fuck, the thought made me sweat, a sheen covering my body as if I were in the thick of their carnal dance rather than alone in our marital bed.

I replayed every sound that had seeped through the basement door and up the stairs to my stressed-out ears. Holly's moans and whispers, the unmistakable cadence of flesh against flesh … the way she’d whispered Leroy's name, it stung sharper than any venom.

The image of Holly's luscious body pressed against Leroy’s muscular physique; the sight of her thighs wrapped tightly around his waist; their buoyant rhythm echoing throughout the house. Every minute detail seemed seared into my mind.

Why was it that with him, her enjoyment seemed so profound, so all-consuming? Each laugh shared, each whisper exchanged between them echoed in my mind like a taunt. Was there something Leroy gave her that I no longer could? Or perhaps something I never could?

"Fuck," I muttered under my breath, the image of Holly, writhing under Leroy's powerful frame, burning behind my eyelids. My hand, almost of its own accord, snaked down to grip my cock, hard and throbbing with the thrill of voyeuristic transgression. Each stroke was a reminder, a vivid replay of Holly's pleasure, greater than any I'd given her. It was wrong, so damned wrong, but the illicit scenes that played out in my mind fueled an excitement I hadn't known I was capable of.

But as minutes turned into hours, my arousal began curdling into something darker - jealousy, perhaps, or insecurity. Why hadn't she come back? Was she so lost in Leroy's embrace, so enamored with his touch that I, her husband, had slipped entirely from her mind? With each passing second, my heart pounded harder against my ribcage, a drumbeat of dread and desire mixed with the bitter tang of self-doubt.

"Should be me," I found myself whispering, a mantra to keep the creeping jealousy at bay. Yet, it did little to stem the tide of thoughts that washed over me - visions of Leroy's muscular form overpowering my plain, soft physique; his tattoos, a stark contrast to my unmarked skin; the piercings that proclaimed a boldness I lacked.

The sight of Holly, so effortlessly claimed by Leroy, stirred up an unfamiliar sensation - not entirely unpleasant - deep within me. The primal dominance he brashly exuded, his imposing physique leaving little to the imagination, was intoxicating. But there was an undeniable pain, a gnawing sense of inadequacy that ate at me as I witnessed my vibrant wife surrender so eagerly to our young tenant, her body trembling with delight under his skilled touch.

Desire seeped through the cracks of my wounded pride. She was still my beloved wife - even if she now wore the mark of another man. I could still recall the taste of her lips, the warmth of her touch, so familiar yet suddenly alien in light of recent events.

"Damn you, Leroy," I growled, my grip tightening, movements becoming erratic as I chased the high, trying to outpace the gnawing anxiety that hollowed out my chest. What if she never came back? What if her laughter, her moans, her ecstasy, became exclusive to him?

No, no, I couldn't let that happen. We had a life, a family. But as the night stretched on, the seeds of doubt Leroy had planted took root, flourishing in the fertile soil of my fears. My wife, my Holly, shared with another man - a man who threatened to eclipse me in every way that mattered in the bedroom.

And still, my body betrayed me with its relentless hunger, craving the very scenes that tormented my soul.

~~~~~    

I clutched the wooden banister, my knuckles blanching with each step I descended. The temptation gnawed at me, an itch beneath my skin, compelling me back to the scene of my torment. Humiliation battled the dark allure drawing me toward the basement, but the primal pull proved stronger than my pride.

"Damn it," I muttered under my breath, a whisper in the shadow-laden hallway. I was supposed to be her husband, her protector, not a creeping voyeur to her carnal betrayal.

The door creaked open, my heart hitching at the sight of the empty bed - rumpled sheets and the lingering scent of sex serving as evidence of their earlier escapades. I swallowed hard, ears straining for any hint of them, when the sound of water cascading against tile reached me.

"Shit," I hissed, guilt lacing the crude expletive as I edged closer, drawn by the siren call from the bathroom. My feet betrayed me, carrying me closer on silent steps, my mind warring between self-loathing and the feverish anticipation of what I might witness.

Through the crack of the partially opened door, steam billowed like a fog concealing sinful secrets. Holly's laughter, light and unburdened, danced through the mist. Leroy's deep, rumbling voice responded, a sound that stroked the raw edges of my psyche.

"Let me help you with that, baby," Leroy's tone was playful yet commanding, a contrast to the plaintive note of my internal pleadings.

I peered through the haze, catching glimpses of glistening skin - the curve of Holly's breast, the firm roundness of Leroy's ass.

I peered into the small bathroom, my eyes adjusting to the steam that fogged up the glass shower door. Holly was there, her body slick and wet, her hair plastered to her face. And there was Leroy, his dark skin glistening in the dim light, stood right next to her in the intimate, tight confines of that basement shower, too small for one, let alone two.

My pulse quickened as I tiptoed closer, desperately trying to catch a glimpse of what was happening behind the bathroom door. As I approached, the steamy air and muffled laughter intensified my arousal, fueling my desire to see more.

Peeking through the small crack in the door, I caught sight of Holly in the shower, her beautiful body partly obscured by the steam and Leroy's imposing frame. She was trying to clean herself up, intent on returning upstairs to me, but Leroy seemed to have other plans. He playfully blocked her way, his strong hands helping to clean her body in a way that included plenty of erotic touching.

"Come on, Leroy," Holly laughed, her voice breathless. "I need to get back upstairs to Richard."

But Leroy didn't stop. Instead, he continued to caress and fondle her, his fingers expertly teasing her most sensitive spots until she moaned in pleasure. Unable to resist his touch any longer, Holly gave in to her desires, turning around and gasping happily as Leroy slid his massive cock inside her once more.

"Stay for one more round, baby," Leroy whispered crudely in her ear, as they moved together under the warm water. "I'll fuck you so good, you won't even remember your husband's name."

"Just one more time, baby," Leroy said, his voice low and gruff. "One more time and I'll let you go." He pressed himself against her, his erection obvious even through the steam. Holly's breath hitched, her body betraying her even as she tried to protest.

I felt a surge of jealousy, of insecurity, but also a sickening excitement. I couldn't tear my eyes away as Leroy pulled Holly closer, his hands roaming over her body. She was laughing, but there was a desperation in her voice, a need that I had never been able to fulfill.

And then, with a swiftness that took my breath away, Leroy turned Holly around and thrust himself inside her. She cried out, her body shuddering with pleasure. I watched, transfixed as they moved together, their bodies entwined in a dance that was both erotic and repulsive.

I felt like a voyeur, a Peeping Tom invading their most intimate moment. But I couldn't look away. I was consumed by a perverse desire to see my wife in the throes of passion, to witness the ecstasy that I could never give her.

The sight of Holly being taken by Leroy again, right there in the shower, sent my emotions into a whirlwind of excitement and shame. I wanted to look away, but I couldn't tear my eyes from the erotic display before me.

Just as Holly's moans reached a crescendo and her body shuddered with orgasm, Leroy pulled her out of the shower – her body still trembling with the aftershocks - his intentions clear.

Panic surged through me as I realized I needed to get out of there before I was discovered. My heart raced as I scurried away, feeling like a coward fleeing the scene before I could be discovered. I felt dirty, ashamed, but also exhilarated, barely making it back upstairs before the bathroom door swung open and Holly's laughter echoed through the apartment.

But her words were a token resistance, washed away as Leroy's hands roamed her body with practiced ease. His fingers traced circles around her nipples, eliciting shivers that ran through her and settled deep in my gut.

"Stay," he murmured, pressing up against her, his intent clear even through the veil of steam. "One more time, Holly. Let me fill you up again."

I couldn't look away as Holly capitulated, her body yielding, bending to his will. With a deft movement, she turned, pressing her palms against the cool tiles, her hips arching in invitation. It was obscene, the way his length stretched her, a stark reminder of my own inadequacies.

"Fuck, yes!" Her exclamation was a knife to my chest, even as my body resonated with a perverse echo of their pleasure.

I was frozen, a statue of voyeuristic shame, as Leroy drove into her, his thrusts sending droplets of water to splatter against the walls. Holly's moans crescendoed with each stroke, filling the cramped space with the music of their sin.

"Right there, Leroy! Oh Fuck, yes!"

Her climax shattered the last of my resolve, panic clawing its way up my throat as Leroy pulled her from the shower, their slick bodies entwined. I retreated, my movements desperate and clumsy, the need to vanish before being discovered overpowering everything else.

Back in the safety of my room, I collapsed against the door, my breath ragged in the silence. The taste of bile mingled with the acrid sting of jealousy in my mouth. What had I become? A man content to watch his wife driven wild by another, reduced to nothing but a spectator to his own life unraveling.

~~~~~    

I lay there, the image of Holly's surrender to Leroy etched into my mind, my hand moving almost of its own volition. The heat of shame mingled with raw excitement as I stroked myself, imagining the continuation of their illicit rendezvous. My breath hitched, my grip tightened, and I was lost in a rush of forbidden thrill.

"Richard?" Holly's voice, laced with fatigue, pulled me back to reality just as I climaxed. Semen spurted out, a hot and sticky mess across my stomach and the bedsheets. She stood at the doorway, the dim light casting shadows across her face, her smirk unmistakable.

"Looks like I'm not the only one who's been having fun," she quipped, the edge of humor not quite masking something darker lurking in her gaze.

She barely looked at me as she slipped under the covers, her back turned towards me. The distance between us in that bed felt like miles.

Her skin carried the warmth of their recent entanglement, radiating against my own chilled flesh. She whispered a tired promise to talk tomorrow before exhaustion claimed her, pulling her quickly into sleep.

"Sorry, I can't... talk about it right now," she mumbled, her voice trailing off as if sleep was already pulling her under its spell.

Guilt etched across her face, but underneath, there was something else - satisfaction? Excitement? It scared me to think about it.

"Sure, we'll, uh, talk later," I managed to say, but the words felt hollow, even to my own ears.

She nodded faintly and slipped into bed beside me, her body radiating a tired warmth that contrasted sharply with the cold uncertainty knotting my insides. As she drifted off, leaving me alone with my tumultuous thoughts, I couldn't shake the feeling that something precious between us had fractured.

Why did the sight of her with him ignite such a conflicting blaze of emotions within me? Fear, jealousy, excitement – it was a cocktail that left a bitter aftertaste, yet I craved another sip. The thought of Holly finding better satisfaction in Leroy's arms gnawed at me, an unwelcome truth that I couldn't escape.

I turned my head to watch her sleep, her chest rising and falling in a rhythm that seemed to mock my own erratic heartbeat.

The scent of Leroy on her lingered in the air, a potent reminder of the line we had crossed. A line, that once crossed, could never be.

I turned my head to watch her peaceful face, so innocent and serene in slumber. How could she reconcile this duality? The devoted wife and mother I married, and this other Holly, who emerged in the shadows of our rented basement? The question gnawed at me as I lay awake, wrestling with images of her uninhibited abandon.

The dismissal stung more than I expected. I lay there watching her back, tracing the silhouette of her body under the blankets. My mind raced with questions and fears. Was I losing her? Did she enjoy his touch more than mine? The thought gnawed at my insides like a relentless worm.

I knew sleep would be elusive tonight. Each time I closed my eyes, images of them together flashed behind my eyelids—his hands on her body, her gasps filling the air. Leroy's powerful arms, his confident touch, the way Holly responded to him with a passion I hadn't seen directed towards me in years. I felt an ache deep in my chest, a mix of pain and something darker, something forbidden that I couldn't quite name.

That night sleep eluded me, and I found myself staring at Holly, lost in turbulent thoughts. The woman I loved was now a stranger occupying my bed and heart — delighting in acts that should signify betrayal but seemingly giving her pleasure instead.

The night stretched ahead, endless and suffocating, as I wrestled with questions that had no answers. How could I reconcile the ecstasy of my voyeurism with the pain of my betrayal? Could I ever be enough for her, or        would I always be chasing the ghost of her pleasure with another?

As dawn crept closer, the weight of our choices pressed down on me, a reminder that the path we'd embarked upon was fraught with peril – the danger of losing ourselves, each other, and the life we'd built together. Desire, I realized, was indeed a fire, and we were playing with flames that threatened to consume us whole.

The flush on my cheeks burned hotter than my release, as I reached for anything to cover my embarrassment. But the fabric clung to my skin, heavy with evidence of my arousal, and my shame was laid bare before her.

Holly shuffled closer, the pronounced sag in her shoulders betraying her exhaustion. Her eyes, heavy-lidded and glazed, flickered over me with a mixture of concern and resignation.

She looked drained yet glowing. She looked radiant, a blush still clinging to her high cheekbones. Her blond hair tousled, her dress crumpled, evidence of her lustful rendezvous.


Chapter 2

The next morning, I awoke with a start, my sheets damp with my guilt and shame.

I sat at the breakfast table, a tableau of domesticity playing out before me. The twins' laughter bubbled up like a clear stream as they regaled Aunt Debbie with tales of their sleepover adventures. Holly, standing by the counter in her yoga pants and tank top that hugged her figure, spoke with that casual ease she reserved for her sister.

"Another cup of coffee, Deb?" Holly's voice was light, but the shadows beneath her eyes told a story of exhaustion.

"Please," Debbie chuckled, taking the offered mug. "I'll need all the help I can get to keep up with these two today."

As I sipped my own coffee, I couldn't help but feel its bitterness mirrored the dark brew of emotions churning within me. I watched Leroy saunter in, his muscular frame filling the doorway. He shot me a quick nod before turning his attention to Holly with a grin that held too many secrets.

"Morning, beautiful little ladies and ladies," he said, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through the room.

"Morning, Leroy," Holly replied, her lips curving into a smile that didn't quite reach her eyes.

The way she tucked a strand of blonde hair behind her ear, how Leroy's hand briefly brushed hers as he took a plate from the stack—these were nuances that screamed louder than any spoken confession. My heart clenched with an anxious grip as I pondered if Debbie noticed the charged exchanges between them.

"Richard, you're awfully quiet this morning. Everything okay?" Debbie's gaze landed on me, piercing through my facade.

"Fine. Just didn't sleep well," I managed to say, feigning nonchalance.

I was anything but fine. The previous night's events played on a loop in my mind, igniting a firestorm of conflicting desires. I remembered the sounds Holly made, sounds I had never drawn from her, and it was both intoxicating and gut-wrenching.

Why did this twisted scenario excite me so? The image of Leroy's hands on her, the thought of him inside her - it was a razor's edge of pleasure and pain that sliced through every moral fiber I possessed. I wanted her to be mine, just mine, but part of me craved the dangerous game we were playing.

"Hey Rich, could you pass the salt?" Leroy asked, his voice breaking through my reverie.

"Sure," I muttered, sliding the shaker across the table, trying to ignore how he called me by that shortened name, as if to assert his casual dominance even in this mundane interaction.

"Thanks, man," he said with a wink directed at Holly rather than me. It felt like a silent proclamation of his nightly conquests.

Fearing I might lose Holly to this brazen allure of forbidden fruit, I wrestled with the jealousy that gnawed at me. But there was also the undeniable thrill that surged through my veins, the dark curiosity of watching her surrender to another. How could I reconcile these feelings with the love I had for my wife, the mother of my children?

"Richard, are you sure you're alright?" Debbie's concerned voice pulled me back again.

"Absolutely," I lied. I wasn't sure of anything anymore. My world had become a precarious balance between yearning for the sanctity of our love and being lured by the siren call of carnal spectacle.

"Okay, if you say so," she said, but her eyes lingered on me, searching for something more.

The breakfast dragged on, each tick of the clock a reminder of the secret pulsing under the surface. I knew the day ahead would be a battle between desire and duty, between the searing images of my wife with another man and the wholesome life I feared we were slipping away from. Desire was indeed a fire, and I was lost in its glow, uncertain whether it would illuminate a new path or reduce everything we had to ashes.

The twins, giggling and chattering away, were blissfully unaware of the turmoil stirring within me. Holly and her sister Debbie casually conversed while preparing breakfast, their voices drifting through the kitchen like any other normal day. Except it wasn't just another normal day.

Every subtle flirtation, every lingering gaze they exchanged felt like a knife twisting in my gut. I could barely focus on the conversation with Debbie, my mind consumed by the fear that she would notice something amiss between her sister and our lodger.

As I stared down at my untouched plate, my internal monologue raged. Why the hell did I find Holly's intimacy with Leroy so damn arousing? The jealousy, the fear of losing her - it should've consumed me, but instead, there was this confusing, maddening excitement that gnawed at my insides.

It was like some twisted roller coaster I couldn't get off, torn between wanting to maintain our family's stability and the perverse thrill of watching my wife succumb to her desires with another man. A man who possessed the confidence and raw sexuality that I feared I lacked.

Leroy sat across from me, casually sipping his orange juice, his muscular arms on display as he wore a tank top. I couldn't help but notice the subtle glances he kept giving Holly, the way he would brush his leg against hers under the table. I felt a twinge of jealousy, but also a strange excitement that I couldn't quite place.

I tried to focus on the conversation, but my mind kept drifting back to the sounds of Holly's moans and the sight of Leroy's large, dark body on top of hers. I felt a stirring in my pants and quickly shifted in my seat, hoping no one would notice.

As the conversation continued, I couldn't help but worry that Debbie would notice the tension between Holly and me. She was always so perceptive, and I didn't want her to suspect anything. I tried to focus on my food, but my stomach was in knots.

Suddenly, I felt a hand on my thigh, and I looked up to see Holly giving me a reassuring smile. I couldn't help but feel a surge of love and gratitude towards her, despite the complicated emotions swirling inside me.

As I finished my coffee and excused myself from the table, my mind was still racing with thoughts of the previous night. I couldn't shake the feeling that I was losing control, that my marriage was spinning out of control. But at the same time, I couldn't deny the excitement I felt when I saw Holly with Leroy.

As I made my way upstairs to get ready for work, I couldn't help but feel a sense of foreboding. My gut churning as I wondered how I could face Holly after what had happened the night before? I knew that when we finally found the family space to talk, I couldn’t feign normalcy – pretend that nothing had happened. I knew that our marriage had been irrevocably changed by what Holly had experienced the night before with Leroy? By what I’d allowed her to experience.

Trying to ignore this watershed conversation, I took a deep breath and tried to steady my nerves. I had a job to do, money to earn to put food on the table. I’d have to try and ignore my fears and the transformed reality I knew we had to deal with. That would have to wait until later.

At one point, I caught him looking at Holly's ass as she bent over the counter, his pupils dilating ever so slightly. A cold fist of jealousy gripped my stomach.

"Well, if you ever need to talk, you know where to find me, alright?" she said, patting my shoulder in a rare show of affection. Fuck, I hated lying to her.

And now... I couldn't deny the way my heart had raced as I heard their muffled moans through the wall, or the way my cock had swelled in the sheets, aching to be inside her again.

My mind was a maelstrom of guilt, jealousy, and arousal, a heady mix that made no sense.

I found myself replaying the memory of her smirk, the way she'd smelled like sex and another man. And even worse, the way a twisted part of me had liked it.

I hated myself for it, but I couldn't stop thinking about her with him.

~~~~~    

I shuffled papers on my desk, the crisp snapping sound usually so satisfying now just a feeble attempt to ground myself in the present. The numbers and letters on the documents blurred, coalescing into images I both dreaded and yearned for – Holly's flushed cheeks, Leroy's commanding presence. I couldn't shake it. The clock mocked me from its perch on the wall, its steady ticking syncing with the escalating drum of anxiety in my chest.

"Hey Richard, you got those reports?" my colleague's voice barely registered over the clamor in my mind.

"Uh, yeah, just... give me a minute," I mumbled, fumbling for something that would anchor my thoughts away from the heated whispers of last night, away from the visions of Holly's body arching under another man's touch.

The office chatter became a distant hum as I tried to bury myself in the mundane tasks at hand. But my efforts were futile; every moment dragged me deeper into the morass of dread and illicit excitement. What was happening right now, in our home, between noon and three – that forbidden time when Holly and Leroy had the place to themselves?

I felt a perverse thrill imagining Leroy's hands tracing the curves of Holly's body, his lips finding her most sensitive spots. I pictured them entwined, lost in passion, his size dwarfing her petite frame. The visual was too much, too vivid. A surge of heat pooled in my groin, and I shifted uncomfortably in my chair, disgusted with my body's betrayal.

Glancing at the clock again, I counted the minutes, each one an eternity. I imagined the sounds that might be echoing through our bedroom, the groans, the slapping of skin. What crude acts were they committing? Was she crying out his name like she used to cry out mine?

"Richard, are you sure you're okay?" another colleague asked, eyebrow cocked in concern.

"Fine, just a lot on my mind today," I replied, but the lie tasted sour on my tongue.

My gaze returned to the clock, willing the hands to move faster. Soon, Holly would have to slip back into her role as a mother, the facade of normalcy, but for now, she was his. The thought twisted in my gut, a tangled knot of jealousy and arousal.

The restlessness was unbearable. I stood, feigning a stretch, trying to physically shake off the tormenting thoughts. But they clung to me, sticky and unrelenting. I was caught in this self-made web, a voyeur to my own wife's infidelity, paralyzed by a desire I didn't understand and a love I feared might be slipping through my fingers.

I told myself this was all for Holly’s benefit – because of her sharing of how frustrated and jealous of her friends she was. But deep down I knew that although that might be the origin of last night, now I’d tasted the addictive narcotic high of watching Holly with another man, I was doing this just as much for myself as I was doing it for her. A truly embarrassing and humiliating thought – not the way a husband should think – but nonetheless a truth I couldn’t shift, however hard I tried.

Would she be able to resist Leroy's advances? Or would their attraction prove too strong?

As the hours crept by, I found myself torn between wanting to confront Holly about her relationship with Leroy and allowing it to continue, hoping that perhaps, somehow, we could find a balance between our hedonistic desires and the love we shared as a family.

I realized we’d never discussed whether or not last night between Holly and Leroy was a ‘one-time thing’ – a one-off treat for my frustrated wife – or was it the start of something more repetitive and significant.

‘Oh great!’ I thought to myself’ – another thing to worry about! Another thing for Holly and me to talk about!

But deep down, I knew that such a delicate equilibrium might prove impossible to maintain, and the uncertainty of what the future held for us left me reeling.

My thoughts were a jumbled mess of fear, jealousy, and excitement. I was terrified of losing Holly, of her finding more pleasure with Leroy than she ever had with me. But at the same time, I couldn't deny the thrill that coursed through me at the thought of her being with him. It was a twisted, conflicting emotion that I couldn't quite understand.

I tried to focus on the positive aspects of our arrangement. Holly was happy, and that was all that mattered, right? But the thought of her being with someone else, of her preferring him to me, was a bitter pill to swallow.

But as much as I longed to be with her, I couldn't shake the feeling of dread that weighed heavily on my chest. What if I couldn't give her what she needed? What if she left me for him?

I couldn't bear the thought of losing her. But at the same time, I couldn't ignore the desire that burned within me. It was a desire that I couldn't quench, no matter how hard I tried.

My mind kept drifting back to the afternoons, to the insatiable look in Holly's eyes as she took Leroy's huge cock, to the way her body had arched and twisted in ecstasy.

I tried to push away the images, but they were like an itch I couldn't scratch.

~~~~~    

The clock seemed to crawl at an agonizingly slow pace, each tick amplifying my anxiety. I yearned for the hands to reach 5:30 pm, the end of my final meeting and my ticket to freedom from this torturous mental prison.

Once released from work, I hurried to my car and tore out of the parking lot. As I drove home, my mind raced with conflicting thoughts and emotions. The image of Holly under Leroy's powerful body haunted me; the sound of her moans echoed in my ears, equal parts thrilling and tormenting me. How could I possibly allow her relationship with Leroy to continue? What would it do to our marriage?

In a different form, it was the same question that had tormented me much of the afternoon. Was last night a one-time thing? Or the start of a relationship that would repeat as long as Leroy stayed in our basement?

‘Damn … how could I have been so dumb as to not set ground rules before giving Holly the green light to take the final steps in her blossoming relationship with Leroy?’

Every time I cursed myself, I slapped myself for my stupidity – presenting the strangest of pictures to my fellow rush hour commuters, getting more than a few strange looks from drivers who wondered what I was on!

"Damn it, Holly... what are we doing?" I muttered to myself, gripping the steering wheel tightly. My heart pounded as I weighed the pros and cons of our options. On one hand, the thought of Holly continuing to sleep with Leroy terrified me, threatening to tear apart our family and the love we shared. On the other hand, I was fearful that if I asked her to stop, their relationship might just continue in secret – the worst of all options. And seeing Holly so happy and sexually fulfilled - so alive - ignited the weirdest and most bizarre excitement within me that I couldn't begin to explain.

I remembered Tracey's words, a warning like a whisper in the wind: ‘Be careful... desire is a fire that burns hot... if you ignore it, it can turn everything to ashes.’

Now she’d tasted the powerful drug of sex with a well-endowed and exciting young lover like Leroy, if I refused to allow Holly to continue seeing him, would I be protecting our marriage or risking burning it to ashes? I felt like grabbing my scalp and yanking every follicle out – I was faced with an unfathomable choice. With flames licking either side of the high-wire I’d put at the center of our marriage.

Pulling into the driveway, I took a deep breath and tried to calm my racing thoughts. With trembling hands, I turned off the ignition and stepped out of the car. The evening air was crisp, but it did little to cool my heated skin as I walked up to our front door. Pausing for a moment, I wrestled with my indecision: should I tell Holly last night was a one-time thing, or should I let it continue and hope for the best?

"Fuck, what if she refuses to stop?" I thought, my heart tightening in my chest. "What if she starts seeing him in secret? Or worse, what if she ends things with Leroy but resents me for it?"

I couldn't shake the shame that coursed through me, knowing that part of me was excited by Holly's relationship with Leroy. Was I betraying our marriage by letting her continue down this path? Or was I honoring my promise to do anything to make her happy, even if it meant allowing her to relive her wild youth?

The weight of uncertainty threatened to crush me as I unlocked the door and stepped inside – still unsure which route represented the safest path for our marriage and family.

"Richard?" Holly's voice cut through the stillness, a siren's call that both soothed and tormented me. She stood there, looking every bit the woman I adored and the temptress who held me captive. "You're home early."

"Traffic was light," I replied, voice barely above a whisper. The lie was easier than explaining the gnawing anxiety that had driven me to flee the office, to escape the relentless tick-tock of the clock that had become my tormentor.

She studied me, a flicker of something unreadable in her gaze. Was it guilt? Defiance? Desire? I couldn't tell. I ached for her, for us, even as I feared what our future held.

"Did you have a good day?" The question was normal, mundane, but loaded with implications I wasn't sure I wanted to explore.

"Busy," she said, brushing past me. Her scent, a mix of her perfume and something more carnal, filled my nostrils, and I fought the urge to pull her close. Instead, I watched her move away, each step a taunt, a reminder of the chasm widening between us.

"Are you hungry?" Her casual tone belied the tension that crackled in the air.

"Starved," I answered, though my appetite had nothing to do with food. I closed my eyes, trying to steady my breathing, to make sense of the maelstrom of conflicting emotions. Lust, love, jealousy - they twisted together, a knot I couldn't seem to untie.

"Richard?" Holly's voice was softer now, closer. I opened my eyes to find her watching me, concern etched into her beautiful features.

"Are we okay?" Her question hung between us, heavy with unspoken fears.

I swallowed hard, the words lodged in my throat. Tell her it has to stop, part of me screamed. Let it continue, whispered the darkness within.

"Of course," I lied, wrapping my arms around her, feeling her warmth seep into my bones. Yet, even as I held her, I couldn't shake the image of her in Leroy's embrace, the sound of their pleasure a ghostly refrain that left me hollow.

"Good," Holly murmured, resting her head against my chest. "Because I want us to be happy."

And in that moment, I realized I did too - even if happiness meant burning down everything we'd built to find it.

As I stepped inside and saw Holly standing there, her face flushed and her hair disheveled, I felt a wave of emotions wash over me. Love, jealousy, anger, shame, desire - they all swirled together in a confusing maelstrom that threatened to overwhelm me.


Chapter 3

I sat there, cutlery in hand, watching them. Leroy's laughter filled the dining room as he asked our twins about their day at school, and they chattered back eagerly, innocent to the complex web woven around them. The sight of him - this young, muscular man who had infiltrated our lives - now casually engaging with my children, sent a cold shiver down my spine. The fact he’d given my wife more sexual pleasure than I’d ever achieved magnifying the icy shiver ten times more.

"Did you learn anything fun today?" Leroy's voice was smooth, almost paternal, but beneath his words, I sensed a different intention.

"Teacher showed us how caterpillars become butterflies!" one of the twins exclaimed, her eyes wide with wonder.

"Ah, transformation," Leroy said with an approving nod, locking eyes fleetingly with Holly. That subtle exchange, a brief touch on the arm, a whisper of a smile, they thought it invisible to me. But I saw it all, each glance slicing through me - a cocktail of jealousy, fear, and a sickening excitement that clawed at my insides.

"Mommy, did you have butterflies when you were little?" my daughter asked, turning to Holly.

"Many, many times," Holly replied, her voice tinged with something unreadable as she snuck another look at Leroy. Her fingertips brushed against his under the table, a private caress hidden from innocent eyes, and my heart pounded against my chest like a caged bird desperate for escape.

"Speaking of fun," Leroy interjected, his gaze never leaving Holly, "tell us about your friends Tracey and Trish. They're having quite the time being single again, huh?"

Holly's cheeks flushed a delicate pink, a shade I knew all too well. She wove a tale suitable for our daughters' ears, glossing over the lurid details I knew bubbled just beneath the surface of her anecdotes.

"Mommy used to go to these amazing parties in college. Right, Holl?" Leroy pushed, his words laced with double entendre, his use of my pet name for my wife as subtle and painful as a surgeon’s incision. Totally invisible to the three females in the room, but the clearest of signals to the male head of the household.

The twins leaned forward, captivated by the idea of their mother as a young woman, free and dancing. To their seven-year-old imaginations, they pictured mommy as some kind of college-aged Disney princess … all sequins, tiaras and handsome princes.

I felt sweat bead at my temple, tried to swallow the lump forming in my throat, and forced a chuckle that sounded more like a strangled gasp as I tried to grab control of the conversation and guide it somewhere safer.

"Your Mommy was quite the party girl," I managed to say, trying to keep the conversation light, all while my mind conjured images of Holly's past escapades - images that now included Leroy.

Dinner concluded with Leroy offering to tuck in the girls after their bedtime routine. "Uncle Leroy tells the best stories!" they squealed, and I couldn't help but feel a pang of loss, of something slipping further away from me.

"Thank you, Leroy," I mumbled, the words tasting bitter on my tongue. As they scampered off, I was left with the remnants of a meal and a marriage that teetered between domestic bliss and carnal chaos. I looked across the table at Holly, the woman I loved, the mother of my children, now the object of Leroy's desires - and mine, tangled in a forbidden dance that thrilled and terrified me in equal measure.

They chattered on innocently, oblivious to the electricity between my wife, Holly, and our guest.

My heart raced as I spotted the fleeting glances they shared, and I could almost read their minds: remembering their illicit trysts. To make matters worse, Leroy's muscular arm rested on the table, so close to Holly's that their hands almost touched. I bit my lip, desperately trying to push away the image of him inside her, her moans of pleasure reverberating in my head.

Once they were out of earshot, I turned to Holly.

"Holly, what were those little touches under the table between you and Leroy at dinner … what if the girls had spotted them … had said something? You know how uncomfortable that thought makes me feel?" I hissed.

Holly's perfect, pouty lips formed a teasing, curling line. "Sorry, honey … I’ll try and be more careful next time … okay?”

“Okay! Thank you,” I replied.

“Don’t mention it,” she beamed, kissing me softly on the cheek as she ruffled my hair, her fruity perfume wafting into my nostrils.

“But, hun, I thought you wouldn’t mind … I thought you’d find it ... ‘interesting’,” she teased, her blue eyes dancing with mischief. For a split-second leaving me speechless and feeling emotionally naked.

Already after just one night with Leroy, she knew how the idea of her with another man – the idea of her with her young gangsta lover – gave her power over me.

Partly it made me feel nauseous with fear and shame, but I couldn't deny the fire in my veins and – looking into my eyes – Holly saw it as well.

Rather than push back or argue about what we both knew was true, I swallowed my pride and just stared back, grimacing at the perceptive truth of her words. Excited, but also ashamed that my cock throbbed in my pants as I listened to Leroy's low, raspy voice upstairs, reading a bedtime story to Holly and my children.

~~~~~    

"Holly," I murmured, my voice barely more than a whisper as I gestured for her to follow me upstairs. Our bedroom had always been a sanctuary, but now it felt like an arena where truths too heavy for our hearts were about to be unleashed as I patted the bed next to me so we could be close and intimate.

My look into her eyes told her what I wanted to discuss as she blushed, took a deep breath and began.

"Richard, last night was..." she started before being lost for words. She might have had a wild past back in college, but seventeen years of monogamy had recalibrated what made her blush.

"Tell me," I interrupted, a knot forming in my stomach. "Tell me everything," I urged, my stomach twisting with jealousy but also a strange sense of arousal.

"His touch was so firm, so commanding," Holly continued, her voice trembling with excitement and guilt. "The way he gripped my hips, the strength of his arms... It made me feel so ... desired … so alive. When he undressed me, it was like he…”

She blushed, her words coming to an abrupt halt, worried what she wanted to say would hurt me.

“Go on, love,” I gently encouraged.

“When he undressed me … it reminded me of those first times you and I were together as lovers … the hunger in his eyes … the desire to explore and possess me,” she told me, her voice now just a whisper.

“Is that bad honey?” she asked nervously.

“No,” I answered, feeling my stomach clench. “I get it … it’s the first time he’s seen you naked … seen how beautiful you are … he’s wanted you for weeks now … it’s only natural he’s going to look at you like that.”

Holly gave me the most tender, loving look as she responded to my selfless honesty.

“And you’ve wanted him for weeks as well, Holl … it’s only natural you looked at him in the same way … responded in the same way,” my new words making her respond very differently as she looked down at the floor, blushing with embarrassment but not able to deny a single word.

"His hands explored every inch of my body, Richard," she confessed, her pupils dilating with lust as she recalled their encounter.

So help me god, I needed to hear it from her. I needed to know how it had been for her … what it was he could give her that I couldn’t … whether it was just the shiny excitement of newness, the thrill of the touch, feeling, scent and penetration of a new man … or something more fundamental, more threatening to our marriage.

I needed to understand what it is I was dealing with … what it was she’d experienced.

She hesitated, her gaze flitting away before locking with mine again, her cheeks blooming with a guilty flush. "It was exciting," she admitted, her voice a mix of trepidation and yearning. "Leroy, he's so..." She paused, searching for words that wouldn't wound yet conveyed the depth of her craving.

"Go on," I urged, the masochistic part of me needing every graphic detail.

"His touch... it ignites something wild within me," she confessed, her eyes darkening with the recollection. "The way he commanded and dominated my body … I’m sorry, honey,” she blushed, unable to continue.

“Go on,” my eyes a mix between sternness and addicted need to know before I added a softer note. “Go on, honey … I agreed … we’re in this together…”

"When he finally... entered me, it was like nothing I've ever felt before. His size, his power... it was overwhelming, yet intoxicating. He seemed to know exactly how to push my limits, coaxing me into a frenzy of pleasure that left me breathless."

She kissed me and smiled, squeezing my hand.

“Richard, baby … it was intoxicating. He was so... different. His tattoos, the piercings – the darkness of his skin … knowing his past … it felt so wrong … so taboo … so deliciously dangerous … and taking it all together, it's like he possessed and marked me with his desire, claimed me in ways that leave me breathless and shivering…"

Holly suddenly looked embarrassed about her full honesty – with good cause she looked worried about how it might sound to me and make me feel and react.

My heart clenched, a cocktail of jealousy and arousal coursing through my veins. My whole body awash with confusion and adrenaline as I forced my jealousy down, clasping her hand to show we needed to stay together as a couple with love and no secrets.

"And... did you like that? You liked ‘different’ … ‘danger’ … the feel of a really big cock stretching you..." I asked, my voice hoarse with the struggle of keeping my composure. Some masochistic demon deep within my soul forcing me to ask a question to which I already knew the answer.

"Fuck, yes," she breathed out, her lips parting as if savoring the memory. "The forbidden thrill of it, the sheer size of him... He fills me up completely, stretches me in ways that - "

"Stop," I cut her off, unable to bear another word yet desperate for more.

"I know I asked, honey … but that’s enough for now…”

Holly looked at me sympathetically, knowing I needed to know, but that the words I needed to hear were also tearing me apart.

“Holl, baby … knowing another man can give you such pleasure … I don’t know how to explain it … I love it … and I hate it … it shreds me and excites me like I’ve never felt before…" Strange as it may seem, aside from our life with the twins, I don’t think Holly and I had ever felt closer than at that moment.

My words had laid bare the rawness of my gnawing insecurity – her words had been equally as honest and raw. We were a couple slaloming down a mountain torrent with rocks to the left and the right and despite our fears I don’t think we’d ever felt closer or more alive.

~~~~~  

"But Richard, honey … it's just physical, you do know that, right?" she reassured me, leaning in closer, her hand reaching out to touch my arm. "What you and I have, baby … what we have is more than that. We have love … the twins … deep, permanent love…"

I kissed her softly, my eyes telling her thank you.

"But I’m still frightened, sometimes,” I admitted, feeling like a scared and inadequate little boy seeking comfort.

“I’m frightened it might not be enough. Is it enough?" I questioned, looking into my wife’s beautiful blue eyes, searching for the affirmation I needed.

Holly nodded fervently, her hand moving to stroke my cheek. "Yes, always … sex, sex is just sex … what we have is love … I’d never give that up just for physical pleasure … no matter how amazing the sex and pleasure… "

The honesty in her eyes stabbed at me, she wasn’t hiding even an ounce of how great the sex with Leroy had been. And paradoxically, even though the pain of hearing and understanding this gave me strength. If Holly had been hiding things from me, then that would have been a million times more scary. This level of fear and doubt I could handle – so long as she was by my side and I knew she loved me and was being open and honest.

"Okay … we'll find a way … we’ll be fine … like you say, we have love … strong love," I whispered, resignation and fear in every syllable as I leaned into her touch. Knowing that now Holly had taken a bite of the poisoned apple called Leroy, we had little choice but to cling onto each other as explored the rapids.

As Holly wrapped her arms around me, I couldn't help but wonder just how a big a risk we were really taking with the fabric of our marriage. Her words about love were true – but even as I felt the comforting warmth of her touch, I couldn’t help but think that societies everywhere follow monogamy for a reason.  And that, however sure we were of our love, by letting Holly have sex with Leroy, we were risking strains that might unravel the very fabric of our marriage. As my wife and the mother of our children battled between conflicting desires, between men who might want different things.

I knew what I wanted. But did we really know what Leroy wanted? He was young and immature, and in truth we hardly knew him at all.

For now, he only seemed to want a physical relationship with my wife – but wasn’t that how it always started? With an act as intimate as sex, it’s so difficult for all of us to compartmentalize the physical from the emotional. I just had to hope that for both him and Holly, the physical pleasures of their relationship would be enough.

As we continued to hold each other, lost in our individual thoughts, I glanced at the wall and the photo of Holly and I on our wedding day. We were so happy, so in love.

We were still in love, but looking at that photo and the photo next to it of us with the twins made me realize just how much had changed in the last twenty-four hours. Made me realize that ever since Holly had started telling me how last night had been for her, I’d known in my heart the answer to the question that had been bugging me all day.

There was no way to turn the tap off after just one night. Whatever my fears and insecurities, that route was even more dangerous than letting Holly carry on exploring with Leroy.

Before I’d thought I had a choice – but after hearing her heartfelt description of how she’d loved every moment of her amazing night with Leroy, I knew I had no choice but to let her explore further.

~~~~~    

As we held each other, the evil serpent twisted around my cerebellum demanded I ask another painful, masochistic question.

"Was it … was it better?" I found myself asking, each word a leaden weight on my parched tongue.

She hesitated, and in that fraction of a second, a chasm opened beneath me.  Whatever she was about to say, that fractional delay told me the real answer. "It's not about better or worse," she replied, unable to meet my gaze. "It's just, different…"

Oddly enough, I didn’t feel angry at Holly’s lack of honesty. I knew part of her believed what she was saying, and that being full-on, balls-out honest was too painful and difficult for her right now. This was hard for me, but it was also hard for her. And even more odd, in the strangest of ways, her lack of honesty – however well-intentioned – actually excited me. Adding another layer of taboo and wrongness to the whole game we were playing.

A knock at the door jolted us apart. "Hey, it's Leroy," came the familiar, raspy muffled voice. His tone now oddly respectful – the alpha mind games he’d played over dinner now fully gone.

We exchanged a glance, and Holly moved to open the door.

"Kids are out cold," Leroy said, stepping into the threshold but not further. He looked different somehow, the brash cockiness replaced by something more subdued. "Took three stories before they'd let me leave," he added with a grin that didn't quite reach his eyes.

"Thank you, Leroy," Holly said, her tone polite but strangely distant.

The young, heavily inked black man turned to me, extending a hand. I took it, a strange fraternal sense communicated in the firm but not too firm way he gripped and made eye contact.

Seeing him again in just shorts and wife-beater made me realize how different he and I were.

Aside from my paleness contrasting with his dark skin, he had the muscularity of someone nearly two decades younger than my dad bod could manage.

And I was of a different generation. My plain skin comparing to the stories and symbolism of his broad swathes of ink - only broken up by the shiny silver of the multiple piercings on his face.

No wonder Holly found him exciting and different – a throwback to her exciting college years before marriage and motherhood had claimed her.

He’d been the one who’d come knocking on our door, but we couldn’t have found a man better suited to help Holly relive her wild college days if we’d tried!

~~~~~  

"Rich, man … I just wanted to say thanks for last night. I hope I didn't overstep," he said earnestly. “Just that, I was so excited … you know … to finally get with Holly … she’s so beautiful … sexy … the kind of girl a boy dreams of all his life…”

He was being a hundred percent honest. A hundred percent open, opening himself up to me … mano-a-mano.

"Everything’s fine," I managed, though my voice sounded foreign even to my own ears. Even if I actually managed to smile at him. For once Leroy looked vulnerable and on the back foot – not a look I’d seen last night or since the first night we’d met him.

"Good, good." Leroy nodded, smiling back, although his smile looked more forced and nervous than mine.

Looking from me to Holly and then back to me, his gaze held a flicker of something unreadable before he shook my hand once more. "Well, I'll leave you two to talk. Goodnight."

As he retreated down the stairs to the basement, I couldn't shake the images of what I’d seen the night before. The images of Holly’s back arched in pleasure, a pleasure greater than she’d ever known before. The images of her long, pale legs locked tight and possessively around Leroy’s muscular black body as if she was afraid it was all just a dream and that he’d be snatched away from her.

"Richard?" Holly's voice pulled me back from my memories of last night, her touch warm against my cheek.

"Talk to me … what happens next?" she asked, her eyes imploring me, looking deep into my soul.

Holding her tight – my turn to be fearful of loss - I buried my face in Holly’s long blonde hair, the scent of her shampoo. Comforted until my nostrils picked up the faint trace of Leroy's cologne, still there nearly a day later. A scent that made my pulse race as I knew what I had to tell her.


Chapter 4

Knowing what I had to say, all of a sudden, a terrible weight seemed to press down and constrict my chest. Holly's gaze met mine, her eyes pools of conflicting emotions - a tempestuous mix of desire and hesitation. She knew what was coming next would cost me.

"Richard, can I... should we…"

Her nervousness, her inability to say it out loud – what she wanted, what she needed – gave me confidence. She was struggling with this just as much as I was. The start of her sentence had been honest and open … but her love for me, her commitment to us and our family had bitten down and stopped her fully voicing her needs. However hard this was, I could never stop loving this woman.

"I love you, honey…" I breathed out, suppressing my own insecurities and jealousies.

“I know you need this … and I want you to have it,” I told her, giving her my best impression of a smile. Holly smiled back at me, a sudden coyness that made me love her and want to sacrifice for her even more.

“Are you sure?” she asked nervously.

“Yes, I’m sure … we agreed … and it does excite me.” True, but not the whole truth, as I deliberately chose not to air my jealousies and insecurities again. Holly had enough reservations of her own right now, she didn’t need me guilting her out in a way we might both later regret.

“Well, if you’re sure…” she began, nervously. “And, if you say it excites you,” she smiled, touching my cheek as she stood up from our bed.

She kissed me softly and with a deliberate slowness, Holly began to undress. She peeled off her respectable ‘mom’ blouse, revealing a lacy bra that I’d not seen before and that hugged her ample bosom in a way that would harden a dead man’s cock.

Next came her jeans, slipping down her hips to pool at her feet, revealing she’d already planned for this - her long legs encased in sheer stockings that made my cock throb as much as it made my heart wince at the thought Holly had already been planning on a follow-up with Leroy.

I couldn’t be angry – after what I’d seen last night, if I was honest with myself I’d admit I’d known all along this was where night two was headed.

Seeing the blanched but excited look on my face gave my previously nervous wife an extra shot of confidence as she smiled at me with the biggest tease.

"Leroy asked me to wear something special tonight," she teased, her fingers trailing along the hem of the black garter belt she’d been hiding under her jeans all the time through dinner and chatting to the twins as she wiggled into a tight black mini skirt for him.

"He likes it when I dress sexy for him."

Her words stabbed through my abdomen, making me wonder at what had gone on between them before their first-time last night, and what had happened today while I was at work.

The conversation she was describing, was it a today thing, or had the pair of them been having these inappropriate, sexy conversations for much longer? A sizzling, burning thought that was like a red-hot poker thrust through my torso.

I took a deep breath.

Aside from the significance of the timing, the words stung in a different way. A reminder of how another man's desires were shaping now my wife's choices – another, younger man who excited and fulfilled her in ways I never could.

That was a truly stinging thought - but the sight of my beautiful blonde wife in such provocative attire chosen for another man stirred a heat within me that I couldn't deny.

It had been too long since I'd seen her like this, for me, for us. Another thought that bizarrely made my cock twitch harder than in many a year.

~~~~~  

Holly looked me in the eye to judge my reaction to her game and judging she had me onboard she reached behind her back, unclasping her bra with practiced ease, her breasts spilling free.

I’d seen them so many times, but knowing she was revealing them for another man’s pleasure, I felt a fresh appreciation of just how beautiful and perfect they were. Her boobs full and round, tipped with pale pink nipples that were already half-swollen with desire, just begging for further attention. Attention that I yearned to give her myself, but which I’d foolishly agreed she could now instead get from our young black renter.

Holly slid into a different, even sexier bra and blouse, the blouse almost as transparent as her desire for a second night feeling Leroy’s huge black cock pounding her depths.

I swallowed hard, my jealousy and arousal at an all-time high. "You look... amazing," I managed to say.

From my panting breath and the vacant, hungry look in my eyes, Holly knew she held the power. As she moved from her wardrobe back across the to me, every slinky, exaggerated movement of her body was designed to tantalize, and despite the turmoil churning in my gut, I couldn't look away.

Smiling like a born-again version of Mata Hari, she approached and leaned over me, her lips finding mine in a kiss that seared my soul.

Her nerves and doubts totally gone as her hand wandered lower, tracing the bulge in my pants with a boldness that spoke of ownership.

"Thank you, honey" she whispered against my mouth, her breath hot on my skin. "Thank you for letting me have this... for understanding my needs after all these years playing wife and mom."

She smiled at me with ultimate love, our love and relationship entering a new era as a single night moved into something longer and deeper.

Her smile and her lips on mine were pure love. Her fingers squeezing at my groin were something else, eliciting a groan from deep within me.

In that moment, love and lust collided, the look between us confirming it as we both knew what we were about to reap from what was about to happen.

"Go," I groaned as she squeezed me again, my voice a weak, husky rasp. "Enjoy him … enjoy your young, well-hung lover.”

We both knew there was a bitter insecurity and inadequacy in my tone, but we both knew it was better to be honest about these things. We both knew that as long as we were honest and open, we’d weather any storms.

~~~~~ 

"I want you to have fun tonight," I said, my voice barely above a whisper as I struggled to hold back my emotions. "But please... make sure you come back to me tonight … a night without you, knowing you’re … you’re with him … that’s’ more than I could bear…"

Holly gave me a tender, loving look. “Of course, baby … I love you, I’d never do anything to hurt you," she said again, her voice trembling with emotion as she straddled my lap in one last almost subconscious show of her love for me, her legs spreading wide as she ground her hips against my erection. "And I'll always come back to you."

I closed my eyes, letting the sensation of Holly’s body against mine wash over me, trying to ignore the voice in the back of my mind that whispered that the horny excitement I was benefitting from was really about my wife’s excitement to be with our young black renter again.

As Holly kissed me deeply, her tongue exploring my mouth with an urgency that left me breathless, it felt natural to reach down to stroke her clit through the lace of her panties.

She moaned into my mouth, her hips bucking as she ground herself against my hand before she giggled and pushed my hand away.

“Later baby, later.” Her message was clear, I’d only get to enjoy her body after our young black renter had enjoyed his fill. Tonight, if I was lucky, all I’d get was seconds and leftovers.

Accepting her decision, I tried to find solace in the knowledge that I was giving the woman I loved what she needed, even if it meant sacrificing a piece of myself in the process.

As Holly pulled up off my lap, I could feel the hardness of her nipples pressing against the thin fabric of her blouse and bra, and I couldn’t resist reaching out to cup her breast, feeling the weight of it in my hand.

She let out a soft moan, her body shuddering with pleasure as I thumbed her nipple through the lace.

She giggled again, gave me a peck on the lips and pushed my hand away from her hardened nipple. “Later, honey … later.”

I couldn't help but feel a pang of resentment as I watched her turn and finally move towards the door. Knowing she was heading down two flights of stairs and would soon be back with Leroy in our basement. Knowing that her body would soon be wrapped around another man. But at the same time, I couldn't deny the huge stirring of arousal that coursed through me. It had been so long since I'd seen Holly like this. I was jealous, I was insecure and afraid. But I loved seeing the woman who shared my life looking so happy and alive after all her years of sacrifice for me and our family.

~~~~~    

I waited, the minutes stretching out like hours, until I could hear only the distant hum of the air conditioner and the occasional creak of the house settling. Then, with my heart hammering against my ribcage, I crept down the stairs to the basement

I could hear the faint sound of laughter and murmurs coming from inside, and my breath hitched in my throat as I realized that Holly and Leroy were already in the early stages of another full night of passion.

In some ways, the sound of their laughter – the sound of intimacy and relationship – was worse and more exciting than if I’d been hearing the slap-slap of flesh-on-flesh fucking.

The sound of their happy laughter made me hesitate for a moment, torn between my desire to watch and the jealousy and insecurities that gnawed at my insides.

But in the end, curiosity won out, and I slowly pushed open the door.

Peering through the slightest gap, I saw them on Leroy's bed, a tangle of limbs and longing. Holly was laughing softly, her fingers trailing along Leroy's jaw as they kissed, their mouths moving with a hunger that twisted my guts. Holly’s fingers running through Leroy's long dreadlocks, pulling his face closer to hers for a deep, passionate kiss as Holly began to unbutton Leroy's shirt.

My wife’s long blonde hair cascaded down her back with an almost veil-like beauty and purity. All soft waves and feminine gentleness, a total contrast to the hard darkness of Leroy’s skin and the way he chose to present himself to the world – his ink and piercings designed to tell the world he was dangerous and not to be messed with.

Eventually, Holly pulled back from their hungry kiss, but her eyes were still locked on his as she began the slow, deliberate process of undressing. Leroy just content to sit on the edge of the bed and take in my wife’s act of submission, his muscular ebony chest on full display as he watched Holly with eyes which shone with lust.

Piece by piece, the clothing fell away - her transparent white blouse fluttering to the floor, followed by the black mini skirt which had been hugging tight to her hips. Their white and black fabric now discarded in the name of lust, now pooled around her feet as the clearest of storm flags as to what was coming next.

The sight of her in nothing but that sheer lingerie - the same she had worn for my eyes only minutes ago - stirred a fierce jealousy within me.

"Damn, Holly," Leroy murmured, his lispy voice low and full of heat. "You look so sexy ... so hot … I’m gonna fuck you so hard, so long tonight … you’re gonna be begging for mercy by the time I’m finished with you…" The youngster’s crude words just making my wife smile even more, stick her chest out even more to signify she wanted everything he’d said and more.

“Promises, promises,” she giggled, blowing the youngster a kiss, pulling her shoulders back even more to showcase the curves Leroy wanted to possess. The arch of her back pushing her breasts forward so much the lace of the bra could barely contain my wife’s big boobs.

I’d never seen Holly look so alive and desirable, and it made me feel both proud and ashamed that I was the one in a million husband who’d given her permission to explore her desires.

She was on fire, virtually glowing with the joy of being lusted after by a youngster like Leroy.

Loving the way the tattooed youngster was staring at her, Holly skimmed her hands down her sides until they rested on her hips, as if she were presenting herself to him.

I swallowed hard, my breaths shallow and ragged. Holly moved closer, her fingers working at the buttons of Leroy's shirt until it fell open, revealing the expanse of his muscular, inked chest, the dark skin a stark contrast to my wife’s fair complexion.

Like an excited and wide-eyes little girl who’d never seen tattoos before, my wife traced the outlines of his tattoos with her fingertips, her nails grazing his skin.

"Your ink..." she whispered, dipping her head to plant soft kisses along the lines of ink. Her mouth lingered at his nipples, teasing them with the flick of her tongue, drawing sounds from Leroy that echoed in the small room and resonated in my ears.

"Fuck, I've been thinking about you all day," she breathed against his skin. "Thinking about your... your huge cock." She rubbed at the front of his pants, her movements bold and insistent. "I can't wait to feel you inside me again."

Her words hit me like a physical blow, desire and despair warring within me. This was the woman I loved, the mother of my children, raw and unfiltered in her lust.

Part of me wanted to storm into the room, to reclaim her, to end this madness that had consumed us these last few weeks.

But instead, I stood silent, a voyeur to my wife's exploration of new sexual horizons, caught between the agony of giving away the woman I loved and the perverse thrill of watching her with another man who’d make her scream like I never could.

As Holly's fingers worked their way inside Leroy's pants, I heard the sound of a zipper tearing. I watched in amazement as she pulled his cock free, her eyes widening in shock and delight at the sight of his size.

"Holy fuck," she breathed, her voice barely above a whisper, "you're even bigger than I remembered."

Leroy grinned, his confidence evident in the way he held himself. "You like it, baby?"

Holly nodded, her eyes never leaving his cock. She leaned in closer, her tongue darting out to lick the bead of precum that had formed at the tip. Leroy let out a low groan, his hands reaching up to tangle in her hair as she took him deeper into her mouth.

I watched in stunned silence as Holly pleasured Leroy, her mouth and hands working in perfect harmony to bring him closer and closer to the edge. I could feel my own orgasm building, my body trembling with the effort of holding back.

As I watched, I felt a strange sense of disconnection, as if I was watching a movie rather than witnessing my wife breaking our marriage vows all over again – for a second night running.


Chapter 5

The house made one of those, evening time settling sounds and Holly and Leroy both looked towards the door. I retreated into the shadows, holding my breath, awaiting the embarrassment of discovery.

But thankfully they didn’t spot me and were soon back focusing only on each other as Holly, totally without prompting, sank to her knees with reverence. Leroy's pants and boxers now in a heap around his ankles as he sat on the bed like some mini emperor with his obedient geisha girl.

Holly looked up at him, her eyes wide with a blend of desire and astonishment. "It's just... so powerful" she whispered, her hands worshipping the enormity before her. Her pale hands wrapping around his girth, her fingers barely touching as she stroked him gently, like a child plays with a Christmas toy.

"Manly, isn't it?" Leroy boasted, puffing out his chest with a pride beyond his young years, his voice dripping with conceit.

He glanced over in my direction, the corners of his mouth curling upward. Even though he couldn't see me clearly in the dim light. I could feel the heat of humiliation burning in my face. But I said nothing, convincing myself he didn’t really think I was there in the shadows.

Holly was lost in the act and promise of her young lover’s huge cock – she didn’t care whether I was there or not. Her eyes closed, savoring the new and exciting taste of an new man for the first time in nearly two decades – totally lost in her excitement, worshipping his man-meat by that most intimate act of taking him in her mouth, her hands cradling his heaviness with an almost reverential gentleness.

"Richard, I know you're out there watching," Leroy suddenly called out, busting me - his voice echoing against the basement walls, "look how your wife loves this." His taunt cut through me, a serrated blade twisting with every syllable.

"Sorry … you can't join us tonight, Rich," he continued, his tone mocking. "Not like last night’s sleepover … you gotta be on duty in case the twins come looking for Mommy."

I felt a surge of anger at his words, but I knew he was right. I couldn't risk the twins finding out about this. I had to protect them, even if it meant sacrificing my own desires.

"Don’t feel bad man … you’ll have plenty more chances to be with us in future,” he taunted.

“After all … all three of us know Holly prefers my cock … But she won't say it - she's too good a wife for that. Doesn't matter though, does it? She can't talk right now anyway, coz her mouth’s full of my cock," he sneered. “But she'll admit it later … when we’re making love … when my cock’s deep in her pussy … making her squeal and sob … making her cum…"

His low, raspy laughter mocked me … making me see stars as I clenched my fist as a huge sense of bitter humiliation twisted inside me … even as I felt the disorienting confusion of my veins tingling with another adrenaline surge.

Was this how it was going to be all the time now? Leroy playing mind games. One moment thoughtful and respectful to me as the head of the house and Holly’s husband.  The next trash-talking and abusive as he sought to put me down in front of my wife and the mother of my children.

Was he trying to break me? Was he trying to make Holly think less of me? Or did he see this as all just bedroom-talk to be forgotten in the morning when real life reasserted its ownership on all three of us?

Watching your wife with another man – especially a young, virile man like Leroy who’s everything you’re not – is crushing enough. But dealing with his mind games, second guessing his intent as you watch your woman sell her soul to the devil was total overload.

But as I grappled with the reality of what I was seeing and hearing, I couldn’t deny that my cock was harder than ever before. The thrill of these utterly depraved, utterly forbidden acts happening right in the middle of our family home generated a seductive excitement neither of us was able to resist. A reality Leroy, despite his young age, knew all too well and was using to burrow his way ever deeper into our family life.

However painful the taunts and the jealousy, I loved that Holly was happy and fulfilled … and my whole body fizzed from the ultimate sexual sugar rush I was living. But even so, another quieter voice asked me, ‘At what cost? At what cost, buying Holly and your high, Richard?’

But just like Holly, I was too far gone, my veins too awash with pleasure for any kind of meaningful resistance or reflection. All I could do was give in to the hedonistic side of me and trust our love was strong enough to cope.

~~~~~    

I pressed my back against the cold wall, my eyes locked onto Holly and Leroy as I watched our young black renter push Holly onto the bed, her blonde hair splayed out around her like a halo.

His muscular frame covered hers like a bull covers his prey, his darkness and bad boy accessories contrasting with her pale, feminine features.

She looked up at him with a mixture of lust and fear, her eyes wide and her breath coming in short gasps as she took all ten inches in one deep, powerful thrust.

"You like it, don't you?" the youngster growled, his voice low and menacing despite the lisp. "You like the way my big cock stretches your pussy wide open."

Holly whimpered, her hips bucking as Leroy pulled out before thrusting back into her with a brutal force.

"Yes," Holly moaned, her voice barely audible. "I love it. It's so much bigger than...than..."

"Than Richard's?" Leroy finished for her, a cruel smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "Don't worry, baby. I know you love it. I can feel it."

“Yes,” she hissed guiltily, unable to bring herself to say my name, “your cock... it's so big. It fills me in ways I've never felt before."

I felt a surge of jealousy and anger, but also an undeniable arousal. I knew that I should be disgusted by what was happening, but I couldn't deny the way my body was responding. I could feel my own cock straining against my pants, my pulse racing as I watched Leroy fuck my wife with an intensity that I had never been able to match.

Every thrust Leroy delivered was met with a gasp from Holly, each gasp humiliating and arousing me in equal measure.

From my position in the shadows outside the basement, I could see every inch of the youngster’s dark, tattooed skin contrasting starkly against the pale flesh of my wife. Instinctively knowing that this physical and cultural difference just added to the excitement for both of them. The way her hands clawed at the dark skin of Leroy’s back, pulling him deeper, telling me all I needed to know.

This was only their second time together and, despite Leroy’s taunting, it was as exciting for me as it was for them. I was totally incapable of tearing my gaze away as Holly's body began to tremble, her legs wrapping around Leroy with an urgency that told me of her lust and need for him.

Her breasts swayed with the force of their coupling, and the sounds she made - those were sounds I'd never drawn from her, no matter how hard I tried, no matter how many times we’d made love.

"Fuck, Holly," Leroy grunted, his lispy, raspy voice low and dominant. "Take all of me."

“Yes baby, yes baby,” she cooed, her legs wrapping extra tight, pulling him in deeper, her arms doing the same, wanting his already deep cock to go even deeper.

Holly's body writhed beneath Leroy's, her breasts bouncing with every thrust. She cried out, her voice rising in pitch as she approached her climax. I could see the pleasure etched on her face, the way her eyes rolled back in her head as she lost herself in the moment.

"Fuck," she screamed, her voice hoarse. "Oh fuck, Leroy! I'm coming! I'm coming!" Her entire being shuddering from the stars exploding in her head … shuddering from the physical and emotional ecstasy the youngster was giving her.

Even though Holly had cum, Leroy's pace didn't falter until he reached his own peak. His muscles tensing, his jaw clenching as somehow, he pushed deeper, grunted and pumped his release deep inside Holly. The intensity in his eyes never wavering as with a final thrust, he exploded inside her, his body shaking with the force of his release. His shaking and his scalding seed sending Holly over the top as she shrieked through a second climax.

Holly and Leroy laid there, panting and spent, their bodies entwined in a sweaty mess. I watched as they kissed softly, their lips lingering on each other's as they slowly came back down to earth.

This was all so wrong, so terribly wrong – and that was why it was addictive and intoxicating.

They shared another soft, languid kiss, a gentle contrast to the passion of moments ago. It was intimate and tender - something that stung me and excited me even more than the rawness of their fucking.

As I watched them – cuddling, smiling, lost in each other and their newly found closeness - a part of me wanted to run in and join them, to claim my wife and assert my place as her mate.

But another, strong part stood frozen, seduced by the sight - a willing, backseat observer rather than an active alpha participant in the relationship that was developing right in front of me.

Holly's afterglow was so beautiful and painful – reminding me of those words that started this, all those weeks ago. Her words about needing to feel ‘alive’ again, more than just a ‘wife and mom’, reconnecting with her younger self before she reached the big four-zero.

~~~~~    

Still standing silently in the shadows, I couldn’t help but gaze at Holly's body, still flushed and pink from Leroy's powerful and dominant lovemaking.

Staring at her made me realize I’d come to take her beauty and sexiness for granted. Present in my life for so many years, it took an event like this to make me realize fully what I had. Now that she allowed another man, however temporarily, to possess her and take her away from me, I felt an overwhelming need to possess and own her. It was like the last two decades and our family counted for nothing – I was back as that insecure young man needing to prove myself and win her all over again.

Staring at their smiling, tender closeness – my brain was full of the sounds of their earlier, lingering passion. Sounds I couldn’t shift, however hard I tried. Sounds that enticed and repelled me in equal measure as I realized just how sodden with fear my palms and shirt had become.

"Thanks, Leroy … that was amazing … your cock feels like it’s tickling my tonsils … and you stretch me so good … I never knew sex could be like that," Holly whispered quietly as she idly caressed Leroy's ink-stained chest, tracing the contours of his muscles with a tenderness that made my stomach clench. Her voice seeming extra quiet after the volume of her earlier sobbing climax. Every word stabbing at my chest and seeding new jealousies, even as my disobedient cock throbbed with very different feelings.

"Glad you enjoyed it," Leroy chuckled back, stroking a boob and nipple with a matching carefree intimacy.

“Bet you never thought you and me would be doing anything like that when you first saw me playing with the twins … you were so loud, thought you were gonna wake up your little darlings!” he grinned.

‘Your little darlings.’ His words were a painful, cold stab of reality. Yes, the twins. My girls, our girls, innocent and oblivious upstairs. A shiver ran down my spine as I imagined their sweet little faces, nestled upstairs in their beds, oblivious to their mother’s betrayal of their father and their father’s complicity in letting her play mommies and daddies with another man.

A pang of guilt twisted in my chest.

This was more than a game; Holly and I might be loving this new game – however much it might sometimes hurt. But in so many ways it was a betrayal of their innocent young trust - a line crossed that could never be uncrossed. A line crossed that injected danger and risk into our family life, our promise to provide stability and certainty into their vulnerable little lives.

But was it really? Was it a betrayal? What would the opposite path have meant? Roses and honeysuckle cottages – or a life with their mom frustrated and tempted? All the time looking across at what she didn’t have until finally one day she snapped and went behind my back. Went behind all our backs.

So ‘no’, there was no easy path here.

Certainly, I was getting my own depraved, perverted pleasure from the inexplicable pleasure of watching the woman I loved cumming all over another man’s cock. And Holly was most certainly getting her own fill of pleasure – and then some! For her, the pleasure far less conflicted and easier to understand.

So maybe it was no betrayal at all. It was just the least-worst response to that fateful day when their mom had tearfully told me how frustrated she was as she looked at her friends and contemplated the greener grass.

“Mmm…” Holly’s soft moan interrupted my introspective worrying as Leroy's hands continued to roam over my woman’s curves, his touch possessive as she moaned her enjoyment of being touched and owned. Each soft moan a dagger to my heart.

It was only day two of their affair – but already the two of them were lost in their own world, and I - the voyeur, the cuckolded husband - was just a ghost hovering on the periphery. My wife not caring, not even aware if I was there or not. Leroy – his cock, his touch, his smile – was all she craved right now. The new man in her life to make her feel alive and satisfied – to give her what she’d had all those years ago when we were both young and single.

"Richard, honey ... you should go!"

So she did know and care that I was there – even if she let me know this in the most contrary way.

“I thought I heard Martha calling for me … sounded like she might be having a nightmare…”

She didn’t have to say the rest … the thought of her sleepy little face, clutching teddy, trapsing down the stairs to see daddy looking so pale and sweaty … or worse still, catching sight of mommy…

No, whatever my other feelings, I was on my way before Holly finished her sentence.

“Thanks, love…” Her tone soft and loving, doing wonders for my heart … making me realize that even if I didn’t have a huge cock like Leroy … couldn’t thrill her and set her heart racing in the same way … making me realize I had something far more precious … her love and commitment. Something far more precious, more permanent.

~~~~~

I drank in the sight of her, my beautiful wife, glowing with a satisfaction I hadn't provided. The way she looked, the raw pain she looked like this because of another, younger man fueled a torturous pleasure within me.

Up the stairs, bathed in the soft glow of the hallway nightlight, I listened for the gentle breathing of the twins. No nighttime calls, bad dreams.

I gave Holly the benefit of the doubt. Her tone had been that of a worried mommy-bear, not that of a conniving cheater – although my brain did pose the question of whether she’d just wanted time alone with Leroy.

No, her tone made me sure and I retreated to our bedroom just across the hallway from the room the twins shared. Retreated to wait, happy our babies’ slumber was undisturbed by the sins of their parents.

Alone in a bed that seemed colder and emptier than ever, I laid there, wrestling with the torment of what I was allowing happen right in the heart of our family home. Was it a wise answer to Holly’s needs? Or was it the priming of a time bomb that would inevitably one day blow us all to smithereens? The outcome already predestined - the only unknowns being the timing of when the explosion would occur and how bad the collateral damage would be.


Chapter 6

“Asshole!”

Why did people have to drive so badly? Was it so hard to wait … not to cut across in front of me!

As my blood pressure slowly returned to normal, I looked at the clock as I navigated through the evening traffic.

Another thirty minutes and I’d be home. But these days, the homeward stretch felt longer than usual. Time seeming to drag as a mixture of excitement and trepidation filled my soul as to what I’d find when I reached home.

It had been a month - a month since Holly's first night with Leroy - and my thoughts churned with anticipation and dread. What would tonight bring? Yet even as I pondered the question, a wry smile tugged at my lips.

I knew the answer. Of course I knew the answer – what awaited me at home was the same tantalizing dance that had played out every night for weeks: the flirtation, the laughter, the eventual question from Holly, her eyes alight with an excitement I hadn't ignited in years.

"Can I...?" she'd ask, though it was never really a question anymore, more of a courtesy. And I would nod, granting permission for her to descend into our basement where Leroy would be awaiting his landlord’s wife, stroking his cock hard, every intention of keeping her as long as he could as he made her cry out his name as he made her cum over and over again.

Halfway home, my thoughts turned to how the last few weeks had seen Holly slowly start changing the way she dressed. The mommy, PTA-friendly baggy and comfortable clothes that hid her knockout figure gradually being replaced by clothes in keeping with Holly’s newly turbo-charged sexuality. Clothes which I enjoyed, even if I knew she was mainly wearing them to excite and please her young black lover.  Short skirts, low-cut blouses and dresses, thigh-high stockings, and revealing lingerie. Outfits designed to make her look and feel as young as her lover. Outfits that clung to her like a second skin, garments chosen for him, not me – a bittersweet thought every time I thought about it.

Ever since that first night together their flirting had been relentless.

Whenever the two of them were together in the same room, the two of them seemed to gravitate towards each other like magnets. A thought that made my chest ache with pain – reminding me as it did of how Holly and I had been when we’d first started dating all those years ago.

Holly’s beautiful blue eyes sparkled whenever the two of them were together, he cheeks often flushed with excitement and the infamous NRE – New Relationship Energy – definitely a thing in our household ever since Leroy had moved in back in August.

The only thing that kept it in check being their need to avoid alerting the twins to the nature of what was really going on between mommy and ‘Uncle Leroy’.

Thankfully for them, the twins were too innocent and young to read anything into the touches between their mom and Uncle Leroy that lingered just that second too long,

Anyone who’d been through puberty would have noticed the touches were more than just platonic. But our two little seven-year-old bundles of energy were blissfully unaware of the meaning of these little touches or knowing smiles or looks of desire.

A few times now, I’d even caught Holly breaking her own rule – the rule she’d enforced with Leroy of nothing overtly sexual between the two of them until the twins were safely asleep.

Leroy had just seen this as a challenge and Holly had been too smitten to resist. A handful of times when the twins had been upstairs in their room, Holly had given in to our young renter’s persistent advances as they’d kissed and made out like a couple of horny teenagers.

Of the five of us in the house, it was just poor old yours truly who was the only one who had to suffer in silence through all these little signposts of what would come later each night when the twins were safely asleep.

I’d had a month of that too. A month of watching their nightly sex sessions – always intense, raw, uninhibited. The sights and sounds of these sex sessions now permanently engraved into my brain. The sound of their moans echoed in my ears whenever I had a quiet moment, my mind playing back the look of ecstasy on Holly's face as Leroy satisfied her in ways I never could.

From day one, Holly had been open and honest – much better that than her hide things from me, which would have just fueled my paranoia and made me even more insecure and jealous.

She was open and honest when she confessed to me that she couldn't get enough.

I remembered the first time I saw our young renter’s massive cock, the sheer size of it making me feel inadequate. And the way Holly had described it to me afterwards, her voice dripping with desire as she recounted every detail.

"His cock, it's huge, Richard. And his skin, so dark against mine... it's intoxicating."

It was a perverse thrill, hearing her talk about another man's body, but it also filled me with a deep sense of jealousy.

She spoke of Leroy's 'bad boy' allure, the thrill of the forbidden that drew her to him like a moth to flame. Knowing me well enough to know that hearing her telling me these truths hurt, but hurt in an exquisite, bittersweet way that was like catnip to me as we both sunk deeper and deeper into our new way of life.

"I love you, Richard," she’d whispered several times this last month, her voice showing she meant it. "But I need this. I need him."

It was a confession that every time I’d heard it both broke my heart and turned me on in a way I couldn't fully understand.

~~~~~  

As my car turned onto our street, the familiar knot of uncertainty tightened in my stomach as I toyed with a question which was increasingly tormenting me.

What if tonight I said ‘no’?

What if I reclaimed my place, reasserted the boundaries we had once held sacred? Would Holly's eyes show hurt, or worse, defiance? Would she argue, or would she simply accept my decision? The thought made me anxious but also oddly excited.

As I pulled into the driveway and looked at our family home, I pushed the thought away – at least for now. Concentrating on more immediate questions.

Somewhere within the walls of our family home, my wife was waiting, her body and soul a battlefield of lust and love.

And just like her, I was caught in an emotional dilemma. Caught between the pain of sharing her and the perverse thrill it brought both of us.

I may have briefly toyed with saying ‘no’, but I wasn’t fooling anyone. I knew that tonight, like all the nights this last month, I’d watch. I’d watch, partake in the ritual of her departure, and feel the sharp slice of jealousy mingled with a dark bloom of arousal.

Holly's affair with our well-hung young renter, this re-discovery of her long subdued carnal depths, was a Pandora's box I had helped open. To be sure, it had been a joint decision to ward off larger dangers. But one month into Pandora’s box, I could only wonder if we’d ever find our way out – and if we did, what would be left of our formerly conventional marriage.

Opening the front door, I peered at myself in the hallway mirror. ‘Richard, your marriage is such a fucking mess,’ I muttered under my breath, shaking my head at our own newly twisted desires. ‘How the hell did you let such a beautiful, normal marriage get like this?’ Even if these twisted desires had brought a new level of excitement to our marriage.

~~~~~    

No-one was in the house, but looking out the back I saw that Leroy and the three ladies of the household were all in the pool. The twins' laughter slicing through the thickening evening air, Holly's radiant form a vision in a very non-mommy, low-cut white bikini.

Another new bikini! Even more skimpy than the last one she’d bought to tease our young renter – when their relationship had been in the teasing, pre-consummation phase. It was tiny, barely covering and restraining her generous breasts,

The four of them were playing – throwing an inflatable beach ball to each other, Holly having to dive a little as Leroy’s throw to her was less than accurate. No doubt an intentional ploy so that he could enjoy the wobble of her tits as she dived to catch.

"Careful, Mommy, your boobies might pop out!" one of the twins squealed with laughter. I knew that some of the older girls in their elementary school, had started wearing training bras – but even so, it gave me quite a shock hearing that particular word coming out of Millie’s mouth.

"Mommy will be careful," Holly laughed, less shocked than me and seeing the funny side. Her hands busily adjusting the straps of her skimpy bikini, as if to assure her worried daughters.

Leroy decided to build on the peals of female laughter, swimming alongside the twins as the three of them cornered Holly and splashed her mercilessly, her cries of mock protest filling the air as she fought a losing battle.

"Alright, alright, you've won!" she finally exclaimed, now totally soaked as she tried to surrender to her aquatic drenching.

But her three assailants were having too much fun and using the cover of all the splashing, Leroy moved closer to Holly, their bodies rubbing up against each other, Holly realizing his game and pushing forward to make the contact stronger.

To any unknowing onlooker it was a harmless scene - just family fun in the backyard pool. But my eyes saw the truth, the way Holly leaned into him, the subtle dance of their hands beneath the waterline, grazing places hidden from view.

The twins finally tired of the splashing game, but even though the game was over, neither Holly nor our young renter made any move to put distance between themselves. Their bodies, with just the smallest of coverings, were most definitely rubbing together – skin-on-skin, desire for each other barely hidden by their actions or the way longing, lustful way they looked at each other. I knew Holly would always be a wonderful mother, but right then I knew there was nothing she wanted more than to be excused from her motherly duties so she could run downstairs with her young lover and lose herself in the passion and sex which had dominated her life these last four weeks.

But Holly was nothing if not a devoted mother, so she made do with the simmering pleasure of being able to feel our young renter’s flesh next to hers as his hands held her hips under the waterline. That had to be the limit for her now as she carried on playing mom – anything more physical off limits with the twins so close.

"So, girls, are you enjoying having Uncle Leroy around these past few weeks?" she asked. An innocent enough question – their mom was certainly enjoying having him around.

"We love it!” they squealed in unison, showing that telepathy of reaction so common in twins.

“We love Uncle Leroy almost as much as Daddy!" the twins chimed in unison, their declaration echoing in my head like a twisted mantra. A sick echo hissing in my skull, ‘yes, mommy also loves Uncle Leroy nearly as much as she loves daddy too!’ As I suppressed the painful thought that maybe mommy in some ways loved Uncle Leroy even more than she loved daddy … certainly true if we were just talking about the sexual side of things.

"Yeah, Uncle Leroy loves you little rascals too,” he grinned, his smile looking strangely out of place amongst all the gang-focused ink and facial metal as he ruffled their little blonde heads – two mini-versions of the woman I loved. “I love you little rascals almost as much as I love my little sisters back home in L.A.” Leroy chuckled with a sincerity that had the twins beaming with pride.

The knot in my stomach tightened, bile rising in my throat as I watched the man my young daughters called 'Uncle' emotionally seducing them, even as his hands sat firm on her hips, owning and possessing my wife as he chatted to our children.

I felt a painful, nauseous pit in my stomach as the twins' words echoed around my head, their innocent love for this interloper a knife twisting in my gut. The ease with which they accepted our young renter in their lives, in their mommy’s life stung like hell.

Did they not see? Could they not feel the undercurrents that pulsed through the water, the charged relationship between Uncle Leroy's stance so close to their mom and Holly's stubborn determination to rub against his hard young body.

“What about you, mommy?” This time it was Martha, always a little quieter and more introspective – taking more after me than Holly. “Have you enjoyed having Leroy around?”

Holly had been sipping a coke and spluttered at the question, before regathering her poise. “Yes, of course, honey … daddy and I have loved having Leroy around.” Turning to smile at her young lover, “when you’re older Martha, you’ll understand, sometimes it’s nice to have younger people around … it helps keep you young yourself…”

“Like with me and Millie,” she beamed, angelic, totally missing the wickedness in the way her mom looked at Leroy before she turned and blushed as she finally realized she needed to navigate a safer channel.

“Yes, honey … something like that,” she smiled, kissing our daughter on the cheek.

Holly’s move to safer waters helped calm my racing heart – but even so, looking at the four of them together, a torrent of emotions crashed over me. Jealousy, excitement, insecurity … take your pick, my veins were flying high on a mix of pain and pleasure.

Yet, amidst all my emotional turmoil, an undeniable, painfully thrilling heat unfurled within my chest, a voyeuristic edge-of-the-cliff thrill that held me captive. That stopped me intervening – I was a junkie needing to know what the next high felt like.

I stood there, a voyeur in my own life, a voyeur on the edge of my own family, watching the woman I loved blur the lines between our secret nighttime games and our real family life.

A blurring that left me gasping for breath, confused as to whether I needed to end it all, bring the game crashing to a halt. Or whether I had to let things continue. Telling myself it was for Holly’s pleasure and the health of our marriage, even though I knew my own strange cravings were at least as important in what I’d decide to do.

Despite my jealousy and insecurity, I couldn't tear my eyes away from the scene before me. The thrill of watching Holly with Leroy, the forbidden nature of their relationship – especially so close to the twins - only served to fuel my own arousal.

But as powerless as I was to resist, a big part of me longed for something more wholesome – the loving, stable monogamy Holly and I had made the bedrock of our family life.


Chapter 7

These doubts and questions only got more intense when I finally announced my arrival and, when everyone had dried off, we all sat down for family dinner – four Wilson family members and our recently arrived interloper

As we sat at the dinner table, Holly and Leroy’s eyes locked in a way that spoke volumes, making me suddenly realize I’d been stupid to think we could ever contain their relationship to something that was just carnal.

I’d been travelling a lot for work the last couple of weeks, meaning tonight was the first time it really struck home.

It wasn’t that I suddenly expected her to leave me for him – we had too much love and history, I wasn’t that paranoid – but the blinkers suddenly dropped from my eyes, allowing me to see for the first time the closeness that had developed out from their bedroom activities.

The twins chattered away, oblivious to the exciting tension simmering between their mommy and the man they now adored as ‘Uncle’ Leroy. A tension both of them cherished, the entrée for what they both knew would come later.

I may have been travelling too much for work, but the twins had been in the house every night and so they were accustomed to this closeness between their mommy and the young man they adored as a surrogate big brother. So they didn’t even notice when Holly playfully swatted at Leroy after one of his more overtly inappropriate flirty remarks to their mom. Leroy just responding in kind as he brushed his fingers against hers in a lingering touch that sent shivers down my spine.

As the meal carried on, I noticed the subtle changes in their interactions that had been growing while I’d been away travelling.

Their interactions made me wince, felt dangerous - definitely bordering on the emotional.

Now that the blinkers had fallen away, it was there in plain sight. There in the way Holly's eyes seemed to light up when she looked at Leroy. There in the way her laughter was tinged with an intimate familiarity – like the two of them were sharing a private joke, sharing a private language that only the two of them understood.

Holly and I had been like that in the early years of our love and the pain of seeing her like that with someone else carried a disconcertingly sharp but exciting anguish. It made me feel like an outsider in my own home, in my own marriage.

And it wasn’t just a one-way street – it was also in the way Leroy looked at my wife. Even right in front of me, his gaze was intense and possessive, as if he knew exactly what power he held over her – and over me.

Seeing this two-way intimacy made me wince again with fear at how she’d react when their relationship ended, as it inevitably would at some point.

"Mommy, can you pass the ketchup?" one of the twins asked, snapping me back to the present.

"Sure, honey," Holly said, tearing her gaze away from Leroy and passing the bottle across the table.

Throughout dinner, I continued to observe Holly and Leroy's closeness, the pangs of jealousy and fear growing stronger the longer the meal went on, until I thought they’d consume me whole.

But it was inevitable, wasn’t it, I told myself. Nothing to worry about, something that would soon die down as the excitement of their new relationship died down.

As we moved to dessert, I continued to watch in silent anguish, torn between my desire to make Holly happy and my fear of losing her completely if we let things go too far. If we let the physical transform into the realm of the emotional.

I reminded myself that I had given her permission – but not for this!

I knew I needed to seek reassurance from her, to talk through my fears and understand just how far things had really gone with Leroy. ‘Was Holly falling for him? Had she already fallen for him? Was I losing her? Had I already lost her’ Questions that made me feel nauseous with fear. Questions that burned like acid in my mind – the rest of the table blissfully unaware of my anguish.

~~~~~ 

"Richard, honey … your quiet tonight," Holly commented, her loving tone dragging me back into the here and now. Her soft, loving eyes flitting to mine with a flicker of concern - or was it guilt? Her remarking on my quietness taking me back a full month to that first morning after she’d taken Leroy as a lover. When over breakfast Holly’s twin sister had also remarked on my quietness.

That morning seemed a lifetime ago now – so much had happened between Holly and our young renter since then. So much had happened in our marriage.

"Long day at work," I muttered, for the first time I could ever remember, lying to Holly as I tried to decipher the extent of her affair with Leroy. Trying to decipher just how far things had developed in the time I’d been away travelling.

"Understandable," Leroy chimed in, his soft, lispy voice smooth as treacle, superficially full of empathy, yet also carrying a subtle message of dominance "We should let you rest then, shouldn't we, Holly?"

‘We … we,’ I inwardly spluttered. Since when had he and Holly become ‘we’?

Holly and me – the father of her children, her husband – we were the two defined as ‘we’.

Him … he was just our renter! Albeit our renter who fucked my wife senseless on a nightly basis. Our renter who’d insinuated his way in the depths of our marriage and family life.

"Uncle Leroy, can you show us how to play that new video game you were telling us about!" Millie piped up, stopping my spluttering diatribe mid-flow.

"Of course, kiddo," Leroy replied, ruffling her hair affectionately. A sharp pang of jealousy, only partly balanced by the thought that with Leroy occupied, I could finally get some time to talk to Holly properly. To talk and get the reassurances I needed – that things between her and Leroy hadn’t become too close, too emotional. To check that I wasn’t on the point of losing her to him - or even worse, finding out that things had already gone past the point of no return.

Following Leroy’s instructions, the twins eagerly scampered upstairs to turn their laptops on, waiting for Uncle Leroy to finish his dessert and coffee.

With the twins now gone, the three of us chatted and as we talked, I watched how the two of them interacted. There were definitely differences from how they’d been before I’d been away. The way Leroy would brush a stray lock of hair out of Holly's face, the way Holly would rest her hand on his arm when she laughed.

I was sure these hadn’t been there before. These were gestures that we’d once reserved for each other - and seeing them shared between my wife and her lover was a bitter pill to swallow.

Fuck, I really needed alone time to talk to Hol! To tell her how I was feeling.

I needed to hear her reassurance, to know things hadn’t already moved too far in the last few weeks … but as I watched her and Leroy laughing together, I couldn't help but feel like it might already be too late.

~~~~~    

With ‘Uncle’ Leroy and the twins safely upstairs playing computer, I finally had a chance to talk to Holly in private.

While I gathered my thoughts, I helped her with that most mundane of chores - loading the dishwasher.

Having felt so distant all the way through dinner, just being alone and close to her as we worked felt oddly intimate. At least, that’s how it felt to me – although from the distant look on her face, Holly's mind seemed somewhere else. She barely said a word as we worked side by side. The whole set-up giving me the strangest set of emotions. Hugely jealous at her earlier flirting and her current distance. But also experiencing a simmering excitement at the danger of the game we were playing, my stomach cramping as I waited for one of us to break the silence.

As we continued to swill and load the plates, I found myself staring at my beautiful wife whenever she had her back to him. Now that she was with another man, it was like I was seeing the extent of her beauty for the first time. Her long, flowing blonde hair cascading down her back … the feminine swell of her hips and ass … her full and heavy 36C breasts straining against her tight top as she moved around the kitchen.

I felt a familiar stirring in my groin, even as I felt a tightness in my chest as I thought how she now – at least part – belonged to someone else. That she was no longer solely mine.

“What you looking at, Mister? Thought we were long past that stage!” She’d caught mid-daydream, staring first at her bent over ass, then at her beautiful face.

“Sorry, hun … got a lot on my mind.”

“About work?” she asked, not really meaning it, “or about me and Leroy?”

Busted again! After all our years together, she knew me too well for me to be able to hide even a matchstick from her.

The twins' laughter temporarily interrupted, both of us looking upstairs as Holly patted the sofa next to her. “So, about me and Leroy…” she prompted.

Suddenly, it all came tumbling out.

About seeing their closeness, their intimacy in the pool.

About how I felt when I heard the twins saying how they loved ‘Uncle’ Leroy almost as much as they loved daddy.

How I thought she and Leroy looked so much closer than before I’d gone travelling for work.

About how I was terrified the connection between the two of them had become something much more than physical.

About how taking it all together I was worried about a slippery slope whereby I’d gradually become replaced.

As the words tumbled out, Holly reached for my hand, her fingers interlocking and squeezing as she looked at me with utter love and devotion – the tiniest of drops forming in the corners of her beautiful, worried eyes as she squeezed harder.

Finally, it was all out!

There was just silence between us as we stared at each other. Two people who loved each other and who’d been so busy enjoying our new game that we’d forgotten each other.

It was Holly who spoke first.

“I think I should stop seeing him…”

That was my wife’s heartfelt offer as she understood the full extent of my fears.

My heart felt like it wanted to break in two – I loved her so much at that moment, for the love and genuineness in her offer.

Silence resumed between us, our eyes still looked together.

“Can you?” my two words simple and stark. “Can you stop? I don’t want you to resent me … to have something like that gnawing away in the middle of us … that would be crazy, the opposite of what you and me have always been about, sweetheart…”

More little tears formed as she continued to hold my gaze.

“I can try,” she offered up with those little tears meandering slowly, meaning every word of it.

I kissed her softly. “I know you can try,” I smiled lovingly. “You’ll try with every ounce of energy and resolve you can muster.”

She smiled lovingly back at me, both of us knowing the same truth – knowing what had to be said next.

But neither of us said it – knowing it was best left unsaid.

“I love you so much, Richard Wilson … I don’t deserve you…”

Those were the only words she said out loud … but so many other words were said between us … just not said out loud.

We both knew what these unsaid words were. Both knew we’d get through this thing together. Together in its highs and lows. Both knew that what I’d said was the heart of the matter. That having started this journey – we couldn’t stop until we’d reached our destination. That stopping half-way would just create all kinds of problems. All kinds of questions and resentments.

Holly touched my cheek. Kissed my lips. We had our answer. I had my reassurance. Or as much reassurance as was humanly possible given the uncertainties of real life. Even with a woman who loved me and the twins as much as she loved life itself.

Decision made, even as we smiled lovingly at each other, the air between us was thick with unspoken thoughts. I loved her, I did feel reassured, I did feel excitement at the game we’d continued to play - but I still felt a huge claw of jealousy gnawing away at my insides.

Just to break the awkward silence, I spoke, immediately regretting my choice of question. "Sounds like the kids enjoyed today." In what world would this theme make me feel better? Hadn’t seeing my beloved twins so comfortable with ‘Uncle’ Leroy been one of the biggest triggers for my earlier wave of paranoid fear?

Holly nodded, her blonde hair catching the light, as sexy and feminine as ever. "They love having Leroy around." I was the one to blame – I’d asked the question, she was just being honest, just as she always was. However much it hurt to have her confirm what I already knew, I couldn’t blame her for being honest.

I wanted to ask her if she loved having him around too, but the question died on my lips.

Instead, I swallowed the question down my throat – along with the tempest of emotions and serpents roiling around in my gut.

~~~~~  

"Goodnight, KIDDOS!"

Thirty minutes later, even though he’d said it quietly to avoid waking them - I heard Leroy’s quiet, lispy voice cut through the normal conversation Holly and I had somehow managed to have.

We knew the routine – the same routine that had played out nearly every night this last month. He’d waited until the ‘kiddos’ were soundly asleep, his quiet ‘goodnight’ a signal to Holly and me that he was coming to claim her.

Ten seconds later he appeared at the bottom of the main stairs – halfway on his route from the twins to his basement home.

Holly's reaction was immediate, like a flower turning towards the sun. She rose, her body moving with a feline fluidity as Leroy stepped into the living room, his presence commanding, his smile a silent claim to possess the woman of the house.

Almost before I registered it, Holly was by his side, wrapping her arms around his shoulders as my wife and her young lover engaged in a long, smoldering kiss.

My stomach churned at the sight, my chest felt a crushing sensation - but I couldn't tear my eyes away.

Leroy's dark, muscular, sinewy arms were bands of possession around her waist, his gang tattoos a stark contrast against my wife’s creamy skin.

Their bodies pressed tightly together in a way that made my stomach burn with acid, reminding me of exactly how they’d looked in the pool when the cover of the water had allowed them to cuddle together right in front of the twins.

Holly turned to me, "See you later, honey." Pupils now dilated with desire, face already flushed at the thought of what Leroy would do to her for the next few hours. A look very different to the loving, concerned look when I’d shared my fears and she’d managed to reassure me.

Leroy just grinned at me, his silver face piercings glinting in the living room lights. It wasn’t a look of malice – just a look of triumph as he led Holly away. A look you might give after winning a sports match – he’d won, I’d lost and for the next few hours he’d enjoy the spoils while I’d have to entertain myself.

The two of them left hand in hand, disappearing down the stairs to the basement.

Based on past form, they’d make love in his small basement apartment until sometime in the small hours.

Until finally Holly would return to our marital bed tired but happy. Only returning to me in case the twins came looking for her. Without this factor, I was ninety-nine percent sure she’d have preferred to spend the whole night with our virile young renter.

She’d never said anything out loud about staying all night with Leroy – but everything in her demeanor told me this what my newly liberated wife would have preferred.

I’m sure a cuddle with her loving, comfortable husband would have been nice and brought her a quiet contentment. But compared to the heart-racing excitement of lying, freshly-fucked next to her hot young lover … kissing, teasing, touching … waiting for him to harden again, take her again…

Not much of a contest between that and the familiarity and old-style loving I could offer.

As they disappeared downstairs and out of view, I realized that this was the first time Holly hadn’t asked for my permission to go and spend time with her young lover.

Every previous night – unless I’d been away travelling – she’d asked me if it was ‘okay’. But not tonight … not even after our earlier heartfelt conversation about my fears.

The thought stung, undoing a good chunk of her earlier work to reassure me, raising all those questions again about how things had changed in the last few weeks.

But even if it did sting and raise all over again those fears of losing her to Leroy, I’d be a liar to deny the strange bittersweet excitement swirling in my mind.

Fuck! What a mess!

I’d been the one to open the lid of Pandora's Box … even if it wasn’t all on me, Holly’s heartfelt declaration that something needed to change being the catalyst for everything that I’d agreed to.

But when I’d opened the lid – no way had I understood that it could never be closed again. A thought that made the changes in our relationship weigh even more heavily on my heart.

Yes, in the few minutes talk we’d had while Leroy had been with the twins – before he’d returned to claim her – she’d given me reassurance.

But those had been just words. Words were easy. Actions were what I’d just seen. Actions which spoke more powerfully than words. Actions that told the truth. A truth which stirred all kinds of feelings. Insecurity … betrayal … but thankfully, also excitement. Excitement at the increasing list of taboos we were breaking every day.


Chapter 8

The family living room – our family living room – suddenly felt the coldest, most lonely place on the planet.

Never mind that I had two little bundles of boundless love sleeping soundly directly above me.

Never mind that I knew Holly loved me so totally that she had just offered to end her relationship with our young renter.

None of this mattered to me as my ears strained for any little sound, any little clue from the basement where my wife was once again spending her evening with her young lover.

At first I heard nothing, but then after a few minutes I heard a single short, sharp sob .. like a blade through my heart … the sound of Holly being penetrated by Leroy’s huge black cock.

And then back to silence … forcing me to rely on imagination … to imagine the slow, deliberate way he must be moving that huge, thick rod of his in and out of her stretched channel. Teasing her, tormenting her … his very deliberate choice of his slowest pace designed to give her maximum pleasure, but also to make her want more. To make her want him to go faster … to take her properly … to fuck her properly.

It was no good - denied sound, denied sight, forced just to imagine – I couldn’t resist for more than a couple of minutes. Despite the damage it did to my self-respect, I gave up on resisting, groaning inwardly as once more I padded barefoot down the stairs to get my voyeuristic fix of watching my wife and Leroy together.

As I padded barefoot to my now familiar vantage point just outside the basement door, I couldn't help but wonder what the future held for our marriage.

I knew that I’d made a choice to allow Holly to copy her friends and explore her desires, reliving her wild youth. I was happy for her. I loved her and wanted her to be happy, and I’d be lying if I didn’t admit to my own painfully erect cock.

But, even so, I couldn't help wondering if I’d lost something irreplaceable along the way.

~~~~~  

Standing with my back hard up against the cold wall, I took a deep breath, gathered my strength and pivoted around.

Just far enough to see through the cracked doorway, but not so far as to be obvious.

They had to know I was here – but my last vestiges of self-respect demanded maintaining the pretense I wasn’t present.

My pivoted line of sight took my breath away. The sight was as intoxicating as it was unsettling.

My heart pounded in my chest – would my reactions, my emotions ever become easier to deal with, less terrifying?

Leroy had Holly pinned hard against the wall.

Whatever they’d been doing earlier – his huge cock was now outside my wife’s body, as they made out. Her hand stroking him up and down as his dark, inked arms wrapped tight around her waist.

My wife’s young lover kissed her deeply, their tongues dancing together. The difference between his thug heritage and her safe suburban lifestyle represented a huge part of the appeal for her.

Holly's hands were tangled in his dreadlocks, savoring how young and different he was from everything she’d known since we’d started dating all those years ago. She’d been wild at college – and this was her chance to be wild again as she pulled him closer, clearly unable to get enough of her young black lover.

As their hungry, lust-fueled kisses deepened, I saw the way Holly looked at him. Her pupils dilated with a mix of animal lust and sexual submission. A gaze that in our early months together she’d reserved for me - now given to a youngster as young as I was when she and I had first met and started dating. A comparison that was a punch to my gut – even as part of me wept inside as I reveled in the rawness of their connection. Why did this excite me so much?

As I struggled for breath, I continued to be mesmerized as Leroy’s powerful hands traced the contours of my beautiful wife’s body, exploring her with a familiarity that spoke volumes. That spoke of more than just physical desire, that spoke of the closeness that had grown between them these last few weeks, when I’d been away so much.

It was clear they weren't just physically attracted to one another; there was an undeniable emotional connection between them that made my gut rupture with jealousy.

Making me think back to how, when I’d unburdened myself earlier, Holly had avoided answering me about whether things between her and our young renter had moved beyond the purely physical, into the realms of physical and emotional. A non-answer which I’d let pass at the time, but which now came back with a searing pain.

As our aggressive young renter continued to pin my needy, hungry wife to the wall – so different to our married couple love making - they kissed with a heat that nearly stopped my heart.

Holly's body seemed to melt into Leroy's, she seemed to come alive in his arms – reminding me of her exact words when this all started. When she confessed her need to be fulfilled, to feel ‘alive.’

Holly wasn’t the only one alive – our young renter’s hands roamed all over my beautiful wife’s body. Exploring every inch of her pale, married flesh.

I was sure that blessed with his brash self-confidence and a cock like his, he’d had his share of women – but had he ever been with one as perfect and beautiful as my Holly?

I doubted it - which explained what I was seeing.

It was more than just physical. There was an emotional connection between them that I couldn't deny. Something initially borne purely from lust, but that while I’d been away had grown to something deeper.

As her husband, as the head of the family, I felt a deep fear and shame knowing I’d allowed this to happen. I’d given Holly permission to explore her desires, but I hadn't anticipated the speed and depth of how their connection had grown these last few weeks.

I was so overwrought by what I was seeing that I had to pivot back against the hard, cold wall - take a moment, stop watching.

But when I looked back, the picture was the same.

They were so lost in each other, so consumed by their desire which had grown so strongly during my recent travels.

As they continued to explore each other's bodies – a mature, married woman of thirty-eight and this young gangsta-thug twenty-one-years-old - my mind raced with conflicting thoughts. I felt guilty and ashamed for letting things develop to this point, yet I couldn't deny the excitement that coursed through me at the sight of my wife with her young lover.

It was intoxicating, and I hated myself for enjoying it. How could a husband enjoy seeing his wife like this with another man?

~~~~~  

My anguish was interrupted by Holly’s soft moans as Leroy trailed tiny, gentle kisses all the way down her neck. My wife’s tingling, squeezed-eyes reaction making me lean forward, needing to hear and see every reaction to her lover’s game. Making me suffer a wave of self-disgust at my lack of self-control, my lack of self-respect.

Still kissing her seductively, his hands squeezed at her full boobs and pulled at her swollen, erect nipples.

"Damn, baby," Leroy whispered into my wife’s ear, "you feel so good.” The tone of his voice revealing this was more than just physical for the young ex-gang member who was studying so hard to improve himself.

Holly wasn’t just a hole to be fucked with his big cock – she was the kind of woman he’d always dreamed about. Blonde and beautiful – smart, kind and loving – and sexy as fuck … the whole package! Even if she was a package that came with the baggage of a husband and two cute-as-a-button twin daughters.

Regaining his Alpha-male poise, he rubbed his swollen cockhead against Holly’s entrance, making her wince with pleasure and desire.

“Tell me how much you want this, Hol!" he teased, tormenting her clit and labia with his turgid manhood, giving her a taste of what was to come.

Holly bit her lip, her blue eyes locked onto Leroy's as she breathed, "I want you so much, Leroy. I need you … need you inside me. I can't get enough of you."

The fact her pale hand was holding him tight – that she was now the one doing the work, working his massive, veiny and gnarled cock up down her entrance - showed Leroy just how bad she wanted him. Showed him just how much the last few weeks had gotten into her blood … had gotten her hooked on him … had gotten her hooked on everything she loved back in her old, single, pre-mom, pre-husband days.

“I can’t get enough of you, Leroy,” she mewled again. My stomach tightened at her words, making me think back to our earlier conversation before Leroy had reappeared to claim my wife.

Yes, she’d offered to stop seeing him – a check we both knew she’d struggle to honor – but she’d sidetracked the conversation, so she’d not answered my questions about the emotional connection between the two of them. Something that had troubled me seeing how they were in the pool and at dinner.

However much these sights and thoughts troubled me, I remained rooted in place, unable to tear myself away from the raw intensity between them.

As much as it pained me to admit, everything about Holly and Leroy's relationship excited me, even if it also made me jealous and fearful for the future of our marriage.

It was a terrible, addictive mix of emotions – Holly having given me just enough assurance earlier so I could enjoy the hot side of their relationship, pushing my fears to one side.

I was as hooked as Holly. I needed to see them together, to witness the passion that we’d allowed to disappear from our own marriage. To witness Holly becoming ‘alive’ in the way she craved. A level of excitement and passion that was nigh on impossible to recreate amongst the cloying effects of familiarity and family life. A level of excitement we needed an outsider to rekindle.

I watched as Leroy's fingers traced lazy circles on Holly's skin … her breath quickening, becoming shallower in response.

I could see the way she looked at him, with a mix of adoration and lust. A look so raw, so needy … making me think back, ask myself if she’d ever looked at me like that?

My memory coming up blank - a huge surge of insecurity washed over me, making me wonder if in Holly’s eyes I could ever compare to Leroy's raw masculinity.

"Fuck, Leroy... I need you," Holly gasped, her voice laced with urgency. Her words not helping me, but also making my cock twitch at the whole wrongness of everything.

"Shh, baby, I'm right here," Leroy soothed, his tone commanding yet tender.

“Ain’t goin’ anywhere anytime soon,” he reassured her, the antithesis of the uncaring gangsta thug, right at that moment it sounded like he really cared for my wife and her feelings.

Not just a ‘ho’ to fuck his big cock into – making me remember back to that very first time we’d met him and he’d won us over talking so sincerely about his love for his little sisters.

"Please, Leroy," Holly begged, her voice filled with need. "I need you inside me."

"Anything for you, beautiful," Leroy replied, his voice dripping with desire. He lifted Holly off the ground, her legs wrapping around him as he entered her in one smooth motion.

Holly's gasp of pleasure echoed through the basement, and I couldn't help but imagine how it must have felt for her, to be taken by a man so different from … by a cock double the size of every other man she’d ever been with. The thought made my arousal spike, even as I was consumed by jealousy and fear.

Leroy whispered something into her ear – my exclusion sending another shard through my heart.

"Look at me, Holly," Leroy demanded, his voice thick with desire.

She obeyed, locking eyes with him with a look of vulnerability. This wasn't just about sex; it was about connection at the most personal level. A connection I’d allowed to develop … especially when I’d been away so much these last two weeks. A connection on display in the pool and at dinner but which, without the twins around was now on full display … no pretense to hide it, even though they had to know I was in the shadows watching.

“You’re mine, Hol?” Was that what he’d whispered in her ear?

“You’re mine, Hol?” he stared at her, a tiny hip thrust making Holly bite her lip and wince.

“Yes,” she hissed, “yours, yours and Richard’s…”

He smiled – grinned a more accurate description. Parity was okay. Parity after just a month with Holly made him happy.

"Always?" he lisped, one more hip pump, one more wince.

“Always,” she moaned, never breaking eye contact, “as long as you want me…”

He kissed her softly, still pinning her against the wall, gripping her hips tighter, driving his huge shiny cock in and out with slow, deliberate strokes. The pace, the kisses they shared building on the words they’d just shared.

The emotional closeness between them was undeniable to anyone with eyes or ears. It was no longer just about the physical act of sex. I didn’t think Holly loved me less or was going to leave me for this young guy – but they were definitely falling for each other.

My first thought being terror - how could Holly ever go back to a life without this? What if this started redefining my role in our marriage and family?

But my second thought was the strangest, weirdest and most twisted excitement.

We’d started this thing for Holly’s pleasure – but each day I was learning new and strange things about myself.

Fired up on lust, I ignored my fears and wallowed in the erotic excitement of the beautiful, hot sight before me. A beautiful, sexy blonde and a powerful, virile young man moving in unison. Their rhythm honed by all the time they’d spent together over the last few weeks.

They must have known I was there, but for once Leroy didn’t want to play mind games, calling out to me – he wanted this moment all for him and Holly. He wanted to pretend I wasn’t here as much as I wanted to pretend, or at least that’s what I told myself … or maybe he wanted me to see and hear their closeness as a way of sinking his claws a little deeper into my beautiful wife’s heart and mind. Staking his claim even further.

I watched as Holly and Leroy reached the peak of their passion together, their cries mingling in the air. As they clung to each other, spent and breathless, I witnessed the gentle caresses that just confirmed everything I’d thought earlier about their new closeness.

I remained in the shadows, the taste of what I’d witnessed bittersweet in my mouth, making me wonder if the thrill of it for Holly and me was worth the huge risk to our marriage and family life.

I should put a stop to when Holly returned later tonight, I thought - the guilt gnawing at me. Guilt that my earlier, loving desires to make my wife happy had now been joined by less noble desires. My own selfish, perverted needs now just as much a driver for our new way of life as Holly’s need to feel ‘alive’.

This was a dangerous game we were playing, and somehow I needed to find a way to end it or guide it back into safer waters.


Chapter 9

It was four hours since I’d dragged myself upstairs, away from the basement door. Four hours and still Holly wasn’t back … long even by their multi-fuck standards.

The house seemed eerily quiet. I was so used to the noise and bedlam of the twins, and when they were quiet my ears were used to the sounds of my new hobby … the sounds of Holly’s new hobby.

But now there was nothing. Nothing from the twins’ room – only the quiet sounds of their blissful dreams if I chose to go and quietly listen, as parents sometimes do. And now even nothing from downstairs in the basement … a silence that tortured me than if there had been a symphony of cries and moans … as silence just left questions.

Questions about what was happening … what they were saying … what they were whispering?

Was it things about me? Things about them? Things they didn’t want me to hear? Things they knew that would trouble me? Get them in trouble, get me demanding they stop? Was that why they were quiet? So unnaturally quiet.

Denied sound and sight – my mind conjured it’s own images. Recalling how excited Holly had looked earlier. How flushed and pink her skin had looked as Leroy had teased her … won her words about her commitment to him … and then fucked her as her reward … fucked her hard, made her cum all over his big cock … cum in a way we all knew I could never match.

I could see them in my mind's eye, Leroy and Holly, how they’d looked after they’d both cum … their bodies intertwined, kissing, touching … smiling … knowing I was almost certainly standing there in the shadows … watching … knowing, but not caring. Too wrapped in their own growing relationship … their growing closeness. A connection we all now knew extended well beyond carnal lust … extended into something personal … something personal, deep and intimate.

It was this depth, this intimacy that unsettled me – because of where it might go in the future, because of what problems it might cause in the future.

As I continued to wait for Holly to return, I replayed the events of the past month in my mind. The way the two of them had looked at each other even from those first hours and days – their mutual attraction obvious even then. The way things had built with little touches, smiles and jokes. The way she’d laughed when he’d teased her … the way Holly had slowly opened up to his flirting, knowing I was okay if she flirted back. Until finally I’d taken what I deemed the safer course. Better things were out in the open rather than behind my back – I’d given them my blessing. Lithing the blue touch paper of the wildfire I was now living with.

I remembered how excited she’d been when I’d given her permission to sleep with him … how her body and voice had trembled with anticipation that first time she’d descended those fateful basement stairs. A path now well-trodden, I swear I could see a rut from where Holly’s heels had nightly worn holes in the carpet.

~~~~~ 

The sound of Holly’s laughter echoed up from the basement, followed by a matching, deeper chuckle from Leroy – snapping me out of my torpor.

‘Richard, you need to talk to her, this path is too dangerous … I know you did this because you love her, but your own love making, your own relationship is suffering because of this … you need to talk to her, man…’ I murmured to myself. Even now unwilling to admit my own enjoyment of their affair would act as a drag on me confronting Holly – even if I knew deep down I had no alternative.

I heard the unmistakable sounds of their passion starting up again. Shit! Were the pair of them insatiable? Him, I got … he was young with the needs and stamina of a young man. But her? I loved her, but was I now married to a nympho? A nympho who’d forever be on the lookout for spare cock, long after Leroy had moved out? A troubling thought indeed.

As I lay there listening, the images of their earlier passion played over again, etching themselves deeper into my troubled psyche.

The sounds got louder … Holly's moans, once reserved for our shared ecstasy, now harmonized with Leroy's deep grunts of pleasure.

Their intimacy had replaced our own – she was down there with him, not upstairs with me. I tried to cling to the notion that it was all temporary – but I only half-believed it.

‘Desire is a fire that burns hot... if you ignore it, it can turn everything to ashes.’ Tracey's words of warning came back to me.

‘Holly needs this, needs him, to rekindle her inner flame. And wasn't that part of love? To want your partner's happiness, even if it came with danger and pain?’

‘No, Richard … no, you need to talk to her, control this thing … shut it down before it burns down everything you’ve built together…’

~~~~~    

"Richard?" Holly's voice startled me, pulling me from my semi-sleepy thoughts.

As she entered the bedroom, I slowly came to – taking in how she looked. Her long blonde hair tousled by Leroy’s fingers and their joint exertions … her cheeks flushed … her eyes tired but still shining with lingering pleasure.

She seemed surprised I was still even vaguely awake … as if any husband could sleep in a situation like ours, contemplating a conversation like the one we had to have.

"Hey," I said, trying to sound casual while my heart raced five hundred to the dozen. "How are you? How was it?"

"Good," she smiled, loving but unashamed … making full eye contact. "Thanks, honey … Leroy and I had fun … as usual … but you know that already, don’t you," her smile soft but teasing. Not angry, more amused - by the unspoken truth that all three of us knew exactly where I’d been while she and Leroy had been doing the nasty.

Tiredness was etched into her face – she wanted to sleep rather than talk. "Thanks, for letting me and Leroy … you know," she murmured, her tiredness suddenly making her coy.

“About that …” I said, suddenly feeling wide awake, knowing this was going to be difficult. “I think we need to calm things down with Leroy … maybe think about stopping … you know, before someone gets hurt … or before the twins notice something…”

Holly looked just as awake as I me now .. my words an unpleasant surprise, shocking her tiredness away.

“Stop with Leroy?” It was almost like her throat was in shock, like the words would hardly come out. “Stop with him now?”

I tried for a lighthearted tone, forcing a chuckle, trying to con her that this wasn’t serious.

"Well, you've had a wild month, just like Tracey and Trish … with Leroy, feeling young and free like those college days.”

“Stop now?” She looked totally distraught, totally in panic. Like this had been the last thing she’d been expecting.

“Well, I suppose a few more days wouldn’t hurt …”

“A few more days?”

Her voice was still in panic.

“Well, what do you think is reasonable? You can’t deny things have gotten closer with you two than we ever intended … closer and more intense…”

She thought for a moment … she knew me so well … I could see she was weighing just how far she thought she could push me.

“One more month … at least one more month…”

I grimaced. I tried to hide it, but failed. The thought of one more month without Holly … of one more month in a distant second place to Leroy … one more month of nightly bittersweet anguish…

I tried for lighthearted again – although neither of us were even remotely convinced.

“One more month wouldn’t hurt ... I guess … but after that, I want my wife back." My attempt at humor only partly hiding the seriousness behind my words … Holly's eyes showing she knew I was serious.

“Thank you,” she replied, fully meaning it. Knowing this extra month wasn’t easy for me, even if at some level I’d enjoy parts of it.

“So, we’re okay with that?” she asked, making my pulse raise – there was obviously still something else on her mind.

“Yes, we’re okay with that,” I answered, feeling my way nervously.

"Okay … well then, just as you wanted to ask me that … so there’s something me and Leroy wanted to ask you. Richard," she began, but then hesitated, nervously biting her lower lip. “Something that might be out of your comfort zone…”


Chapter 10

Whatever it was that she and Leroy wanted to ask me – whatever it was that would take me out of my comfort zone – I could see its significance written all over her face.

I could see it in her eyes – eyes which suddenly had switched from fear of being banned from her new love toy, to suddenly looking guilty. Looking guilty mixed in with a side order of giddy excitement that was hard for me to ignore, however much Holly tried to hide it.

As she plucked up the courage to spit it out, Holly fidgeted, her fingers nervously tracing the edge of the comforter as she spoke.

"Leroy...he invited me to a campus party," she said – for the first time since she’d returned, unable to meet my gaze.

My heart sank – I’d only just managed to get us both onboard to end things with Leroy, and even that was a full month after what I really wanted.

And now this!

A request that made me afraid and jealous all over again.

But even consumed by this painful mix of jealousy and fear, I couldn’t help but feel a twinge of curiosity.

The woman I loved, the woman who’d shared my life for nearly two decades now tried to veil the spark of excitement in her eyes – embarrassed for her husband to see it. But the subtle lift at the corners of her mouth betrayed her anticipation at attending a campus party with Leroy.

I could see it in the spark – to her, it was like she was no longer a mom and wife. It would be like she was twenty all over again, a rush and freedom even better than what her newly divorced friends Tracey and Trish were getting to enjoy.

~~~~~ 

"Richard?" Her voice pulled me back – I’d been so deep in my thoughts I’d forgotten to engage or answer.

“Richard?” This time her voice was softer, her tone and face a silent plea for understanding – that I wouldn’t judge her or think less of her.

We looked at each other. My eyes at first holding hers, thinking how much I loved her. But then drifting, my gaze taking in the gentle but fatigued radiance to her face - a post-coital bliss that men have enjoyed since the dawn of time. Only this time, it wasn’t a radiance caused by me – but caused by the young man who’s scent and sweat I could still smell on her skin.

I saw him all over her … in the tousled tangles of her golden locks … in the swollen redness of her flesh where his mouth had claimed her … where he’d marked her with love bites on her neck and breasts.

But even as I took in all these physical signs of their last few hours, my mind kept coming back to the emotional. Kept coming back to the fact that, no matter how tired she looked, there was a happiness there that had been absent before Leroy had come into our lives. A happiness that was the antidote to the frustration Holly had talked about after our return from Jamaica.

Damn! Holly going to some campus party with Leroy wasn’t what I’d had in mind when I’d screwed up the strength to tell her their relationship needed to come to an end.

But if I was going to let her have one final month with Leroy, did half measures make sense? Did it make sense to leave her with unanswered questions? Questions of what if?

"Are you worried, honey? Is that it?" she asked, interrupting my silence. Giving me an out.

"What if someone sees? What if they talk, honey? What if someone finds out?” I asked. Not unreasonable questions. “Everything until now has been behind closed doors … guaranteed discretion … guaranteed secrecy … now he’s asking to take you out in public, with all the risks that involves … What if someone sees you…"

“They won’t … it’s a totally different crowd … it’s hardly the circle we move in … not exactly the local PTA dads and moms…”

Of course, she was right – but that wasn’t really what was driving my fears. I was still afraid of losing her, of her choosing Leroy over me and our family. And despite all her earlier reassurances, this seemed another step to me. Him giving her what she craved – a taste of her lost youth.

But I daren’t say this .. voice this fear … after all the reassurances she’d given me just hours earlier, voicing such fears would have sounded too hysterical, too paranoid. So instead I had to talk in code … about who might see, what they might say.

“Rich, it’ll be fine … not our circle,” she pleaded.

I could also see how much this meant to her, how much she wanted that old experience of feeling young and alive again.

Damn! Why was this so hard.

I loved her, loved her so much and I didn't want to hold her back. That’s why I’d agreed to the whole Leroy thing in the first place.

If I was going to give her a final month, then it really, really didn’t make sense to go with half measures. To leave her with unanswered questions.

Which meant I was better off going with a different tack.

"Okay … but if I do say yes to this … can you promise me that it won’t change things … won’t change our one-month agreement … or make problems for me, you and the twins…"

She nodded, grateful … relief written all over her face … that she’d be able to give her young lover what he wanted.

“Yes, I promise … no comeback … and yes, it won’t affect the one-month thing…”

“’Thing’,” I chided. “It’s more than just ‘a thing’ Holly … it a promise … your promise…”

"Yes, sorry, honey … I promise … a month," just one month,” she echoed, though even then we could both feel it in her tone, in the look in her eyes. It was a promise easy to make – much more difficult to deliver on with any certainty.

“Ok?” she asked.

“Ok,” I confirmed. Her eyes softening, a mixture of gratitude and guilt at her request, knowing what it had cost me.

“When?” I asked, feeling suddenly vacant and spent from all the stress.

“Tomorrow!”

My heart sank – even as my cock hardened.

~~~~~    

Holly held up a red dress, the fabric hugging her curves and accentuating her full breasts. The hemline fell just above her knees, and the neckline dipped low, revealing a tantalizing hint of cleavage. The Lycra, cotton mix clung to every curve of her womanly body, the dress’s hem showing a generous expanse of toned thigh.

She turned to me and asked, "What do you think, Richard? Is this too much?"

The twins were at Holly’s sisters with their cousins – Leroy was downstairs in the basement.

The last twenty-four-hours seemed to have flown by, and here I was acting as her helper as she readied herself for her first public date with the young student who’d become her de facto boyfriend these last few weeks.

Holly was trying to hide her excitement from me. Trying, but failing dismally! I couldn't remember the last time I had seen her so full of life, so eager to go out and have a good time. A thought that made me happy for her - but sad and more than a little jealous that it wasn’t me but the prospect of a student party that filled her whole being with such flushed excitement.

Her eyes - they were alight with something almost feral, something I hadn't seen in years, from before we’d even dated and I’d admired her from the sidelines at parties we’d both attended. And now, her eyes were alight again with that same feral anticipation and memories of those wilder times.

“Too much?” she asked, just for a moment showing the nervous of a woman worried about how she’d fit in a place where she’d be nearly twenty years older than most of the others.

I swallowed hard, trying to keep my voice steady.

"No, it's perfect, honey … sexy as hell … the students won’t be able to keep their eyes off you," I somehow managed to say, my voice a stranger – was I really okay with this, saying these things? The harsh being I was fired up and running on lust rather than judgment. My eyes lingering on the exposed skin at the top of her chest and below her hemline, just like half the party-goers’ eyes would also be lingering in less than an hour.

Lust may have been my main propellant – but I was also afraid of the consequences if I told my excited wife I’d changed my mind. That way lay an almighty bust-up and all kinds of other risks and dangers.

"Or maybe this?" Holly continued, bringing me back to the present, pulling on a black jumpsuit, the material clinging to her like a second skin. The deep V-neck plunged down to her navel, and the wide legs flared out at the bottom, drawing attention to her toned legs and shapely ass. The sheer fabric hugging her figure, accentuating her shapely breasts and hips.

Womanly assets safely popped into place, she twirled around in front of me, asking, "How about this black one?"

I could feel my heart racing as I took in the sight of her. She looked incredible. I couldn't help but feel a pang of insecurity. When was the last time she had looked so excited for a date with me?

"Bold," I said, feeling the word cut into me. Each garment she excitedly tried seemed to pull her further from me, dressing her not for a simple party, but for a fantasy. A fantasy of delaying the big four-zero and reliving her wild youth. Reliving her fantasy not with me, but with someone who was still young like she’d been in the world she was trying to recreate.

I swallowed hard, trying to push down my mixed emotions that rose up into my throat.

I wanted Holly to have fun, to feel alive again, but I couldn't ignore the sinking feeling in my gut. The thought of her going to a party with Leroy, dressed like that, set my nerves on edge. She’d promised me nothing bad would happen and that no-one there would know her – but what if? What if … how could she possibly make promises like that.

Swatting these fears away – I’d agreed, it was too late for fear - I smiled through my doubts.

“Very bold … it’s very bold, honey…”

"Good," she said, running her fingers through her long, blonde hair. "I want to look my best for Leroy and the party."

I felt a lump form in my throat as she said his name. I knew I had agreed to let her go to the party, but I couldn't shake the feeling of unease that settled in my stomach. I loved her more than anything, but I couldn't help but feel that with each extra day I allowed I was increasing the risk of losing her to this younger, more exciting man.

~~~~~ 

Finally, my wife settled on an outfit that seemed to be the perfect choice for her age and the messages she wanted to send.

Young – like her boyfriend - but not so young as to look silly on a thirty-eight-year-old mother of two. Sexy as hell – to get the attention of all the young guys. But not so slutty as to put the backs up of the female half of the party or to make the guys think she was available and easy. A form-fitting silver dress with a deep V-neck that showcased her ample breasts, and a short hemline combined with a hip-high slit that revealed long, toned legs and the flesh just below her hips.

As she slipped into the dress, I couldn't help but admire her incredible figure - the curves of her breasts, the firmness of her ass, and the grace of her legs. She looked absolutely breathtaking.

The final touch being that the deep V-neck precluded a bra, the thin silver material doing little to hide the shape or hardness of her swollen nipples.

Holly stood in front of the mirror, applying the final touches to her makeup and adjusting her long blonde hair. Making it look all tousled – unkempt and younger looking than her more normal, well groomed ‘mom look.’

She smiled at her reflection, clearly pleased with the result. My heart ached as I realized how much effort she had put into looking perfect for her young lover and all the other young men that would be at the party.

Holly turned before the mirror, her reflection capturing the swell of her breasts, the dip of her waist, the roundness of her ass = and those long, long sexy and toned legs. My throat tightening with a mixture of lust and loss.

That sexy dress, what it hid and revealed below would have her wielding power over the guests and getting jealous looks from the other half. Would have her reliving those college-days fantasies and memories. Only not with me – but with our young renter.

Lost in my thoughts – part excitement, part regret - I tried to keep a neutral expression as Holly turned away from the mirror. Turning to me with a happy but slightly nervous smile - seeking my approval.

It was then that it truly hit me - the weight of our choices these last few weeks. Their weight and, whatever our intentions, the uncertainty that nights like this injected into our future.

Allowing the line between fantasy and reality to become blurred within the privacy of our family home was dangerous enough – but now extending that into the real, wider world of society and the city was danger on steroids.

But I’d agreed. Agreed to tonight and agreed to Holly having one final month of fun with our young renter. And all I could do now was hold on tight and hope for the best.

Pulling her shoulders back – with her ample assets and that dress, she hardly needed this help – her smile told me she was happy with the effect of her hours of shopping and preparation.

"Perfect," she grinned to her reflection as she added the finishing touches - a brush of gloss, a stroke of mascara. She was adorning herself for him, adorning herself for their first night out in public. Making me wonder how many more nights like this might follow in the next few weeks I’d allowed her and him to stay lovers. The two of them trying to fit in as much as possible before the drawbridge was pulled back up.

There I stood, rooted to the spot, a voyeur in my own life, watching the woman I loved transform herself, so she could enjoy her fantasy with someone other than me. A bittersweet thought that seemed ironic next to the sweet scent of her perfume that filled the room.

An ironic contrast that somehow seemed fitting as I grappled with the paradox of wanting Holly’s happiness, yet aching for the touch that tonight she’d reserved for another.


Chapter 11

Was I really allowing this? Were we really doing this? My wife going on a date in public with our young renter?

My left hand had to grasp my right wrist – stop the shaking of the ice in my glass.

“Ahem…” She seemed a tiny bit offended that I was looking down into my glass while she’d just appeared down at the bottom of stairs to make her grand entrance into the living room.

“Sorry, hun,” my halting voice apologized. Holly stood before me, looking radiant in her silver, V-neck, short hem line dress.

She tilted her head nervously, bit her lip, and asked, "Do I look okay? Do you think Leroy will like it?"

A lump formed in my throat as I tried to find the right words. "You... you look amazing, Holly … I’m sure he’ll love it … love showing you off…"

‘Where had that bit come from?’ Never mind, it won me a smile of love from my nervous wife.

"Thank you," she replied, her expression shifting from playful to loving, as she realized she wasn’t the only one who was a bag of nerves tonight, moving closer and wrapping her arms around me in a tender embrace.

"Thank you for these past weeks, for letting me feel alive again, for tonight..." Her gratitude was genuine, yet it twisted inside me, knotting with all the conflicting emotions I harbored.

As we held each other, she whispered into my ear, "Remember, it's just fun and sex with Leroy. You're the only man I love and will ever love."

I closed my eyes, holding onto her words for dear life. She pulled back slightly and looked me in the eyes, her own filled with gratitude. "Thank you for letting me explore this side of myself, Richard. For allowing me to go to the party tonight."

I pursed my lips, kissed her so faint as not to spoil her lipstick and smiled in a way that told her I’d always love her and would always do what it took.

Just as I’d promised I would that night back in Jamaica and that night months ago when she’d confessed her frustrations. ‘I’d do anything to make you happy.’ Words that seemed purpose-made for a night such as this.

Reassured, Holly's smile widened back to playful as she took a step closer to me. "And what about the other young men at the party? Do you think they'll like it too?" she teased, twisting me as her hand brushed my tented pants.

Holly, honey … you’re killing me here! Now I couldn't stop imagining my beautiful wife surrounded by young, virile men, all vying for her attention. A thought that made me feel both incredibly insecure and incredibly turned on.

With a final, gentle kiss on my lips, she stepped away from me and walked towards the door where Leroy, just up from the basement, was waiting for her.

His cocky grin made my stomach twist, but then just as I was about to silently curse him, his expression turned serious as he nodded at me and shook my hand.

"Thanks for letting me take Holly out, Richard," he said as he offered her his arm. At one level making me feel better, at another wondering why he kept switching from cocky to respectful … leaving me pondering which was the real Leroy.

Together, they left our home, leaving me alone with a hurricane of emotions - excitement, jealousy, fear, and arousal all vying for control of my confused mind.

As the door closed behind them, I knew that this night would test the limits of our relationship more than anything that had happened over the last month

~~~~~    

I paced the living room, my heart racing as I anxiously awaited Holly's return. My mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. Excitement and worry battling for dominance as I imagined what might be happening at the party.

Two hours after they’d left, the ping of a message finally broke the oppressive silence, of a home lacking any of my three girls. My hand trembled as I snatched up the phone.

"Thinkin' of you! Can you believe how much fun this is? ��" The message read, accompanied by a photo of Holly looking flushed and radiant, her blue eyes twinkling with excitement.

She appeared years younger, as if the weight of our domestic life had been temporarily lifted from her shoulders. I couldn't help but smile, despite the jealousy gnawing at me, raising bile in my throat even as I tried to smile at her joy.

"Looks like you’re having a great time! And you look amazing," I texted back, my fingers trembling as my conflicted emotions pulled my sanity all over the place.

About ninety minutes later – I think she was too busy, too caught up in her own pleasure to think to text me sooner - my phone buzzed again.

I’d gone to the kitchen for a beer. Bracing myself against the kitchen counter I opened the new message. No words this time, just two pictures that stole the breath from my lungs.

The first photo, ninety minutes earlier had shown her by herself. But now, she was anything but alone. And more than that, the others weren’t Leroy.

In both pictures Holly looked radiant and alive in a way that made my heart ache. Both images showing Holly dancing with different young black students, looking ecstatic and totally carefree. Her body pushed close to theirs – her arms thrown around their necks as she looked deep into their eyes.

One partner was extremely tall – maybe six-six or six-seven and with the build of a linebacker – his skin dark ebony and his head sporting similar dreadlocks as Leroy wore. While the second man, in the second image, was maybe two or three inches shorter, his build much leaner and his shaved head the same rich brown tone as Leroy.

The sight stirred a confusing mix of feelings within me - jealousy, fear, insecurity, and arousal all vying for control.

‘Hell, Richard … what the hell did you expect? When you sent her out looking like that … in a dress like that … to a campus party where at least half the guests are young, testosterone-laden students looking to get laid any which way they can! Young testosterone-laden students who Leroy likely brags to on a daily basis about the hot blonde landlady he’s banging…’

Having told myself off, correcting my naïve expectations, time seemed to slow to a crawl. As, lost in my thoughts, I waited for another communication.

It was only one hour later – but seeing what I’d seen in the last message, the wait seemed infinitely longer.

Again, no words – but this time only a single short video file rather than an image. A video that nearly stopped my heart dead.

Holly, radiant and alive in a way that made my heart ache, danced not just with one or other black student – but danced between two young men.

The video showed her dancing with the same two young guys she’d been dancing with in the earlier images.

Only this time, she wasn’t dancing with them separately – she was sandwiched between the pair of them. Her arms thrown around the neck of the shorter guy – short being a relative term – as she gazed up into his eyes. While the second guy pushed at her from behind – his groin grinding on the small of her back as his hands reached around to cup and fondle her braless boobs. His partner in crime having one hand rubbing at her right nipple and one hand rubbing at her tummy.

I was dumb struck by the realization that Holly was allowing two young students to feel her up like this in public. She’d promised me faithfully that everything would be okay – how the hell was this ‘okay’?

Yet here she was, her head thrown back in laughter, seemingly enjoying every moment as she allowed two young black guys to feel her up in public. Her only defense that at least the dark shadows of the party gave some sense of cloaking and anonymity – and that I could see plenty of other couples making out on the dance floor.

The video ended just as abruptly as it had started – just three or four seconds long. I found myself watching it over and over again.

Partly to check for any signs that Holly was being coerced – she wasn’t, she seemed nothing but happy and full of excitement. But partly because I was ashamed to admit I found it amazingly erotic.

Every time I watched it, I couldn’t help but think just how much these two young black guys seemed the embodiment of youthful masculinity and virility. and in their company,

And as painful as it was for me to admit it - Holly positively shone in all the images and in the video. A fact that made my mind race with thoughts of jealousy, fear, and insecurity.

I knew this was what Holly wanted, what we had agreed to, but seeing her so happy with these young men was more difficult than I’d anticipated. I felt a strange mix of arousal and fear, unsure of how to process my emotions. Happy for her happiness – fearful as I knew I could never take her back to her wild student days like Leroy was managing to do tonight.

~~~~~ 

It wasn't until three a.m. that I heard the slam of a car door and raucous laughter outside. Relief washed over me, knowing the twins were spending the night at their cousins' house.

Moments later, Holly and Leroy stumbled through the door, laughing and clearly drunk. They were followed by a giant of a man – immediately identifiable as the guy who’d been dancing behind Holly. The man who’d been grinding his groin on the small of her back.

Up close and in our home, I could see he was maybe even taller than the six-six or six-seven I’d earlier estimated. Maybe six-eight, despite having the height of a basketball player, he was built more like a linebacker.

His skin was even darker than it had looked on the photo and video - the color of ebony - and the beads in his dreadlocks rattled as he walked. His immense bulk filling the doorway and then dominating the room as he followed Holly and Leroy into our family living room.

"Richard, meet my new best friend Kamal," Holly slurred, introducing us with a wide smile, her arm draped suggestively around as much of his massive shoulders as she could reach. An intimacy only possible by the way her high heels helped close the one-foot height difference between my wife and her new best friend. My wife’s look of lust unmistakable as she eyed the way the young black giant’s biceps strained against the fabric of his tight shirt.

“Kamal’s Leroy’s best friend, they played football together back home and now Kamal’s here on a football scholarship,” she continued, pupils dilated from booze. “So now he’s my new best friend as well,” she slurred, beaming at her own verbal cleverness, a cleverness she managed despite her booze-soaked brain.

“He wanted to see where Leroy lives … and see the beautiful landlady that he keeps talking about,” she beamed full of pride and self-satisfaction. A thought she honestly offered despite the obvious fact he’d already seen plenty of said-beautiful-blonde landlady during the many dances and grind-sessions they’d already shared tonight.

Kamal extended a hand towards me, and I shook it hesitantly, unsure of what to make of this new guest in our family home.

"Nice to meet you, Richard," Kamal's voice boomed, a deep masculine timbre very different to Leroy’s lispy voice. "Heard a lot about you, man."

"Likewise," I replied, aware of how my face was coloring up.

‘Heard a lot about you,’ I gulped.

‘You mean your buddy’s told you all about how this sad-sack husband lets you fuck his beautiful blonde wife nine ways to Sunday! You mean you wanted to come and see what a man like that looks like? Maybe see if you can muscle in and get yourself a piece of the action?’

Holly looked at me then, her expression a mix of drunken delight and something unreadable.

I knew she’d had an amazing night – relived all kinds of old memories and current fantasies. But that look … that look told me something had changed. Told me she didn’t think her ‘Cinderella at the ball’ night was done yet.

That questioning, drunk look sent fresh waves of fear crashing through me. Made me wonder if what I’d allowed tonight had somehow set our already complicated lives on a path where things were about to totally spin out of control.

"Let's keep the party going!" Holly laughed, stumbling drunkenly toward our music system - her arm still around Kamal’s giant shoulders to provide much needed support.

I was about to tell her that it was time to end the night’s fun and let her new friend’s get some rest, but then she looked at me in a way that suddenly looked a lot more sober. A loving, serious way that reminded me of what she’d said earlier. About how much she loved and cherished me, and how this thing with Leroy and the party was just a bit of fun.

I took a deep breath and reminded myself that I’d agreed to this, that I wanted Holly to be happy, and that stopping things half-done might just create problems later.


Chapter 12

The bass thumped through the vibrating floorboards as Leroy cranked up the volume on the music system. Thank goodness the twins were safely asleep miles away with their favorite Auntie Debbie.

The living room was filled with raucous rap beats. Another rap song – didn’t they have any other taste? Another one I didn’t know.

I wasn’t an old guy, and I thought I had pretty good and pretty eclectic tastes in music, but the truth was me and the young men Holly had so enjoyed spending the evening with inhabited totally different worlds.

My heart mirrored the rapid tempo – this hadn’t been how I’d envisaged the evening ending when Holly returned home. My poor, much abused blood pump beating against my ribs with a savage energy that mirrored the surprise and angst I was feeling right now. An angst fueled by what I’d seen earlier and by what was happening right now in the family living room where normally the loudest thing was the laughter of our twins.

Tiring of just sitting and listening, Leroy jumped up and headed to the center of the room, grabbing Holly's hand as he passed her. Pulling her up and away from where she sat next to me. His fingers enveloping hers as he yanked her towards him with a practiced pull.

"Come on, Hol" he urged, his voice barely audible above the music. "Show me and Kamal what ya got." No mention of me, the poor old husband – apparently I didn’t warrant a display of her womanly charms.

Holly laughed, a high-pitched, light and aroused sound that used to be reserved for our private moments, now offered freely not just to one other man – but to two. Leroy and Kamal just two from the many young men she’d flirted with and entranced with her feminine charms tonight.

Giggling and beaming – looking so free and youthful - she swayed into her young lover. Her hips effortlessly finding the rhythm – no surprise after dancing all evening - her body an extension of the pulsating rap beat pounding through our home. The way she danced telling me she wasn’t actually anywhere near as drunk as she’d appeared when she’d stumbled through the front door. My suspicion being she was playing it up, giving herself cover to act outrageously with the chance to blame it on the booze if I cut up rough.

I watched frozen, as Leroy's hands explored Holly's curves with a brazen familiarity. A familiarity only in private and in front of me before tonight – but now something that shocked me as he did it with his friend Kamal looking on.

‘Will you catch yourself, Richard man,’ the voice in my head echoed, ‘why you so surprised? Just what the hell do you think your sweet wife has been doing all evening in front of all those young horn dogs? Playing Mahjong or Spelling Bee?’

Sometimes looking at me, but mostly just looking into her beautiful, lust-filled face – our young renter let his fingers trace the hem of Holly’s dress. Dipping and gliding across her nerve-rich, exposed skin. Teasing the boundary of decency as he grinned at her and then at me.

The sight was both mesmerizing and gut-wrenching. He was a cat toying with two mice – one who knew exactly what she wanted, and one who wasn’t quite sure – eyeing a lump of cheese that looked so exciting but that he knew might kill him.

"Damn, girl," Leroy praised, his lips grazing her earlobe, fully-focused on my wife now, leaving a glistening mark where his mouth had been.

Holly responded with a giggle - neither of them caring about me right now - leaning back into him as they swayed to the rap beat. Her body racked with desire as he allowed his chest to contour to her sexy back, their bodies melding into one fluid dance motion.

She was totally lost in it … lost in his seduction, lost to the rhythm of the music and the vibes of an evening that had transported her away from the stresses of parenthood and back to the wild days of her youth.

Her laughter bubbled up again as his lips went back to her earlobe – blowing, whispering – breaking down any last semblance of resistance.

He kissed her neck – looking across at me, daring me to speak or stop him. His grin telling us both he already knew my reaction – or lack of reaction.

Still grinding away from behind to the beat of the rap song, he kissed her neck again as his dark hands moved up from her tummy to fondle her large breasts. Holly’s eyes closing as she threw her arms behind his neck and leaned into his grinding, fondling touch.

My heart clenched painfully in my chest as I watched. Torn between a weird, misplaced arousal at the sight of my wife being so openly fondled in front of Kamal – a man she’d not met before tonight, and the fear that tonight marked another step in the unravelling of our marriage.

It was as if Leroy could read my mind – as if he knew my deepest secrets and my worst fears.

“Your turn now Kamal,” he chuckled, pulling Holly’s hands up from around his neck and high into the air - as he waited for his huge friend to take his place.

Moving away, he winked at me as he rubbed the front of his tended pants and sat back down. Sitting right next to me, in the place where Holly had sat before he’d pulled her away. Kissed her, fondled her and seduced her – before passing her on to his huge friend.

Kamal – all six-and-a-half feet of ebony bulk - the embodiment of youthful power and virility – was more than happy to take Leroy's place. Taking it with the confidence of a man whose size and power had most likely allowed him to dominate men and women all his life – since the first time he’d realized he was bigger and stronger than the other kids on the block.

As if to emphasize the point, as Holly threw her arms back around his neck like she’d done with Leroy, I couldn’t stop myself staring at this size of his hands. They were so much larger and darker against Holly's fair skin than her boyfriend Leroy’s had been. Something I knew in my heart Holly would find a huge turn-on as she sought to magic herself back to the days before parenthood and marriage had robbed her of the chance for wild, carefree pleasure.

As Kamal - Kamal, this huge, towering alpha male presence - began to dance with Holly, my shock doubled.

This huge young black athlete wrapped his arms around her waist, pulling her close as he whispered something in her ear that made her giggle.

Learning from his best friend Leroy, he also kissed her ear and neck, before caressing her big, braless boobs. His huge hands also squeezing her ass as she looked back at him more coyly than she’d looked at Leroy.

It was as if after an evening of wild partying, she’d given herself permission to let go completely. But that even so, a part of her still clung to the idea that intimacy and sex didn’t happen on a first date. It was like old, college party girl Holly was struggling with the woman she’d become in the last two decades.

Even though I could see this internal struggle she was dealing with, I still couldn't believe how far she was allowing things to go with this second young man. A young man she’d only just met tonight.

How many weeks had it been between meeting Leroy and allowing herself to be intimate with him. And even then, only with my permission.

"You like that, Holly?" Kamal whispered as his huge hands pulled hard at her swollen teats through the dress’s thin material. His voice so deep and loud that even his intended whisper had been heard by all of us.

"Y-yeah," Holly stuttered, unable to hide her excitement, even if part of her was still trying to stay at least semi-respectable.

My stomach churned as I observed them, my mind at war with itself. On one hand, there was the primal urge, the dark thrill of watching my wife become the center of attention, coveted and worshipped by these two young alpha males. Everything I loved about watching her with Leroy – only doubled up and even more dirty.

On the other hand, I had a sinking realization that the lustful part of me was trying to ignore that if I let things go much further I was condoning one more step toward things becoming totally depraved and out of control.

"Richard, you seein’ this?" Leroy called out, pulling me back from the depths of my own private thoughts. His smirk a challenge, a reminder of the power he wielded within our marriage. A power that seemed to get stronger and stronger with each passing week.

However hard I tried, my vocal cords wouldn’t obey. I was so conflicted – arousal fighting a life and death battle with deep-seated fear – that it was all I could do to get my neck muscles to nod my head in acknowledgment.

"Good," Leroy grinned, his gaze locking with mine, "just making sure."

~~~~~ 

Holly, lost herself in the moment, surrendered to their touch, to the intoxicating freedom Leroy and his huge friend Kamal offered. As she allowed first one and then the other to fondle her as they danced to the rap beats.

All the time, in the heart of our family home, I sat there with the hardest of cocks - the voyeuristic husband, witnessing the unraveling to the next level the destruction of our marital vows.

Wasn’t it enough I’d allowed things with Leroy?

Now I was sitting there, stroking the front of my pants as I salivated at the depravity of my beautiful blonde wife allowing a second young man to enjoy her body. A young man she’d never even met before tonight.

‘Just what the hell are you doing, Richard?’ I asked myself, aware that I was allowing what remained of the delicate threads of our marriage to fray even more. To fray under the weight of Holly’s pursuit of a youth she could never recapture – under the weight of my own pursuit of kinky, hedonistic pleasure.

I was terrified that things were spiraling out of control. How could Holly possibly end her affair with Leroy in just a month if she was already giving herself so freely to his friend? A friend who right now was sitting next to me – nearly crushing me into the side of the sofa as he waited for his next turn to dance with and fondle my wife.

"Isn't she amazing?" Leroy boasted, his eyes gleaming with a mix of pride and possession as he cupped her boobs and pumped his groin into her ass.

"Absolutely," Kamal agreed, his words feeling like ash in my ear, making me wonder where the two of them would take this. As if there was really any kind of doubt – a realization backed up as he stood and moved behind her, just like he’d done on that short video.

Struggling to breathe – the equivalent of a ton of bullion on my chest - I looked over at Holly, who was now sandwiched between Leroy and Kamal.

It was the video all over again. Only this time they were right in front of me, and there was basement bed down the stairs and a marriage bed up the stairs.

Their dark hands were everywhere, touching and teasing her. She looked completely lost in the moment, her eyes glazed over with desire.

I felt a pang of longing, wishing I could be the one making her feel that way.

Seeing her so lost, so out of control, I felt a sudden wave of fear sweep over me. I needed to stop this, and stop this right now.

But then I remembered her earlier words of love and reassurance. About how it was only me she’d ever love – and that this was all just harmless, temporary fun with Leroy.

And I remembered our agreement. We had one month left before Holly had to end things with Leroy. One month for my wonderful, loving wife – who’d given everything to me and our family - to explore her fantasies and desires. To try and recreate her lost youth before middle-age truly claimed her.

All these thoughts buzzing around my head - I took a deep breath, pushing down my fears and insecurities.

I had to trust her. I had to believe that she’d meant every word she’d said about love and fun and about our future together. That our love was strong enough to withstand this – to withstand anything.


Chapter 13

Leroy seemed to bend Holly to his will with an easy, authoritative command as he and his huge young friend sandwiched my beautiful wife front to back.

I may have been on edge and nervous – but Holly’s laughter and wide smile told me she was in a different mental space. Happy, exhilarated … expectant with anticipation at what was to come next in this evening of her trying to relive her youth. Her body moving in perfect sync to the music and the movements of her two would-be lovers.

Was what I feared really about to happen here? ‘Surely not,’ I thought to myself … ‘But why not … I’ve already seen what happened at the party … isn’t this the next logical step? What Holly looks like she wants … what Leroy’s determined to give her…’

Just as I was struggling to process the events unfolding before me, Leroy suddenly stopped dancing and laughed, slapping Kamal on the back. "Alright, big man, time for you to bounce," his tone assertive and dominant despite Kamal’s huge size.

"Wha–" Kamal began, looking between Leroy and Holly with confusion.

"Look, bro," Leroy continued, not giving Kamal a chance to protest. "Holly's my woman tonight, get it? Neither you nor her old man here are getting any action with her!"

My immediate relief at Kamal's dismissal was quickly replaced by embarrassment as Leroy claimed Holly as his own possession in front of Holly and his friend. I felt humiliated and emasculated, yet couldn't deny the weird, sick thrill I felt.

Kamal laughed, his eyes flicking over to me for a moment before landing back on Holly. "Alright, alright. But watch out, girl," he said with a grin.

"You'll be mine soon enough, Holly. You’re a hot piece of tail, and don't worry, when it's my turn, I’ve got plenty enough to make sure you’re well taken care of … plenty enough, more even than your lover boy Leroy here," he smirked, rubbing an obscenely large bulge in the front of his pants

Holly blushed, her cheeks turning a deep shade of red. She tried to hide her excitement, but I could see it in her beautiful blue eyes. She was besotted and infatuated with our young renter – but now she was equally turned on by the thought of being with his best friend Kamal. Her flushed cheeks and shallow breathing telling me that even now she was daydreaming of what it would be like to be with such a physically huge man … a man a foot taller than her and likely double her weight … a man who boasted about a cock even larger than Leroy’s.

Kamal’s words and Holly’s reaction made my chest tighten with jealousy and insecurity. Fuck! Was this what our marriage had come to now? My loving, altruistic efforts to make Holly happy developing into some sort of deformed, mutated version of a marriage. Not just about a few weeks of giving my wife a hall pass to have wild, youthful sex with our young renter – but opening the doors to a stream of other young suitors?

"Time to go, man," Leroy repeated firmly, pushing Kamal toward the door. As they shared a fist bump, I was left standing there, my mind racing with conflicting emotions.

As the door clicked shut behind Kamal, Leroy pulled Holly close as the rap music continued.

I looked at Holly … really looked, and maybe for the first time saw just how close the woman I loved was to the edge of the precipice … the precipice I'd helped to create.

She was radiant, alive with a fire that both terrified and frightened me.

In some ways it was a good fire … it was wonderful to see her looking so vibrant and alive.

But what scared me witless was what I took as her inability to resist what guys like Leroy or Kamal might offer her.

She was like a child offered candy … only seeing the bright colors, remembering the last sugar rush … with no sense of the decay and pain that might follow.

Looking hard at her, looking at them together I felt a shiver of fear run through me as Leroy pirouetted Holly around until she faced me, seconds passing before I realized she was staring back at me. I’d been so lost in my own thoughts I’d not noticed her stopping Leroy and her circling motion as she returned my anxious gaze.

"Let's not worry about him," Leroy said, starting their slow pirouette again, the movement turning Holly’s head away from me until once again she was smiling only into his face.

"Tonight, you're all mine," he smirked, drawing her even closer into his arms once again.

~~~~~    

After Kamal left, Leroy turned to Holly with an assertive grin. "Come on, babe," he said, taking her by the hand and leading her towards the basement stairs, "let's have some fun."

“What about Richard?” she asked, making me blush – happy that she’d not ignored me, but not feeling this was exactly the most complimentary way to be mentioned.

“What about Richard?” he threw back sarcastically, "I thought I made that clear … tonight’s about us … just like I told Kamal … our date, our fun…" So much for the respectful way he’d thanked me for letting him take Holly to the campus party. That attitude had lasted less time than half a day.

But then he stopped himself, a look appearing on his face that wasn’t altogether comforting. “But if you’re so concerned about Richard … maybe we could do something special for him tonight … maybe he could watch us somewhere special and different tonight … as the twins aren’t around … maybe Richard would like to finally watch me taking you in the bed you and he share every night!”

He was obviously pissed at Holly for thinking of me and this was his way of getting back at her … of getting back at me.

Before Holly had a chance to react, Leroy was pulling my stunned wife by the hand up towards our marital bedroom. A smirk on his face – a look of shock and disbelief on hers, lost for words and too surprised to resist. Although maybe her silence was partly for fear of what response a second mention of my name might invoke from her aggressive young lover.

Watching them heading up the stairs – as far as I knew, the first time the youngster would have taken my wife anywhere except in the basement – I felt an overwhelming surge of jealousy and anger.

I’d given him, I’d given them the night together – a first public date – and I’d even agreed to Holly’s request to double the length of her hall pass, and this was the thanks I got. Leroy playing mind games – branching out to invade and place his mark on the bed that was meant to be all about Holly and me.

And then it occurred to me.

What Holly had likely told him during their evening together – news that had changed his attitude, made him want to mark his territory with Holly.

She must have told him that even though his lease still had nine months to run, I was only letting them stay lovers for one more month.

~~~~~  

Strangely enough, this realization damped down my anger. It made me feel better – like I’d landed the first punch and that all I was now experiencing was the inevitable retaliation. A retaliation that someone like Leroy who’d grown up in the toughest parts of L.A. was programmed to mete out. Choosing another path almost impossible given his early years.

This realization gave me the strength to follow them up the stairs. My temper even calm enough that my old friend – my achingly hard cock – was back at the front of my pants, making it difficult for me to navigate the stairs in anything but the most ungainly of ways.

Reaching the top, another thought occurred to me. ‘Okay, Leroy … two can play at this game, son…’ Rather than skulking around in the shadows, I marched straight into our bedroom and with the maximum of show and sound I plonked myself down on the bedside armchair. Going as far as to give the largest of winks to our young renter – enjoying the pleasure of seeing him visibly shocked as I sent him the most direct of messages. ‘You may be the one that’s about to fuck my wife, but I’m going nowhere! Her and me, we’re doing this as a couple … we’re using you as much as you’re using us … that’s right, buddy boy … you’re our marital sex aid … a walking, talking sex toy we’re using for our pleasure … and you, buddy boy, will be long gone while Holly and I are still safe and sound and still together!’

Laying there on my bed, in my space, Leroy may have only picked up a fraction of this as we locked gazes – but I didn’t care, it still made me feel a lot better.

The evening may not have been planned this way – but getting everything out in the open was proving quite cathartic for me. A very public date … then the thing with Kamal … and now this … me not skulking and watching from the shadows … but me sitting right there, unabashed and enjoying a front row, ringside view.

Our ‘rutting stags’ gaze was only interrupted by Holly’s gentle cough – frustrated that her two men were paying more attention to each other than we were paying to her. The cough having its desired effect as both of us looked back towards my beautiful wife as she stood patiently at the end of the bed.

Enjoying the gaze of the two men who couldn’t take their eyes off her - Holly piece by piece, teasingly started removing her clothing.

Her long, blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders, brushing against her full breasts as she revealed herself to her young lover – her flushed cheeks telling me she loved the lust-filled hunger in his eyes as she slipped out of her sexy silver dress, heels and panties.

Leroy stared intently at Holly, a look of pure lust on his face as she smiled at him and moved with a feline grace to lay on her back, next to him on her side of our matrimonial bed. Her legs spread wide to welcome him as I struggled to reconcile my conflicting emotions.

Aroused by the sight of my wife's naked form, but at the same time, consumed with jealousy that the pendulum of power seemed to be swinging back in Leroy’s direction. My earlier fears surging back about what the long-term effects of a night like this would be on our marriage – what they’d be on Holly’s ability to give it all up in just a month’s time.

As I watched from the bedside armchair – suddenly feeling a stranger and out of place in my own bedroom - Leroy pulled Holly close. Wallowing in his victory, he was content to ignore me now, as his hands roamed over my wife’s body as they kissed deeply.

Their shared touches made Holly moan softly, her fingers tangling in our young renter’s dreadlocks as she pressed herself against him just as forcefully as he pressed at her.

He'd already been naked while Holly had done her striptease act, and now I could see wild desire in her eyes. A desire that had no doubt been building and building all evening as she looked at him with a mixture of lust and infatuation. Her eyes constantly scanning between his tattooed face, his hard, sinewy body and that huge throbbing piece of meat that waved around between them.

Just for a moment, Holly looked over at me – her blue eyes twinkling with love as she gave me the gentlest, most tender of smiles. A warm happiness welling up inside me – even as a small voice warned me, questioned why the sudden change.

I didn’t have long to wait for my answer as she looked back at her young lover with an equally tender, emotional look.

"Leroy, this past month with you... I've loved every moment of it," she confessed, her voice trembling at the significance of emotional stress of saying something like that right in front of me, right in the epicenter of our marriage.

Before her courage deserted her, but without the strength to look at me, she continued. "The way you touch me, the things you do to me... It's unlike anything I've ever experienced before."

All three of us already knew this was true – but even so, hearing it out loud, saying it out loud took a heavy toll on listener and speaker alike. The only one who seemed unfazed being the grinning, victorious young man she was addressing.

"I love this so much, Leroy," Holly whispered as he kissed her, climbing up and over her as he positioned himself between her legs. "I love the way you make me feel."

Leroy grinned, his piercings glinting in the dim light. "You love the way I fuck you, don't you, Hol?" he asked. More statement than question – his words intended as much for me as they were for her. "You love the way my big black cock feels deep inside you."

Holly hesitated, stroking his cheek, looking deep into his dark eyes as she glanced over in my direction – but still too ashamed to make actual eye contact.

Then she nodded, her eyes gleaming back at her young lover with desire. "Yes," she breathed. "I love it."

"You love it better than your husband, huh?" Leroy asked, a wicked smile playing on his lips.

At first, Holly hesitated, her eyes darting towards my vantage point before her nerves at my reaction held her back.

But then she seemed to make a decision, turning to me, silently mouthing the words, ‘I love you … forgive me’ and then looking back at the youngster. "Yes, better than Richard."

Hearing those words felt like a knife through my heart. The facts themselves didn’t shock me – I’d not been blind and deaf these last four weeks. But rather it was the way she said it – with such emotional connection – and the fact that she was saying such painful, contentious things out loud in a situation when she was in our bed with him while I was just feet away with no emotional escape route.

I physically cringed, every muscle in my chest and throat cramping. ‘Holly, my love … did you have to say that? No matter how true, did you really have to say that?’ Her words, the whole moment making me realize just how much our relationship had changed since Leroy entered our lives? Making me wonder if it was already too late to turn back now? Making me wonder if my one-month ultimatum was nothing more than a pipe-dream, a fig-leaf for my sanity to avoid facing harsh truths about our new reality.

I forced myself to breathe – her words now just a dull ache. I couldn't deny the truth of them. Holly had never looked at me the way she looked at Leroy these days – not even in our earliest days of dating. She’d never spoken to me with such raw, unfiltered desire.

But even as the pain throbbed, I couldn't help but feel a twisted sense of satisfaction at seeing her so happy and alive.

When Leroy had slowly slid all fat ten inches deep into Holly’s once tight pussy, he began to move inside her, my wife’s moans growing louder, her body writhing beneath him as she gave herself over to the pleasure of a virile and well-endowed young lover.

Despite my pain – despite what she’d said, I watched, transfixed, as they moved together, their bodies entwined in a dance as old as time itself.

Each time our young renter thrust deep, Holly arched her back, her fingers tangling in his beaded dreadlocks, pulling him closer, pulling him deeper, her eyes crushed tight from the exquisite, almost unbearable sensations.

"Fuck, yes ... just like that," she breathed out, her voice shallow from her exertions, from the magic damage that huge cock was doing to her innards. Leroy's powerful thrusts unmet by her hips thrusting back – she was too far gone, all she was fit for was mewling her pleasure and acting as a glove sleeve for his huge black cock.

The sight of her generous breasts, now marked by new love bites, jiggling in time with each new thrust was equally erotic as the arch of her back and the neediness of her moans. Their soft, Jello-like wobble, topped by her swollen teats totally hypnotic to my addled brain.

I watched from the armchair, unable to avert my gaze, as every part of Holly's body continued to writhe in pleasure beneath her young lover’s tattooed frame. Up close and involved – even in this kinky, side-stooge way – was a thousand times more erotic and more painful than just watching from the shadows.

As the youngster continued to pound on her, I couldn't tear my eyes away from the sight of his thick, dark cock sliding effortlessly in and out of her, filling her completely in a way I never could. His cock so long and his pounding action so deep that his fat cockhead had to have been knocking right at the entrance to Holly’s womb.

"Look at me, Holly," Leroy commanded, his tone shot through with ownership. She obeyed, her blue eyes locking onto his with an emotional intensity that sent a shockwave through my core. The two of them moving together with a harmony and closeness that spoke of more than just physical attraction. Making me think back to all my earlier fears from when I’d seen their closeness by the pool and had to listen as the twins told their mom they loved Leroy almost as much as they loved daddy.

Still following his command, their eyes were still looked together as I saw her lips start to move. " I can't get enough of you," she confessed between gasps, her hands exploring the contours of his sinewy, muscular frame.

"You make me feel so alive," she smiled, both of them already forgetting my presence. Earlier comments encouraged by Leroy may have been for me – but this was all for them, one hundred percent for them. A fact that made Holly’s words sting even more – there was no acting here - just pure, unadulterated truth. The sting only made slightly better by a weird, twisted pride that I loved Holly enough to allow her to have these experiences with Leroy. No matter how difficult it felt – my martyred sacrifice something that was easier to dwell on than the strange, sick pleasure of enjoying my wife coming all over another man’s dick.

"Richard doesn't make you feel like this, does he?" Leroy teased, smirking as Holly shuddered beneath him. The look in his eyes telling me this was still for their benefit rather than mine – this was all about getting Holly to admit the truth to herself.

"No," she whispered, her voice barely audible, "he doesn't."

My heart clenched painfully at her words.

Was my desire to see Holly fulfilled and alive pushing her into Leroy's arms in a way that we’d never end – even not after another month of giving them freedom? A painful thought made even more significant as I watched the way Leroy's hands roamed over her body, each touch a statement of possession and dominance. Yet in each touch there was also care, a tenderness that contradicted his tough exterior.

"Only I can ever make you feel this way," he whispered into her ear, his words a mixture of truth and challenge.

"Yes..." Holly's reply was barely audible, but instant - a mix of devotion and something darker - infatuation, addiction perhaps.

The whole scene marked a step forward from how the two of them had made love before – of how I’d been enabled to watch.

It was hugely sexy and erotic, but it also filled me with a deep sense of unease about where our marriage would go in a months’ time when Holly’s hall pass expired.

I realized that I was losing control over my own desires, just as Holly seemed to be losing control over hers. With each orgasm she shared with Leroy, I felt a part of her slipping further away from me. I knew I had to stick to my earlier decision – no matter how hard Holly might not want to end things with Leroy.


Chapter 14

What a day! Weren’t Saturdays meant to be restful and for relaxation and recovery? Hardly the description that could be applied to the last few hours.

From when Holly had returned at three in the morning with Leroy and his best buddy Kamal in tow – until the errand I’d just completed, the whole day had been a smorgasbord of stress and strain … of emotional highs and lows.

And now, as I drove away from Debbie's house, the rearview mirror showed an empty backseat.

My journey across town had originally been to collect the twins – to bring them home for a wholesome family Saturday.

But as I’d driven across from our place, my mind filled with the sights and sounds of the last few hours, I’d come to a different conclusion. A conclusion that Holly and I needed some time without the kids, time so we could talk.

So driving back, there were no twins on the backseat chattering about this and that – about what they were about to do or had just done.

No, even though we’d already ‘imposed’ on Holly’s twin sister to add our two to her own brood on Friday night, Saturday morning had been a near identical replay.

“Deb … she’s a little too embarrassed to ask, but Holly could really do with a break … there’s a few things she wants to discuss without the risk of little ears listening … would you mind? You know how the twins love being with your gang … love being with you…”

Just the smallest of white lies … it was me not Holly who was trying to clear the decks … to give us undisturbed time and space for the husband and wife talk I felt Holly and I desperately needed.

‘Holly … after everything last night, we need to talk.’

That was all my text said. No light-touch tenderness … no use of ‘x’ or ‘darling’ … she needed to be ready for what was coming.

My grip on the steering wheel tightened as I navigated the familiar streets towards home - last night's images flickering in my mind. Leroy's hands on Holly, his dark skin against her pale flesh, the effects of his long fat cock on my wife’s sensibilities – that much I’d grown used to through their nightly sessions these last few weeks.

Those kinds of memories and images no longer shocked me so much – they were already ‘priced in’.

But the way I’d seen her behaving at the campus party … letting numerous unknown young men paw at her body, caress those parts of her that belonged to me ... and then there was the whole thing with the young black giant, Kamal! These were truly shockers, making my clenched knuckles white as I tried to focus on driving.

Kamal, that young man who’d felt her up right in front of me … who’d assumed he was going to get to fuck her right in front of me … the young man who’d had the audacity to tell Holly he’d be getting to fuck her soon and that she wouldn’t be disappointed!

Thinking about how Holly had not only allowed all this but had positively loved being treated this way clawed at my insides - a potent mix of jealousy and fear. A mix that if I was honest was also laced with an undeniable but embarrassing level of thrill.

I replayed the scenes from when she’d allowed herself to be sandwiched between two horny young guys. Replayed how she’d allowed them to fondle her … replayed the way her eyes had closed, her head thrown back in surrender, offering her delicate pale neck to their energetic kisses, laughing and positively floating with pleasure as she relived her younger years.

How could I ever compete with this? When all this craziness was meant to come to an end in just a few weeks’ time, how could she ever resist this temptation … just a mile or so down the road on the campus … now that she’d had a taster, how could she manage to resist the siren calls back to her younger, wilder days?

"Damn it," I muttered as the tires squealed - my mental distraction causing the car to take a turn way too sharply.

‘Why had I let this all happen? Why had I let it get so out of control? Was she lost to me, consumed by the raw passion only Leroy and other young men like him could offer? Had I been the world’s biggest fool, letting her relieve her fantasies of her pre-mom, pre-wife carefree years? Letting her live them without properly thinking through the consequences? My love for her blinding me to how things would likely develop…’

My one-month deadline loomed – a deadline she’d agreed. Albeit one she’d agreed reluctantly – a compromise between my wish to end things now and her desire of no term limits at all on her hall pass for her nightly visits to the basement.

But could I survive a whole month? After last night’s events, the question loomed of what new horrors the next month might hold. What new events and emotional tortures would a whole month of her escalating relationship with Leroy and his friends hold?

Surely, knowing there was a hard stop, the two of them would seek to accelerate and push things? Bizarrely, the only thing that might act as a brake was the possessiveness towards Holly that our young renter had shown the night before – a feeling strong enough for him to dismiss another male who could have battered him if he’d seen fit.

And even if I could survive it, what about the possibility of Holly’s refusal to end the tryst – a possibility that gnawed at the core of my soul. Based on how she’d been behaving, could Holly be trusted to stick to our agreed one-month limit … a limit she’d never wanted.

Fear twisted my stomach in knots as I considered Holly’s infatuation with our young renter and his bad-boy ways and huge cock. Leroy gave her something I couldn’t.

Approaching forty, she may have grown a little frustrated, but taking all the years of our marriage as a whole, Holly had been more than satisfied with our love life.

But now, after she’d tasted Leroy, would I ever be enough for her? Still trying to focus on the road as I recalled her moans, her look of ecstasy as Leroy took her, the sheer animalistic pleasure that contorted her beautiful face.

I remembered how her body arched into Leroy's touch, her breath hitching with every thrust. I could almost hear the slap of flesh, the whispered obscenities, the sweet scent of sin in the air. Sights and sounds that were so distant from Holly’s normal daily life, focused so heavily around the needs of our two chattering twins.

It was a spectacle that both repulsed and captivated me – this was my whole dilemma. The whole reason our life had gotten into this fucked up state.

My wish to do whatever it took to make Holly happy – such a loving, altruistic motive – leading to the most fucked up of consequences!

And aside from the memories of how the two of them looked so good together as lovers, there was now the memory of all the things that had been said. The things Leroy had encouraged Holly to say, words that she only resisted for the briefest of times, before looking across at me and speaking the truth. Knowing it would be difficult for me to hear, but judging that in the long run it was better I knew the truth.

Even though in my heart I’d already known much of what she said, hearing the words in her mouth had made me realize just how far short I fell in the physical stakes now. Holly’s love for me was never in doubt … but now she knew different when it came to the physical side, and this would inevitably make things really tough in a months’ time.

With all these images and dangers rattling around my head, I reached a momentous decision. A decision I knew Holly wouldn’t like – but nonetheless, one I felt I couldn’t duck.

Better to have a screaming argument now than risk what we both held dear.

As the house came into view, I shouted at myself, ‘Focus.’ My heart raced. The time had come for honesty, for difficult decisions and discussions.

"Here goes nothing," I whispered, parking the car with a sense of foreboding that made my legs feel like molten lead as I summoned the emotional strength for what lay ahead.

~~~~~    

Entering the house, I was immediately struck by the soothing melody of Holly and my favorite Kenny G album. Songs which held special memories for us. Songs we’d made love to in those magical, early times that all lovers know. Times when whole days were spent in bed. Days spent touching, talking and kissing. Days spent thrusting and receiving … moaning and sighing … days spent falling in love … the only outside distraction allowed the answering of the door, the opening of the wallet and the thrusting of notes into the hand of the food delivery guy.

The soulful sounds just before Saturday lunchtime wasn’t my only surprise – there were lit candles on the table and the scent of roast chicken and freshly baked bread wafted through the air.

Holly stood in the dining room, her beautiful face lit up by the warm glow of the candles. She looked radiant, wearing a silk robe that hugged her curves and hinted at the tantalizing secrets hidden beneath.

Despite her tiredness – she and Leroy had been still going strong when I left them at five a.m. – she looked immaculate. Her make-up just as beautiful and carefully applied as when I’d lost her to her lover at the start of Friday evening.

“Where’s lover boy then?” I asked with heavy sarcasm, “thought he might be lying around in our living room … sleeping it off, recovering after all his exertions, fucking my wife in our marriage bed. Or maybe he’s just getting washed up so he can join us for our nice romantic meal.”

Holly winced, the pain of my words written all over her face. Silent for a moment, looking like she was fighting back the urge to cry as she gathered herself.

“Guess I deserved that … didn’t I!” she blushed, looking me full on in the face. Even after everything, the loving, guilty way she looked at me made me feel bad about my verbal assault. So I tried again, offering an olive branch instead of a stinger.

"Holly, what is all of this?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper as I took in the romantic scene she’d set.

Holding the phone I’d texted to up in the air, she blushed. She walked towards me, her hips swaying gently with each step. "I wanted to do something special for you, Richard. I know I've hurt you, and I want to make things right between us," her eyes still looking hurt and watery from my earlier rebuke.

I swallowed hard, my heart racing at the thought of the previous night's events – the good thoughts, and the bad, painful thoughts.

Closing the distance, she was right next to me now. Her eyes so close I could only just focus, her breathing warm and moist. "I'm sorry, honey" she began, her voice barely above a whisper, "for last night – for letting everyone see me that way with Leroy, for dancing with the guys like that ... and for Kamal, for the way I behaved with Kamal." Her cheeks flushed with shame, the visual echo of her guilt. "It was disrespectful to you, to us. Especially after you’ve been so wonderful and loving in letting me do all this … It won't happen again … I promise…"

Our eyes met, hers dampened by tiny droplets of regret, her own emotions mirroring the conflict that gnawed at my insides.

I saw the woman I loved, the mother of my children genuinely guilty and regretful at how she’d treated me ... at how she’d behaved, causing me such worry and pain.

But I also saw the sensual enigma who wanted to be carefree and happy like her two best friends. Who wanted to have her cake and eat it. Who wanted to have the joys of a loving husband and loving children whilst also being free to crave another man's touch. To relive her youthful excesses.

And that was the whole dilemma. The two Hollys … the two conflicting sets of desires … a conflict I was no longer sure I was strong enough to handle.

"I'm sorry, Richard," Holly said, her voice filled with deep and genuine remorse. "I never meant to hurt you … not last night … not before that either.”

“Honey, I was just so caught up in the moment, in all those memories … and I let things go too far … way too far. I promise you, honey, nothing like that will ever happen again…"

Her face full of earnest intent and seriousness, as if repeating the promise again would persuade me that she really did have the strength within her to resist the next time Leroy started playing his mind games.

Looking at her ... feeling and knowing her love for me, her love for us … I didn’t doubt her intent. But the question was whether this was enough for me. Knowing what I knew, knowing what I’d heard her say out loud the night before.

I stared into her eyes, searching for signs of just how strong she was to resist the games and temptations Leroy would lay before her. What I saw was determination. But determination allied to the same uncertainties and doubts I felt in my own heart.

I’d entered the house determined to push through with my new decision. To push through with my original decision. That things between Holly and Leroy had to end now.

But seeing all the trouble Holly had gone to. Seeing how genuinely sorry and full of regret she was … I felt my certainty start to waver.

‘What about Leroy?’ I thought to myself, the thought only half-formed, only in my mind, not said out loud. But as wives so often do, Holly intuited my thought.

“Do you want me to stop seeing Leroy? Would that help make things better? Undo some of the damage and hurt from last night?”

Now that it was Holly making the offer – rather than me demanding it – somehow it lost some of its power to please me. And somehow the fears associated with this path seemed stronger.

“Can you? Could you?”

Still looking deep into my eyes, Holly took a deep breath before continuing. " I can't deny that I'm attracted to him … and that the sex is out-of-this-world amazing…” She was kind enough not to make comparisons, we’d already had enough of that last night.

“And I have loved being able to have a little bit of what Tracey and Trish have .. to relive my past … but if giving him up now is what I have to do to put things right between you and me, honey … then that’s what I’ll do … and gladly do…”

“What Leroy and I have is purely physical.” Not totally true, I thought to myself, but I got her point and didn’t fight it.

“Me and Leroy, honey, it doesn't change anything between you and me … it doesn’t change the way I feel about you, honey. You're my husband and I love you more than anything." It might change how you see me as a lover, but I let that one pass as well.

“So, if you want me to give him up now, then I will, honey … because it’s you and me, you and me and the twins that’s what’s important in all this.”

I felt a wave of relief wash over me, but it was quickly replaced by a pang of fear. A pang of fear and a sense of anti-climax, a sense of disappointment, like when your favorite TV-series comes to an end and you’re left wondering ‘what next’, ‘how am I gonna fill that hole.’

I couldn't help but feel threatened by Leroy's youth and physical prowess. Holly loved me, but I was an average and aging middle-aged guy. He was everything I wasn't, and the thought of Holly being with him made me feel inadequate and insecure.

But as I looked into Holly's eyes, I knew that I didn’t want this to stop just yet. I knew that I didn’t want the danger of leaving her only party satisfied – wondering what the other half of the bottle would have tasted like.

And if I was honest, I wanted to indulge my newly discovered strange desires for another few weeks.

I pulled Holly into my arms, holding her tight, our heads on each other’s shoulders, feeling the dampness of a handful of tears, knowing she was crying just a little despite her best efforts to mask it.

"I love you, Holly," I whispered, my voice thick with emotion. "I just want us to be happy."

She looked up at me, a soft smile playing on her lips. Neither of us had said it, but we both knew we had a huge decision to make.

"Whatever it is we decide, we will be happy, Richard. I promise."


Chapter 15

"Let's go upstairs, talk about all that stuff later," Holly cooed softly, her voice laced with genuine longing for the two of us to be close after the emotional stress of the last few hours.

As we entered our bedroom, I had to fight back the angry thoughts of what I’d seen and heard in this same room just a few hours ago.

Seeing the pain in my face, fearing her earlier efforts were all unravelling, Holly doubled down on showing me her love through physical interaction. She led me to the side of the bed, wrapped her arms around my neck and brushed her fingertips gently against my chest as her eyes locked onto mine.

After all our emotional ups and downs, after seeing her so intimate with another man, feeling her touch ignited an unfamiliar fire within me, a desire that took me all the way back to how I’d felt about her in those first few giddy months of dating, all those years ago.

"Richard," she whispered, her eyes smokey with desire, her breath hot against my ear, "I need you. I need to feel your love."

Holly's hands were trembling with desire as they undid the buttons of my shirt, peeling it away as she hungrily pulled at my belt and boxers. Finally looking at me in a way that reminded me of how she looked at our young renter – it felt good to be desired in this way. Her mind going back to our early months, I was sure of it.

"I love you so much, Richard," she murmured against my chest, her breath hot and erratic as we fell into bed with an urgency we’d not known since we were both in our early twenties. The bed creaking in a way that reminded me of some of those low-grade dorm beds we’d rutted on in our youth. The kind of beds you’re fearful will break in two if you’re too energetic with your lover.

We kissed, we ran fingers through hair as if it were our very first time together. I marveled afresh at Holly's beautiful body, the curves I knew so well, feeling a surge of possessiveness towards her.

I guided myself inside her, feeling her warmth envelop me. Our bodies moved in perfect harmony, the rhythm slow, intimate and loving until Holly’s gentle pulling told me she wanted something faster and deeper.

Holly's cries were soon filling the room, unrestrained and wild in their intensity. More the kinds of sounds she made with Leroy than with me – a thought I had to choke back. This moment was for us, not him, not them.

Holly’s voice was full of sobbing gasps and high-pitched squeals - a testament to the depth of her arousal and desire for me. Her body writhed beneath me, arching into every one of my strokes, every caress designed to bring her closer to the edge. Designed to get me closer to my rival in terms of the pleasure I could give her – to make it a fairer fight.

But every thrust, every caress was also a testament to our love, a reclamation of our bond, a reclamation of a woman by her man.

"Richard!" she squealed, her nails digging half-moons into my back as she peaked, her climax washing over her in relentless waves, her whole body wracked by jolting spasms. Clinging to me, her entire being craving not just the physical release but the emotional anchor I and our marriage provided.

As I watched her face contorted in ecstasy, my mind couldn't help but wander to Leroy. I couldn't help but feel a pang of jealousy as I thought of Leroy's hands on her and how he could make her cum in ways I never could. But I quickly pushed the thought aside.

As Holly's trembling subsided, I held her close, feeling her heartbeat against my chest. In the aftermath of our lovemaking, I realized that although Leroy might be a better physical lover, that wasn’t the key thing here.

There was no denying he could give her things I couldn't. Whole evenings filled with wild, crazy, sexy euphoria; the taboo thrill of forbidden interracial coupling with a man much, much younger than her.

But as Holly's heartfelt whispers of love reached my ear, I knew the truth. What Leroy offered was fleeting and mostly physical; what we had was eternal and emotional – two souls joined together and mating for life.

Leroy might be the better lover in the carnal, sexual sense. Yet, as Holly's body slowly relaxed against mine, her breathing evening out, I felt a surge of confidence.

Love wasn't a competition. My insecurities about my own abilities faded into insignificance because I had something Leroy would never have: Holly's heart, her gratitude, her love.

"Richard," she sighed contentedly, her voice laced with post-coital haze, "you're everything to me … you do know that, right?”

I kissed her playfully on the nose – like so many men, a little uncomfortable with deep emotional moments. Kissing her on the lips. “I know … and you’re my everything too …”

Kissing me back, she smiled lovingly. "Thank you for letting me explore … thanks for letting me have these two months of freedom.” My reaction half wincing grimace, half a tiny smile. Even now, even in an intimate husband-wife moment like this, she was so needy for Leroy that she wasn’t missing any opportunity to nudge the decision in the direction we both knew she really wanted.

She may have offered to stop seeing him, to end their affair right now, but we both knew this wasn’t the outcome she really wanted.

“We’ll see about that, Hol,” I teased back, sending a signal that I knew exactly what her game was.

“These next few weeks, I might want to keep you all for myself” I goaded gently, knowing in my heart I meant it more than just a little. My need for her was strong, even if I knew it would leave her feeling more than a little disappointed if I didn’t allow her a swansong with her young and well-hung lover.

~~~~~    

Lying there, in the tangled sheets, we felt supremely close – supremely reconnected.

We’d managed a round two of love making – not exactly Leroy levels of sexual performance – but not bad for a couple together for nearly two decades, a couple approaching the milestone of the big four-zero.

Now truly spent and satisfied, Holly's head lay snug on my chest, her breath warm against my skin, and we drifted into that intimate space reserved for lovers who have shared not just their bodies but their deepest love.

"I love how alive this makes me feel," she murmured, her voice a gentle purr that vibrated through me, her topic the first time either of us had allowed thoughts of Leroy to intrude into our husband-and-wife special space.

"So alive … It’s like I'm reliving those wild college days with Tracey and Trish."

I chuckled – after the meal, the apologies and two rounds of love making – I was in a generous mood. A mood to be indulgent. "Yeah, what’s not to like? You’re the girl with the best of both worlds! The loving, doting husband … the family life with our wonderful twins … and the exciting young lover."

My words were light, teasing, but inside there was still a shadow of pain – a shadow I couldn’t hide from the woman who’d shared my life for so many years.

"Richard?" Holly lifted her head, her eyes searching mine.

It was then I let the facade crack, the raw truth of my fears spilling out in a rush. Grasping her hand and maybe for the first time, fully and totally sharing my fears.

"I'm scared, Holly. Scared and jealous as hell … terrified I'll lose you. It's hard not to feel inadequate when you're with someone who can give you things that I can't. What if you can't end it with Leroy … you know, when the month’s up?"

She pulled back to look at me, her hand cupping my face, "I love you, Richard. Only you. This thing with Leroy, it’s just physical, it doesn't change how I feel about you … about us."

I kissed her – feeling reassured by the way she looked at me, by the honesty of her words. But something deep inside me didn’t want to drop it. Wanted to put my lips to the snake bite … to suck the venom, feel it’s burn … convincing myself hearing the truth would somehow help.

"Tell me," I said, my voice barely above a whisper, "tell me about it. About him. I need to know."

"Are you sure?" Holly's eyes flickered with concern – about whether I could handle it, about whether all our re-bonding was just about to be undone.

"Yes … I’m sure … I need to hear it … hear the truth … always the truth…"

"Alright," she began, her words nervous and quiet, anxious at my reaction … but definitely honest … graphic and honest.

"Having sex with Leroy is... exhilarating. There's this thrill, this... bad boy danger that comes with being with him. It's nothing like us, Richard. We’re loving and tender … with him it's carnal, it's raw and animalistic. It's like tapping into a side of myself I’d forgotten existed. The old me, the me back at college, led on by Tracey and Trish, rebelling against mom and dad and the way they’d raised me…"

"So that really excites you?" I pressed. My heart hammering against my ribs, feeling like I’d just asked the dumbest question in the world, but for some strange reason needing and wanting to hear more. The venom wasn’t all gone yet.

"Yes, it really, really excites me … it's so taboo, isn't it?" Holly's voice dropped to a husky whisper, her eyes alive, thinking back to what it felt like. "A married white woman with a young black man. It's like every forbidden fantasy rolled into one."

"And his aggressive, dominant way?" Why did I keep pressing?

"It's just... different. There's a part of me that craves that rawness, that control. But it's not what I want forever. It's not what I want with you." Her eyes held mine, pleading for understanding.

I swallowed hard, trying to process everything Holly had just shared.

It was difficult to hear, but I needed to know the truth, and I appreciated her honesty.

"Thank you for telling me, Holly," I said softly. Even after what I’d heard last night, and even after what I’d seen these last few weeks, this was the first real heart-to-heart, really deep conversation Holly and I had been able to have about why it was that Leroy ‘did it’ so much for her. So different to all the other men she’d known in her life.

"Look, Holly, hun … I won’t pretend it wasn’t hard, hearing some of that … but thanks for being honest … it helps … I never want there to be any secrets between us … NEVER…”

“Me neither,” the love of my life replied, intertwining her long, elegant fingers through mine in that most intimate of ways. Kissing me as a new spark appeared in her eyes.

"His cock, Richard,” oh fuck, was I ready for this, “it's so big and thick, all those gnarly veins … that huge mushroom cockhead … it’s just so manly … so powerful … and for someone so young, he knows just how to use it … when to be gentle, when to slam me hard … honestly, honey, I don’t mean to belittle you or any of my other guys before you…”

Her voice trailed off … a reaction to her seeing my beet-red face. A long, embarrassed silence now lying there in front of us.

“I guess not everyone can be good at everything,” she shrugged. “I guess that’s his thing…”

Thanks, hun … I guess that’s your gentle, or semi-gentle way of saying, ‘I love you, hun, but it’s not your thing … at least, not in the way it is for Leroy…’

She was finally done … all eulogized-out!

Despite the hardness of hearing many of things she’d just said, I was pleased and relieved that she’d been able to be so open.

All my instincts told me that the biggest danger for Holly and me was if we ever stopped being honest and communicating. As long as we obeyed these two golden rules, we had the best chance possible of coming out the other side with our marriage still in one piece. Something that couldn’t be said for Holly’s two best friends – both now divorced and looking for love all over again.

Looking deep into her eyes, I offered a simple, “Thanks,” and kissed her gently, brushing away a stray blonde hair and remembering the night I’d done something similar. At three a.m. as she’d chugged down the ice chips, struggling to give birth to our Millie and Martha.

Kissing her again, I said what I needed to say.

“Look, Holl … I know what you want,” she grimaced at that, “and I know you were genuine about your offer to stop … but just give me a little more time to think about things … to think about the next few weeks…”

That won me a smile as she kissed me on the lips, before kissing me on the nose, just as I’d kissed her earlier. A playful and loving echo, her way of telling me we’d always be a love-pair, just like those love birds that mate for life.

We snuggled closer, our bodies pressed together, curling into each other as Holly drifted off to sleep. A final kiss on her forehead making my sleepy baby smile as, exhausted from sex and stress, she drifted off.

She was soon asleep, but I was still full of nervous energy and unresolved questions. Despite my lingering doubts and fears, I did find comfort in the fact that we could be so open with each other.

And deep down, I knew that no matter what happened, Holly's love for me remained strong.

But despite these comforting facts, I still felt nervous and unsure about the huge decision I still had to make.


Chapter 16

The late November wintery, early evening sun cast a pale glow through the windshield as I navigated the familiar route home, Holly's hand resting in mine, her fingers soft and reassuring.

Taking pity on Debbie, we’d dragged ourselves out of bed to collect our two little monsters as Debbie and the brood returned from the latest Pixar early afternoon showing.

And now we were headed home.

In the backseat, the twins' chatter filled the car, lively tales of their day with Auntie Debbie spilling forth in excited bursts. Tales of games they’d played and pranks they’d pulled on their cousins – although it sounded to me like Milie and Martha’s three cousins had given as good as they’d got.

The twins’ laughter was a balm to my roiling thoughts, the innocence of their joy a stark contrast against the backdrop of the complex web Holly and I had entangled ourselves in.

"Is Uncle Leroy home?" one of the girls piped up, her voice tinged with hope, "I bet he'll read us more stories tonight!"

"Or maybe play pirates!" her sister exclaimed, bouncing in her seat. Pirates having been the theme of their afternoon movie.

Holly squeezed my hand, her thumb caressing my knuckles in a silent message of solidarity. As we turned onto our street, my stomach knotted. The thought of Leroy waiting at home sent a jolt of suspicion through me. Had Holly messaged him, signaled that the coast was clear? I pushed the thought away, focusing on the comforting weight of her touch.

We pulled into the driveway, and before I could gather my scattered emotions, the twins were out of the car like a shot, squealing with delight as they spotted Leroy on the porch. He stood there, his sinewy, inked frame silhouetted against the inside lights, his casual stance belying the undercurrent of tension I felt at his presence.

"Uncle Leroy!" they chorused, barreling towards him.

"Hey, little pirates," Leroy chuckled, his lispy voice somehow knowing the movie the twins had been watching. His eyes flickered to Holly – no doubt the source of his information - a quick exchange that spoke volumes - a flash of something illicit, a spark that ignited a strange heat within me.

Their eyes locked, and I could see the unspoken desire that flickered between them. My stomach clenched, but I reminded myself of the trust I’d placed in Holly and the boundaries we'd agreed.

Before we’d left for Debbie’s, despite my reservations, I’d given my agreement that the two of them could continue for the next four weeks.

But with a safety valve, that I could call a halt anytime things got too much for me or if I felt things were truly getting out of control between the two of them.

"Hey, Richard," Leroy called out, his voice snapping me back to the present, "good to see you. I missed you." ‘Dickhead!’ I’d only just agreed things with Holly, and he was acting like this? He may have had a big dick, but he certainly wasn’t using his supposedly big brain.

"Thanks, Leroy," I replied, trying to force a smile, "missed you too."

My response acid enough to win some kind of apology as he offered his hand in friendship. An up to follow a down as he fucked with my brain.

"Come on, let's find some treasure upstairs!" Leroy laughed, easily hoisting both twins into his arms, Martha on top of Millie, as he carried them into the house and up the stairs.

As they disappeared inside, Holly lingered for a moment, her gaze lingering on Leroy's retreating form. There it was again - that subtle shift in her posture, the way her lips parted ever so slightly, a hint of desire that made my breath catch.

"Rich?" Her voice pulled me back, as she offered a small, apologetic smile. "Are you okay?"

"Fine," I lied, mustering a smile, "just tired."

I took a deep breath, “Come on, let’s head upstairs … don’t want to miss all the fun!” A strange comment that got me a strange look from Holly as I led her upstairs after Leroy and the twins.

However strange the next few weeks might be, I was determined to be a part of this new dynamic in our lives.  I might be about to let Leroy and Holly continue their affair – but no way was I about to let him muscle me out of the lives of my beautiful little girls. Not even if that meant involving myself in his new role as a cross between surrogate big brother and the man they almost loved as much as daddy.

Crazy as it might seem, I took a deep breath as we stepped into the twins’ bedroom. A bedroom that had seemed so sweet and innocent until these last few weeks and the arrival of Leroy in our lives.

Inside, still barely able to breathe, I watched as Holly's hand brushed against Leroy's, as she handed him a storybook, the contact fleeting but charged. Leroy returned her touch with a smirk, his fingers grazing her wrist in a way that was almost possessive. Obvious to her, obvious to me – but thankfully invisible to our two little love munchkins.

"Good choice, Mommy," Leroy said, his voice low and teasing.

Holly smiled, they talked stories and characters. There was an ease to their interaction that left me feeling like an outsider, yet oddly titillated. It was a dance of looks and touches, a silent conversation that seemed to exclude me while simultaneously drawing me in.

"Let's go give them some space," I murmured to Holly, the words tasting bitter on my tongue, having to drag my own wife away from her low intensity flirting right in front of our daughters.

"Sure," she agreed, though her eyes stayed on Leroy for a moment longer than necessary.

As I listened to the sounds of laughter and play coming from the twins' room, I felt a sense of peace wash over me.

The loving, the talking, the shared honesty of the last few hours had done wonders to calm my nerves. Allowing me to be calmer and more objective.

Maybe this was just what Holly needed - a taste of adventure and excitement to balance out the responsibilities of motherhood. Like some kind of marriage and motherhood sabbatical. Maybe I should count myself lucky it was a sabbatical of the two-month variety, rather than the full twelve-month type.

And maybe, just maybe, it was what I needed too.

It was certainly true that I looked at Holly with a new hunger, a new appreciation these days. Looking at her not just as the mom to my dad, as the other adult in our little four-person unit. But looking at her as the person who’d evolved from the woman I’d seen at all those college parties. The woman I’d fallen in love with and spent countless days with – wanting nothing more than to spend time with her and make love to her.

My instincts told me that, with our deep love and our total honesty, we were going to get through this. And more than that, it was going to make us stronger and more complete as a couple.

Those instincts made me smile – even as my other instinct told me that when the pirate stories were done, when the little lady pirates were safely asleep, I was likely to see a pirate of my very own appear at the doorway. A pirate intent on carrying off my most precious treasure and only bringing her back minutes before the start of a new day.

Even so, even though I knew this was what was going to happen, the last day between me and Holly had given me a new sense of assurance that everything would work out just fine.


Chapter 17

One and a half weeks down – less than three weeks to go, until I have Holly all back to myself. A more than happy thought.

But it was Monday. A busy Monday and my mind was on other things. On work things. Like Larry, the Head of IT at the local college who’d asked to meet on campus to discuss our proposal to update the college’s antiquated ERP.

Our meeting was nearly over. It was at that small talk and pleasantries stage before he took himself off to meet the second of the three bidders for the contract.

As I shook Larry's hand, I was trying very hard to focus on our conversation. It wasn’t the conversation which was the problem – it was the venue he’d suggested, a Starbucks just opposite the college’s main gym.

Working on campus, it was a convenient and obvious choice for him. But for me, the location was a veritable minefield of danger and step-on-the-tripwire moments. Because this was the Starbucks right opposite the gym where Holly and Leroy did their joint work-out around this time of day.

Blaming an earlier overrunning meeting, Larry had switched from our office to this venue at the very last moment. My panicked call to Holly going unanswered. Larry and the college had been clients for the last ten years and so he’d met her several times over the years. And a beautiful blonde like my wife wasn’t someone a slightly paunchy, balding Head of IT like Larry would forget in a hurry. Especially as he’d always met her at company events where she knew she had to be super-friendly to Larry and the other clients.

‘Please go, please go,’ I kept praying, willing him to get into his car and drive away to his next meeting.

All the time I silently prayed, my eyes kept darting towards the door of the college gym across the street. Praying Holly and Leroy wouldn’t choose this moment to finish their routines. And praying that if they did exit the gym now, they wouldn’t be behaving in any kind of inappropriate way that would set the cat amongst the pigeons.

And then, there they were - Holly and Leroy, walking out together, looking like the perfect couple. The color draining from my face – surely something Larry had to notice.

My heart skipped a beat as I saw Holly's braless breasts bounce under her tight yoga top, the line of her thong clearly visible through her pants. The whole outfit fitting her tight like a second skin as she walked next to her young black lover.

‘Please Larry, please don’t look around.’

Miraculously he didn’t comment on my pallor – binary code was more interesting than humans to him – and my luck was truly in, as he also didn’t turn around to see what it was that gripped my attention.

‘No, please no…’

I felt a huge surge of panic as I saw Leroy wrap his arms around Holly’s waist and nuzzle her neck, his possessive grip communicating that she was his. If Larry turned around now, how the hell would we explain this away? I’d be the laughingstock of the local IT community. Larry might not be interested in my sudden loss of color – but that kind of gossip was way too juicy not to share!

Never mind the differences in their age or skin tone – this beautiful blonde MILF was his. That was the message from the arm around her and the way he stood hip-to-hip with her.

Their kiss wasn’t just a peck; it was hungry, full of a passion that sizzled through the cool campus air. Holly's arms wrapped around Leroy's neck, claiming him, and something twisted inside me at the sight. It was like watching a scene from her wild college days playing out in real time, a chapter of her life I'd never been part of.

"See you, Richard. Thanks for the coffee," Larry said, as he finally slid into his car and drove off. Not that I gave him the best of customer send offs, all my thoughts were consumed by the sight of Holly and Leroy, so openly flaunting their affair.

As Larry’s taillights disappeared round the corner, I let out a sigh of relief. He hadn't spotted Holly with another man. At least not this time.

My sense of relief lasted only seconds, my pulse soon quickening as I saw them kiss even more passionately, Holly wrapping her arms around Leroy's neck in a way that unmistakably communicated her desire for him. Her tongue probing his mouth – a make-out session that had the two young lady Starbucks baristas gawping through the window, nudging each other and smirking with jealousy.

Now that Larry had left, I found myself unable to tear my gaze away from them as they looked across at the Starbucks I was in. Thankfully, the time it took them to cross the road and the flow of traffic gave me enough time to grab a copy of the New York Times to hide behind.

Without Larry’s company, now I felt very alone. I felt invisible, on the outside looking in, but at least that gave me the chance to observe them as the laughing lovers barreled through the door, full of energy from their work out - and from the ‘new relationship’ dopamine pumping through their veins.

It was clear the staff recognized them as a couple, and I couldn't help but feel a pang of jealousy mixed with arousal.

As they stood pondering and ordering their drinks, Leroy continued to loop his arm around Holly possessively – never mind the gold band on her finger that I saw one of the baristas staring at before she whispered to her colleague.

Leroy pulled a bit of fluff out from my wife’s long blonde hair, taking the opportunity to give her a smiling kiss. An action that seemed both natural and staged for anyone who was watching.

They were a picture of romance, and the two young female baristas seemed to think they looked cute as a couple. More than a little hint of jealousy showing in the way they looked at Holly and Leroy when they thought they weren’t watched. No doubt imagining themselves in the place of the woman twenty years their senior. The woman who seemed smitten with the confident, charismatic young bad-boy with all the ink and facial piercings.

As they waited for their drinks, Leroy wrapped his arms possessively around Holly's neck, nuzzling her neck with obvious intent. Holly playfully scolded him, but her laughter and flushed cheeks revealed her true feelings.

Leroy nibbled at my wife’s ear lobe, then whispered something to her that made her giggle and blush.

"Shouldn't we wait?" Holly whispered to Leroy, face fully red as she furtively looked around the shop.

"Come on, babe," Leroy replied, his voice low but confident. "You know you want it."

As he took her hand and nodded his head gestured towards the disabled restroom, there was a painful moment of indecisiveness for Holly as she looked directly at the taller of the two baristas. Her dilemma was clear. With the twins safely at school, they’d likely fucked before going to the gym. But after an hour of exercise and looking at each other’s barely-clothed bodies, desires had been re-kindled. Blushing at the young barista, Holly was fighting a battle between social respectability and her urgent carnal desires.

After the last few weeks, I had little doubt which way Holly would go as Leroy led Holly into the disabled restroom, leaving no doubt in my mind or the minds of the young baristas as to what they were about to do.

Struggling to breathe, I realized the line between public and private was being stretched once again. Stretched to breaking point – just like it had been at that campus party just a week and a half ago.

Holly had promised me that displaying herself like that, letting unknown young strangers fondle her in public would never happen.

I guess technically she wasn’t breaking that promise – but it was a damned close-run thing! Snuggling and cuddling in public, in a place where she might be seen by people we knew … and then this … public sex with only a thin wooden door to separate what they were doing from a room full of customers!

Fuck! I hated it … but I’d be a hypocrite not to admit my fascination as I pictured what was happening behind that locked door - the sounds, the heat, the urgency.

And though it twisted my gut, my body betrayed me, my guilty erection painfully hard at the thought of the illicit scene playing out just feet away. Sweat beaded on my forehead as I imagined my wife and Leroy having sex just a few feet away from me and all the other customers.

I thought back to Holly's wild college days, and how she had always been attracted to danger and excitement. Perhaps this was another part of her way of coping with the pressures of motherhood and the looming milestone of turning forty.

Despite my arousal, part of me felt a surge of anger as I watched them.

Hell, I should have been totally and utterly outraged. But instead, I found myself making excuses for both Holly and me. Telling myself there were less than three weeks left, telling myself this was the outlet she needed, remembering the vibrant flush of her skin, the bright spark in her eyes that I saw each and every day now. A spark I hadn't seen in years. A spark that made me happy for her, proud that I’d allowed it – but also fearful of how we’d maintain it when her hall pass was finished.

The minutes dragged on – their coffee’s waiting for them on the counter, the two young baristas grinning from ear-to-ear - until finally, they emerged.

Holly's cheeks now even more flushed than when she’d gone in, her breathing slightly uneven as she rearranged her yoga top and pants.

As if these small measures could hide what they’d been up to! Her breasts were still braless, her yoga pants were still tight and revealing. Only now her braless nipples were hard and erect, poking prominently against the tight fabric – and there was no thong-line down below. No doubt her thong panties claimed as a trophy by her aggressive young lover.

If these signs weren’t enough for me and the others, Leroy sent even more signals. Ever the alpha, adjusting his belt with a swagger, a grin plastered on his face, exuding pride and possessiveness.

He even threw a wink at one of the giggling baristas, confirming without words what she already knew had just happened.

As I watched Leroy and Holly resume their romantic body language as they took their coffees from the counter, I couldn't shake the feeling that their affair was becoming more than just a temporary escape.

I’d put a limit on it – an expiry date just before Christmas that Holly had agreed to multiple times now. But Leroy’s rental agreement still had many months to run. Whatever had been said and promised, just how the hell do you put out a dumpster fire that’s burning so bright and so high?

The picture that ate away at me was one of those exploded electric cars … the battery fire impossible to douse, something the owner just needs to let run and run until there’s nothing left to burn.

Wasn’t that the picture that today’s Starbucks events had shown me? My wife and our young renter a couple out in public at a location dangerously close to where friends - Holly and my friends - might see them. And not only canoodling in public, but being none too subtle about their extra-curricular activities in the facilities set aside for other users.

It was only a week and a half since the campus argument, since Holly had agreed to my end date ultimatum. But from everything I’d seen in Starbucks, from everything I’d seen at home in the last few days, this wasn’t a relationship slowing down. This was a relationship still growing and accelerating, not a relationship entering its cool down lap.

Whatever the promises she’d made, however much she’d meant them, what the hell was going to happen in a few weeks’ time?

Was that picture of a burned-out EV car fire where our marriage was headed? A future unknown to all of us – something we just had to let run its natural course until all Holly and Leroy’s lust was burned through. Nothing left to combust.

It was a frightening thought – one which made my chest ache with fear. Especially as I had to wait what felt like an eternity until I’d find out whether Holly could control the fire as she’d promised.

Shit! Before I’d seen their lovers’ games, I’d been congratulating myself – ‘less than three weeks to go.’ Had I really thought that? Been so smug?

Those days would now seem an eternity. Starting with the talk I needed to have with Holly later. She couldn’t go around behaving like that so close to where friends and family might see her. She had to see that!

"Shit, Holly" I muttered under my breath, trying to regain control of my unruly thoughts. "What have you gotten us into?" Although to be fair, this was as much on me as it was on her. I hadn’t had to say ‘yes’ all those weeks ago. I could have fought against that cocktail of love and fear that had made me say ‘yes’.

But that was all in the distant past now. I had no choice but to hang on tight and deal with whatever would happen next.


Chapter 18

“Get your head out of your ass … honestly Richard, I don’t know where your head’s been these last few weeks … it’s like you’re here but you’re not here … just what’s gotten into you Richard? Do you need some personal time? Do you? We can never ever have another mistake like that … understand … otherwise, well … otherwise you’ll be taking lots of lots of personal time…”

I was as angry with myself as my boss was. How the hell had I missed those cost lines in the proposal? We’d won the retender from our largest client – but no wonder we’d won it, with three of the ten software modules missed from the pricing schedule, we were now committed to a ten-year contract where we were guaranteed to be under water financially for the first three years. No amount of creative account management and variance clauses was going to get back that lost money until at least the middle years of the contract.

‘… just what’s gotten into you Richard’ my boss had asked.

He might not have known, but I most certainly did know what had gotten into me.

Another week and a half had passed since the gym incident, and every day was proving a toxic mix of fear and arousal, of anxious worry and sizzling excitement.

I was emotionally and physically fried.

Holly and I had spoken after the gym incident and had promised to be more careful in future. But like a moth drawn to a light, I’d been unable to resist going back a few days later to check in to see exactly what ‘more careful’ looked like.

Turned out, ‘more careful’, meant no overt kissing or impromptu trips ‘a deux’ to the restroom. But the signs that were left – the bouncing, braless way she dressed and the tightness of her clothing and thong line … the little smiles and touches … the standing in each other’s personal space – anyone with half a brain would know the two of them were fucking each other.

When I’d seen this, I was a twisted mess. She’d made an effort, so it wasn’t like she’d not kept her word, but still…

But what aggravated me more was that my own cock had hardened in excitement when I’d seen the way they were.

Taking the two together, I’d dropped it. Partly because with only a few weeks left to go, I didn’t want to rock the boat and have another argument with Holly.

But also because I didn’t want anything to get in the way of my nightly listening and watching sessions, or to get in the way of Holly getting the pleasure and fulfilment she craved.

But the catastrophic mistake I’d made – not checking off the pricing schedule properly – was directly down to the mix of late nights and stress.

Knowing their affair would soon end, every night after the twins were asleep Holly and Leroy made the most of their time together. That old bed in the basement was getting such a serious and frequent pounding, I worried it might collapse underneath the two of them.

Holly and Leroy were obviously loving this, and despite my often-bittersweet thoughts, I was powerless to resist the urge to sneak down to the basement and watch. Each evening finding me standing in the shadows on the staircase. Half voyeur, half sentry guard against any nightmare-driven incursions from one of our two teddy-hugging, little angels. They may have grown used to seeing the little touches and smiles between mommy and their beloved Uncle Leroy, but we all took the risk of them seeing more hyper seriously.

So from around eight until around two in the morning, each night was a mix of heaven and hell. A mix of late night watching and waiting anxiously for Holly’s return to our bed. Horny and excited, lack of sleep and the stress from all the hours I lay there waiting and thinking. Worrying about what might happen when it was time for Holly to stop seeing Leroy.

A truly toxic mix in terms of its impact on my effectiveness at work – just like my boss had called it.

‘Thank heaven, in a week’s time it would return to normal,’ I thought to myself. With two young kids, we couldn’t afford for me to lose my job. Although, what ‘normal’ would look like was anyone’s guess. You don’t dine at a Michelin Star restaurant for a couple of months and then return to the local burger shack without some teething troubles!

~~~~~  

After a roasting like that from my boss – and his thinly veiled threat of firing me if there was a repeat – I’d had to escape the office an hour early. An invented doctor’s appointment fooling no-one, my boss enough of a decent human being to give me the space to lick my wounds in private,

Thank heaven it was Thursday – nearly the weekend. After the day I’d had I needed the restorative powers of a weekend.

Driving across town, the weight of the day’s events sat heavy on my chest as I navigated the familiar route home. The steering wheel felt cold under my grip, a stark contrast to the heat pooling in my gut as I crossed the halfway point.

The distance from my work troubles and the closeness of home leaving me helpless to stop my brain recalling and savoring the images of what I’d watched the night before. Some kind of self-defense mechanism to distract from the memories of my worst day since I’d started as a fresh grad.

I could feel my chest tighten as I remembered how our young renter’s dark skin contrasted against her pale body, sending shivers down my spine, even if I’d seen it so many times before. The size of his cock – how much larger he was than me, how much I knew he’d stretch Holly and give her more pleasure than I ever could – only adding to the painful excitement I felt as I remembered back.

Leroy had been so completely dominant with Holly, a dominance that seemed to be getting more pronounced the closer their affair came to its end date.

He'd handled her like she was his possession, taking total control, his strong, sinewy arms moving her around the bed and the basement as his fancy took her.

Fucking her in every position imaginable, a bestial ferocity in his eyes as he claimed her. Slamming into her from behind so he could enjoy the swinging beauty of her big boobs. Then pushing her down flat on the bed as he squatted above and fucked down into her, a picture of dominance-submission as she came twice in quick succession. He’d only allowed her a brief respite before fucking her up against the wall, his finale being to shoot his seed deep into her while her legs were wrapped tight around his back. The ultimate symbol of the closeness and desire that evolved between my wife and her young lover. 

I was gripping the wheel so tightly I nearly pulled it off as I remembered, the whole evening was so primal and base – male claiming, owning female – that it stung and enthralled in equal measure. Especially as Holly had given herself to him with a completeness and emotional depth that shook me; her moans, her whispers of submission, they were etched into my memory, haunting and arousing, making me worry all over again about whether or not she’d really be able to stop in a weeks’ time.

Despite all my mixed feelings, I was glad that Holly was happy and fulfilled. She’d never looked more vibrant and alive. ‘I need to find a way to feel alive again’ – those had been her words that had gotten this whole confusing revolution underway. Well, she certainly looked alive now and I was super happy for her and proud in the role I’d played. Even if today wasn’t exactly my all-time favorite – maybe I did need to dwell on the positives after a day like the one I’d had!

But however happy I was for her, there was still a strong relief building within me that the end of this chapter was in sight.

Pulling into the driveway, I felt that familiar gnawing anxiety in the pit of my stomach – unsure of what sights and sounds would greet me.

Letting myself in quietly, I immediately caught the sound of laughter coming from the living room, the innocent giggles of my daughters mingling with the deeper tone of two adult voices.

Stil in the hallway, I peered around the corner, my chest tightening at the sight before me.

There they were, Holly, Leroy, and the twins, contorted in a game of Twister, limbs intertwined.

No matter how sexual and carnal the night time games I watched between Holly and our young renter – it was always seeing him with Holly and the twins that stressed me out the most. The adult, sexual things was one thing – but seeing him as some kind of surrogate, pseudo replacement for me in these everyday family events was the hardest to swallow. The balance between pleasure and pain totally unbalanced – all pain and no pleasure!

Trying to calm myself, I grimaced as I watched Leroy's hand ‘accidentally’ brush against Holly's thigh, lingering just a moment too long.

Neither of the twins noticed, but Holly looked up at him, a flash of desire sparking in her eyes even as she chastised him with a playful slap.

Leroy but his lips right next to Holly’s ear, whispered something that made her blush and giggle, earning him another slap before she addressed her inquisitive daughters, explaining, “Leroy’s being a naughty boy.”

A response that had our innocent seven-year-olds giggling as much as their mother. “Leroy’s a naughty boy … a naughty boy,” they parroted back in stereo, delighted that someone so much older than them could also be told off in the same way their mommy so often rebuked them.

With the giggling over, the game continued.

"Mommy … right foot, green," the voice of my elder daughter Millie chirped, oblivious to the charged exchange.

"Good job, babe," Leroy murmured in his normal lispy voice - sending a shiver down Holly's spine, despite allowing for generational differences, I still wasn’t used to him addressing Holly like that in front of the girls.

"Uncle Leroy … right foot, yellow," Millie’s bossy little voice commanded as she shook her blonde head as a ‘no’ to her sister’s request to share the gamemaster duties.

Leroy maneuvered himself, the command taking his right foot up and over mommy’s downward dog yoga position. Giving him the perfect chance to tumble onto the mat, bringing Holly down with him.

The twins erupted into laughter, but the fall was far from innocent. Leroy's body pressed against Holly's – to adult eyes, the physical contact clearly crossing the line from platonic play to something much more intimate. They locked eyes, a silent conversation passing between them, one that screamed of what they wanted to do to each other when the twins were safely asleep.

I stood frozen in the hallway, ensnared in a web of conflicted emotions. Aroused, jealous – but more than anything, hugely concerned that this affair had spun out of control and broken into our real lives.

It was a sudden and startling revelation, seeing how easily the boundaries had blurred, how the forbidden thrill of their intimacy had seeped into the fabric of our real family life.

I clenched my fists, feeling a surge of jealousy and protectiveness. Readying myself to intervene and let Holly and Leroy know they’d gone too far.

"Uncle Leroy fell on Mommy!" Martha squealed, her high-pitched voice breaking through, pulling me back even as I was halfway to the doorway. Making me realize I had to handle this thing with care if we were to avoid an explosion that could harm the girls.

"Oopsie-daisy!" Holly laughed, her voice tinged with a hint of breathlessness that spoke volumes.

As I watched from the hallway, I felt the tension in my shoulders as I grappled with anger and actions. Never mind what I had or hadn’t agreed to - jealousy and fear ran through my veins like molten lava at the sight of my wife, the mother of my children, like this with her lover right in front of our impressionable young girls.

Just at that moment - Holly's gaze drifted toward the hallway door, and for a second, our eyes met. A flush crept up her neck, and she mouthed a ‘Sorry.’

Leroy pulled her back into the game, her smile returned, and I knew that apology was as much for herself as it was for me. An apology that was ‘too little, too late’ – it would never have happened if she’d not responded to Leroy’s earlier signals.

"Hi, Daddy!" the twins shouted, interrupting my thoughts as they ran over to hug me – wrapping them in my arms, clutching their wriggling little bodies to me felt wonderfully reassuring amongst this sea of uncertainties.

The game finally finished, Holly looked up at me, her eyes filled with love and guilt.

And Leroy... he just smirked in that infuriatingly confident way he had, as if he knew exactly what was going through my mind.

That smirk, everything that happened made me realize just how much the boundaries between Holly's affair and our family life had become dangerously blurred, and I couldn't help but worry about possible consequences. Both in terms of the relationship between Holly and her young lover, and also if ever any of this became known to our girls or our wider family.

I’d cooled a little – this was on me and my desires as much as it was on Holly’s enjoyment of the sex with her dominant young lover. But even so, I knew Holly and I had to have a serios talk.

Another one! Never the best of signs…

~~~~~    

"Mommy, can you come up and help me?" one of the twins asked Holly, her innocent voice cutting through my thoughts. Holly smiled and moved towards the staircase to assist Martha, her hand brushing Leroy's as she adjusted, passing by him. This time genuinely accidental – nonetheless, a shiver ran through me, part arousal, part jealousy. Would this tension between them ever truly go away? Was anything really going to change in a week as I’d demanded it did.

"Sure thing, sweetheart," Holly replied, her voice warm and loving as she started climbing. Despite the turmoil inside me, I knew Holly would always give her absolute all to be the best mother she could be. And yet, I knew the blurring of lines that seemed to be getting more pronounced with each passing day made this more and more difficult for her.

Three minutes later – emergency over – she was back downstairs, her soft words interrupting my thoughts.

"Are you okay, honey?" Holly asked suddenly, her blue eyes filled with concern as they met mine. I tried to smile reassuringly, my lips moving, but my eyes telling the truth.

"Of course, babe," I lied, swallowing hard. "Just tired after a long day at work." That bit was true, although only sharing about five percent of what had actually happened. Knowing I had to talk to her about what had happened playing Twister, no way was I going to muddy the waters by mentioning about my boss’s thinly veiled threat of being fired if anything similar ever happened again. We already had enough difficult topics to discuss without throwing that little gem onto the bonfire.

Holly headed towards the kitchen, passing Leroy again. The twins were safely upstairs. He gently caught her fingers as she passed and I watched as our young renter’s heavily inked hand slid up Holly's thigh, the tenderness in his touch a stark contrast to the rough, animalistic way he had taken her the night before.

The memory of last night’s encounter – the raw power and dominance he had exuded, seared into my mind. Sure, there was a deeply erotic aspect to it, but in other ways, it was almost as painful as the roasting my boss had given me earlier.

The images played on a loop in my mind. The way despite being so much younger than Holly, he’d aggressively pinned her against the wall, his muscular body pressing into her, his fingers digging into her hips as he drove himself into her.

She’d cried out, loved it, loved being taken as her nails raked down his back, her body writhing beneath the assault of his huge cock stretching her wide, slamming deep into her tummy, right up to the entrance to her womb.

And I’d watched, shamelessly unable to tear my eyes away from the erotic spectacle before me.

I still wanted Holly to be happy, to feel fulfilled, to have the same kinds of experiences as her friends Tracey and Trish - but I also feared the consequences.

As I watched him stroke her thigh gently – a tender downpayment for something much more forceful that she’d get when the twins were asleep - I couldn't help but feel a pang of insecurity.

I had many attributes, but in other ways, Leroy was everything I wasn't - young, strong, confident, and unapologetically sexually dominant. In these masculinity stakes, part of me felt a pale comparison, like I was somehow less of a man because I couldn't give Holly the excitement and sexual ecstasy that he could.

But as I continued to watch as his hand moved to gently cup her breast, I realized that I had something Leroy didn't - a deep, abiding love for Holly and our children.

I’d built a life with her, a home filled with laughter and love. That was something far more lasting, far more wholesome than the temporary pleasures he could offer.

After sharing a tender kiss, Holly kissed his cheek and headed into the kitchen to start preparing dinner. Looking back over her shoulder, “Rich, honey … I’ve missed you … why don’t you come in and keep me company as I get everything ready … help me chop and cut…”

‘He gets the steak … I get to help prepare it,’ a dark, self-pitying voice whispered. But I dismissed it – Holly had seen the sadness and stress in my eyes and wanted to share herself with me, to take my pain away, and her words were a signal to Leroy that it was me not him she wanted right now.

~~~~~  

Holly stood in the kitchen already washing veg, her back to me. I watched the muscles in her shoulders tense and relax under the thin fabric of her T-shirt – the fabric Leroy had been cupping seconds ago - as she swilled off dirt and chemicals. It was a mundane task, but nothing felt mundane in our crazy, out of control life anymore.

"Hey," I said, announcing my arrival - my voice betraying a hint of the turmoil inside me.

She turned, her wet hands leaving damp prints on her hips. "Hey yourself," she replied, a wry smile dancing on her lips. As ever, her smile could twist me in two and break me. The air between us crackled with unspoken words, a complicated mix of lust and love that was new and that we were only just beginning to understand. Normal married love and lust so simple in comparison – a beach pony compared to taming a Kentucky stallion.

We looked at each other – eyes talking, lips stilled – both thinking similar but slightly misaligned things.

In a week, this would all end. A part of me ached for that finish, for the slow but painful return to normalcy - whatever that would mean now!

But another part of me, a guilty, shadowy corner of my psyche, recoiled at the thought of snuffing out the relationship that had ignited so much arousal within Holly... and, truth be told, within myself.

"Are you okay?" Holly's voice sliced through my reverie, her eyes searching mine for the truth.

"I'm... wrestling with things," I admitted, leaning against the doorway. "Part of me can't wait for life to go back to how it was. But there's this other part..." I trailed off, unable to put into words my tangled mess of emotions.

"Richard..." Holly approached, her hand finding mine, a lifeline amidst the storm of a hugely difficult day.

"I’d never, ever want to do anything to hurt you … to hurt us. This... Leroy... it's been wild, yes. But it doesn't touch what we have, what we've built…"

She knew me so well … she was pitch perfect … had said just the right thing … she’d not denied what we both knew to be true about what was happening between her and Leroy … but she’d put in context … in just a few words reinforcing my own defense in my more paranoid and troubled moments.

Her reassurance was a wonderful balm, but it couldn't totally soothe the deeper itch - the question of whether our long-term foundation had shifted irreversibly.

I squeezed her hand, the connection grounding me, even as fear gnawed at my gut.

"Can we really stop all this in just one week’s time?" I murmured, half to myself.

"Maybe we don't need to," she whispered back, her breath hot against my ear. "Maybe we just learn to live with the magic it's shown us."

Oh fuck, honey! Oh fuck! How can you so easily just undo all the good you just did? Now my feet felt like they were back over that cliff edge – back peddling against thin air.

The trouble was, what she’d said was a seductive thought, one that promised excitement and did away with all the difficulties of transition. The difficulties of snatching back a toy that both of us were enjoying playing with.

But it also promised a future where the lines between fidelity and infidelity blurred into insignificance.

Could our marriage withstand such a transformation? Holly might be able to withstand a future like that – but could I?

"Let's just take it one day at a time," I suggested, playing for time – not wanting to provoke an argument.

Holly nodded, her forehead resting against mine. "One day at a time."


Chapter 19

Despite her last words, I felt a lot better after our dinner-preparation discussion. The hot beats of a scalding shower making me feel a whole lot better – focusing on the positive.

I was damned good at my job! One fuck-up, one screw-up didn’t gainsay that. And Holly’s words had been no worse than my own thoughts – she was basically just musing on the positives if we did let things run-on. Hadn’t I done the very same thing myself?

So, freshly showered, freshly clothed – as I descended the stairs, I allowed myself to wallow in the positive side of our kitchen chat.

A positivity that lasted until about one second after I rounded the corner and looked into the living room.

The twins were still upstairs and right there in our family living room, I found them, entwined on the couch, fully clothed but for Leroy's hand resting just a little too high on Holly's thigh.

"Hey, honey!" Holly giggled, not the slightest hint of guilt evident on her face.

Leroy didn't flinch. He just smirked, that damned smirk that said, ‘she’s mine as long as I’m here … never mind your silly rules … your time limits … she’ll want me, not you as long as I’m here under your roof … deal with it!’

Never mind who his friends were, what his background was … right then, I’d have happily punched him in the face … deal with the consequences later.

Taking a deep breath, I controlled my urgent desire to push his teeth through the back of his neck and limited myself to a simple, "Holly, we need to talk," my voice shaking with emotion.

"Okay, honey,” Holly replied, nervous as she took in my agitated tone and my barely hidden temper. “But after we’ve eaten … the twins will be down in a minute…”

~~~~~  

I sat at the dinner table, my fork barely touching the food Holly had lovingly prepared. Across from me, she laughed a little too keenly at something Leroy said.

Their eyes locked over the table – not noticed by the twins, but most definitely noticed by me - a conversation between them that left me on the outside looking in

The twins giggled, oblivious to the charged atmosphere, their innocent chatter a stark contrast to the three-way undercurrents swirling around the table.

"Daddy," Millie giggled, oblivious to the underlying tension. "Leroy's making Mommy laugh! Just like when we played Twister…"

‘Out of the mouths of babes and sucklings…’ I bit my tongue.

"Isn't it nice when everyone's happy?" Martha chimed in, her voice filled with childlike innocence.

"Sure is," I forced myself to mutter - holding my real thoughts deep, until I was alone with Holly - picking at my food while my mind replayed the events of the Twister game earlier and where Leroy’s hand had been on Holly’s thigh when I’d returned from my shower.

"Uncle Leroy, you're so funny!" Millie's voice cut through the tension, her laughter ringing pure and untainted.

"Can you do another handstand like in Twister?" Martha chimed in, clapping her hands gleefully.

Leroy threw them a wink and flexed an arm in mock preparation. "Maybe later, if you eat all your greens your mom’s worked so hard to cook…" he teased. But his gaze slid back to Holly as the twins hoovered down their veg, lingering on the curve of her neck as she leaned forward to refill his glass. Just the smallest of gestures – but it showed she was more tuned in to her young lover’s needs than to the emotional turmoil beating in her husband’s chest.

Gazing at Holly at the family dinner table - was he deliberately mocking me?

All his earlier shows of respect thrown to the wind, nothing more than a mirage to win our trust – break down our barriers.

Those gazing looks signaled his behavior had now switched to aggressive and careless. My instincts telling me this was his response to the impending time limit I’d set on their affair. ‘If I’m gonna go down, better go down swinging’ an old and true adage that looking at him I knew was coursing through his mind.

Holly laughed so hard at Martha’s handstand question she nearly spilt her drink - her laugh a sound I normally found endearing, but now it was for another man and the sound knotted my stomach tight.

"Careful there, Holly," Leroy said, his voice low and suggestive, "wouldn't want you to spill anything."

"Wouldn't be the first mess I've cleaned up today," she replied, the double entendre hanging heavy in the air – lost on the twins, but clearly understood by me and Leroy, sending another shiv hard into my gut.

Holly blushed, knowing she’d gone too far. Maybe her misstep caused by the expensive red wine Leroy had brought to the dinner table - not a normal Wilson family staple.

Holly mouthed ‘sorry’ again, only this time it felt a little less genuine than the first time she’d mouthed it. Maybe Leroy’s careless ‘end-of-an-era’ attitude was catching.

"Mommy, can I have more juice?"

Millie's request snapped us away from double entendres and back to the innocence of the family setting, yet the image of Holly's fingers brushing against Leroy's hand as she passed the pitcher lingered in my mind, burning behind my eyelids. Coming so soon after her mouthed ‘sorry’, the grazed hand touch just made my emotions burn even more. Made me think that this time ‘sorry’ had really just been for show.

~~~~~ 

Dinner was finished – Holly and I were alone in the quiet of our bedroom, the sounds of bedtime storytelling filtered through the floorboards.

The familiar routine playing out - pleas for one more tale, Leroy's gentle, lispy refusals, followed by the silence that signaled the Millie and Martha’s final surrender to sleep.

Holly shifted beside me on the bed, her legs brushing mine. For me, the mere contact with the soft flesh of my wife’s legs sent waves of desire coursing through me.

But Holly was fidgeting next to me – her restlessness the clearest of signals she wasn’t thinking of an evening being close to her husband, understanding the sources of the stress and sadness she’d seen in his eyes earlier. Helping him deal with it.

No, the fidgeting was the clearest of signals of her eagerness to join Leroy when his ‘Uncle Leroy’ duties were complete.

This thought pressing down on me - I could feel my chest tightening, the weight of our unspoken conflicts bearing down on me.

Leroy was still waiting in the twins’ room – waiting to know they were definitely asleep.

But Holly’s need was too strong. Rather than wait for his normal knock and invitation, she wanted to move sooner.

"I think I'll go downstairs now … so I can say goodnight to Leroy," she said, hesitantly, her voice barely above a whisper, full of guilt at her obvious need.

It wasn't a question; it was a statement. The difference wasn't lost on me, and I felt a surge of resentment.

My thoughts swirled as I tried to reconcile the loving woman who’d been so concerned for my happiness and mental state in the kitchen with the needy, infatuated woman I saw now.

A needy, infatuated teenager living in the life and body of a middle-aged woman, masquerading as someone who pretended to be in control of her feelings.

Every night before, she’d asked, and I’d said yes.

But tonight – just a few days before it all had to end - she didn't ask if it was okay to go to him; instead, she simply announced her intention, as if my feelings on the matter were inconsequential.

~~~~~ 

Before I’d had a chance to react, she stood up and began selecting her clothing for her planned night with her young lover.

Holly paused, holding a black lace teddy in one hand and a red silk negligee in the other. Her eyes flicked between the garments, as if weighing her options.

"What the hell are you doing?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper, my exasperation clear.

Holly turned to me, a sly smile playing on her lips. "I'm getting ready to go see Leroy, of course."

I felt a surge of anger rise within me. "You're more concerned with having a fun time with him than with spending time with me and discussing why I'm so angry!”

“Don’t you remember, Holly, before dinner, I said we needed to talk? And you said we would … after we’d eaten … well, that’s now!" I shouted, unable to keep the bitterness from my voice, a poisonous undercurrent to the words that spilled out.

Her shrug and non-reply just made me angrier. "Must be tough, choosing which outfit for your lover while your husband sulks in the corner."

She paused, her back stiffening at my caustic tone, breathing in to try and control herself and defuse things.

"Richard, you know this isn't easy for me either."

"Easy?" I scoffed. "Seems pretty damn easy from where I'm standing. You're practically glowing at the thought of him touching you." My hands clenched into fists as I imagined Leroy's dark, tattooed hands roaming over the body I once claimed as mine alone.

"Stop it!" Holly spun around, her eyes ablaze, temper surprising me. "You have no right to make me feel dirty for something you encouraged. Something you wanted!"

"Encouraged? Wanted?" I spat the words back at her. "I never wanted you to forget where your loyalty should lie. What do you think our daughters would say if they knew what some of the touches and games meant today? Or if your sister Debbie had dropped by and seen?"

Holly rolled her eyes. "Richard, you're overreacting. It's just a bit of harmless flirtation."

"Harmless?" I scoffed. "You were practically dry humping him on the living room floor during Twister!"

Holly's face flushed with anger, "I did nothing wrong! You're the one who encouraged me … gave me permission to have the affair with Leroy in the first place!"

"Permission doesn't mean you get to flaunt your relationship with him in front of our daughters," I retorted, my anger rising with every word.

Holly glared at me, her cheeks flushed – now as angry as I was. "It was just a game, Richard! Nothing happened!"

"Nothing happened?" I scoffed. "You were practically wrapped around him, Holly! How do you not see that as crossing a line?"

"Because it wasn't like that!" she shot back, her voice strained. "You're overreacting."

"Am I?" I challenged. "Or are you just too caught up in this fantasy world you've created with Leroy to care about anyone else's feelings?"

Our bedroom fell silent, the tension between us almost physically tangible. It suddenly felt like a war zone, but somehow we’d managed to keep volume down to avoid alerting others.

Holly looked away, her face a mix of anger and defiance. We stared at each other, neither willing to back down, the air thick with unspoken words and unresolved emotions.

After several minutes, I’d calmed enough to try an alternative, more conciliatory approach. Rubbing my temples, trying to ease the pounding in my head, I tried again. "Holly, I'm worried about your growing closeness to him. I'm afraid I'm going to lose you."

Holly's expression softened, but only for a moment. "Richard, you're being ridiculous. It's just a fling. It doesn't mean anything."

I couldn't help but feel a twinge of jealousy at her words. "’Doesn't mean anything?’ He's younger, more athletic, more attractive than I am. Of course it means something!"

Holly sighed. "You're being insecure. You have nothing to worry about."

But even as she said the words, I couldn't shake the feeling that she was hiding something from me. That there was more to her relationship with Leroy than just a casual fling.

We stood there in silence, our eyes locked in a standoff. I could see I’d still not gotten through. The desire in Holly's eyes for Leroy and the basement was as strong as ever. I knew that unless I found a chink in her armor, she’d follow through on her plan.

With a deep sigh, I played my last card - "What would the twins think if they knew?"

"They’ll never know," she snapped, too hyped up to be her normal self, her eyes flashing with anger that I was pushing back again.

"Besides, you're the one who suggested this in the first place. Don't you remember? You were the one who agreed, who said you’d ‘do anything to make me happy’."

The reminder stung, and I felt a fresh wave of anger wash over me. Anger at myself – anger at Holly. I had allowed this, hadn't I? Without me giving her the greenlight, however strong the attraction, I didn’t doubt that Holly would have resisted temptation.

But when I’d given her my approval, I’d never imagined it would go this far.

"I just didn't think... I didn't think it would be like this," I stammered, my words failing me.

"Like what, Richard?" she demanded, her voice filled a fatigued frustration – neither of us were confrontational people. We hated arguments like this.

"Richard, honey … what did you think would happen?"

Her tone was more conciliatory – but there was something in her eyes that reminded me of what she’d said before dinner, when we’d been talking much more civilly. When I’d asked if we could stop all of this in just a week’s time. And she’d cryptically replied, ‘Maybe we don't need to…’

~~~~~  

She could see I was as weary of this argument as she was. She leaned into give me a small lip-kiss of reconciliation.

"I won't be long, honey" she added. A downright lie – we both knew, her eyes pleading with me to understand. I was too tired to argue the point.

As she turned to complete her choice of outfit, my fatigue mixed with resentment. Was this really the life I had signed up for? My loving concern for her turned into the life of a cuckold, a voyeur, watching from the sidelines as my wife indulged in her hedonistic desires?

I watched, paralyzed, as she completed her transformation from my wife to Leroy's lover.

And then she was gone, leaving nothing but the scent of her perfume and the sound of the click of her heels going downstairs to the basement.

Leaving my heart heavy with dread. What if she never came back? What if the thrill of being with Leroy was too great for her to resist, and she chose to leave me behind?

I couldn't bear the thought, and yet it consumed me, twisting my insides into knots as I tried to push it away.

When I’d offered to let her have a relationship with our young renter - this hadn’t been what I’d imagined or wanted for us, for our family. But it seemed I had unleashed a monster within Holly, one that was hell-bent on devouring everything we had built together.

I lay on the bed, every fiber of my being straining against the urge to follow, to witness the act of betrayal that unfolded below.

As I lay there, listening to the muffled sounds of laughter drifting up from the basement, I couldn't help but continue to wonder if I had made a terrible mistake.

The sounds of laughter soon gave way to silence, - a silence which tormented me even more than when they’d been laughing. The silence forcing me to wonder, to guess at what they might be doing.

The not knowing was truly terrible, it was like a tug rope pulling at my soul and however hard I resisted, I soon found myself making that familiar journey down the stairs. My self-respect shot through, truly down the pan. Something I had to sacrifice to still the anxiety gnawing at my gut.

When I got to my vantage point, my heart ached as I immediately saw the cause of the sudden silence. 

Our young renter was standing bolt upright, looking down with a smug, satisfied grin as he watched as my wife licked the massive, engorged tip of his cock. Licking it with such fevered enthusiasm, it was like she’d discovered the best lollipop in the whole wide world.

Eventually happy she’d slavered and worshipped enough – she then slid her tongue down the thick, brown shaft. In some ways ugly from all the knots and contours – but in other ways manly and virile because the way this ugliness combined with its imposing girth. Then she started licking his egg-sized balls, no doubt full to the brim with his potent baby batter. And all while she worshipped the three parts of his cock, she smiled and maintained eye contact with him.

Finally contented she’d warmed him up enough, my wife took the head of his cock into her mouth and began to vacuum away in earnest, her head bobbing back and forth. Making the most obscene of happy gobbling sounds as she stroked his shaft with one hand and massaged his over-sized balls with the other, as if she was trying to massage them to make more of his ‘stuff’ to make her happier later.

I felt cold, clammy sweat on my forehead as I watched – ashamed of myself that my own dick was as hard as Leroy’s. If only had been as large, maybe Holly wouldn’t have to make her nightly trips down to the basement.

“Fuck, you’re a good cocksucker, Holly. You know that, right? You’ve been wasted all these years on hubby and his little white dicklet!” he taunted, Holly to preoccupied to show any signs of disagreement. Either about her or me.

Leroy reached for the root of his massive, veined cock and pulled it from her hungry mouth, causing Holly to whimper like she’d be denied her favorite toy.

She needn’t have worried, Leroy was still playing the same song – just changing up the key. He reached for her long blonde hair with his free hand, used it look a rein to turn her head and hold her still, then he slapped her cheek with his heavy swollen member. Not to hurt, but more of a sign of control and ownership, to show to Holly she was so in love with his massive man meat that she’d let him do as he wanted. Pure and simple - it was a power move, to show his dominance over her and her acceptance of him as her preferred mate.

“Yeah, you’re my good little MILFY, wifey, mommy slut … aren’t you, Hol?” Slap-slap-slap. “Do anything I want, babe … let me do anything I want … just so you can keep getting this big ol’ black snake, isn’t that right, Mrs. Wilson? Mrs. Slutty Holly Wilson?”

She nodded but didn’t speak – but there was some wort of weird, happy smile, as if she was thinking back to some of the wild things she and her buddies got up to at college.

Getting no answer, Leroy dick-slapped her cheek again, harder this time, the sound of his wet, heavy cock bashing her beautiful features making my gut twist, even as my dick strained at the depravity of it all.

“Yes, Leroy,” she said at last, her voice breathy and full of lust despite the sting that last slap must have given her. And despite the shaming he was giving her – although whether ‘truth’ or ‘shame’ is a better description is a good question.

Happy at my wife’s submissiveness, our dominant young renter fed her his ten-inch cock again. He tightened his grip on her blonde hair and began to seriously fuck her face.

Her eyes suddenly looked panicked – as if he’d never fucked her face this hard before. Streams of saliva ran down her jaw onto her swan-like neck, joining her continuous glug-glugging noises, her hands switching from casually resting on his thighs to pushing back to control his speed and depth.

Leroy wasn’t happy that his sex toy was showing a mind of her own.

“Get up on the bed, lie on your back, head hanging upside down over the edge,” he growled, my nervous wife doing as she was ordered. My cock twitching, my face blushing in shame as something told me this wasn’t the first time he’d used this particular method to show displeasure and impose discipline.

With Holly’s head upside down and hangin over the edge – her long blonde locks hanging straight and touching the carpet, he chuckled. “Now you’re ready, my sexy little MILFY ho…”

Leroy grabbed his fat, saliva-coated shaft again and pulled Holly’s jaw open wider than her last trip to the dentist. Thrusting his cock all the way in until she was deepthroating all his ten inches – the first time I’d seen this. They must have been practicing!

Holly was breathing deeply through her nose – her nostrils nestled in the middle of his little black puffballs of public hair. The other end of his cock, his plum-ripe cockhead making the most depraved sight as it made a bulge halfway down Holly’s neck.

Fuck, what a sight! Why hadn’t I stayed upstairs? At so many levels I didn’t want to see this … but my hard cock controlled my sense of right and wrong, my sense to protect Holly. And I just stood there, shamefully still and quiet. Slyly stroking my own cock – my wife was otherwise occupied – and doing diddly-squat to intervene and protect Holly and our marriage from this man who seemed to hold both of us under his spell.

Leroy jammed his cock in and out several times at breakneck speed - shit, that lump moving up and down her throat made me sweat and grimace!

Then without any kind of a warning, he pulled his king-sized cock out from Holly’s mouth. Then he jerked himself for a few strokes as I watched in horror and fascination as his orgasm burst forth and painted Holly’s whole face.

I’d never really seen it before, but Leroy was clearly what pornland would call ‘a heavy cummer.’ She flinched and closed her eyes but he held her steady with his free hand, his grip on her unrelenting as ropes of cum doused her gorgeous eyes, nose, and mouth.

Despite her wild college days, Holly had always been squeamish about male seed, and had never allowed me to cum on her face or body. But for her young black lover, even after just a few weeks - nothing seemed to be too much trouble, nothing seemed to be off limits. She still looked a little ill at ease, but there was also a sly, happy smile – like she was proud at being painted this way by her young lover. Maybe not surprising - after all, the last half-hour had already shown how much he owned her now, and how happy she seemed about this.

With that proud little smile, Holly reached for Leroy’s hand and he took it to help her up from her knees. Acting with a surprising gentleness compared to the dick face slapping and jizz facial.

Holly had one eye open, the other one coated with her young lover’s jizz.

“Do you want a rest, Holl? Wanna clean up some?” he asked quietly.

“No, just fuck me, baby. Fuck me with that big black cock of yours. I’ve been waiting all day … it was all I could do to keep my hands off you when you fell on me in front of the twins…”

He knelt between her supple thighs and rubbed the head of his impressive cock up and down her wet slit as she moaned her approval. “You like that, Holly? You like it when I tease you, just a little bit?”

“I hate it, Leroy. I hate it when you tease me.” She opened her eyes and smiled at him, a languid, eyes-half-closed smile that was so fucking sexy. “Please stop tormenting me, Leroy, and just fuck me with that big black cock of yours.”

As he eased the huge helmet of his cock into her pussy, I moved closer. I’d been waiting all my life for this moment and I didn’t want to miss a thing. They ignored me which was fine and Holly closed her eyes again and moaned the most lascivious moan I’d ever heard from her as he penetrated her wet hole. He eased in slightly and then pulled out, so that her wetness glistened on his dark shaft. After a lifetime of seeing that image on screens of one kind or another, to actually see it in real life was beyond all expectations. That it was happening to my wife, the woman I love, only made it better if that was even possible.

Holly suddenly propped herself up and reached for Leroy, then she pulled him down onto her so she could kiss him again. The need that I saw in that action hit me hard – it was like she had to have his tongue in her mouth while he thrust his cock into her pussy. She hooked the back of her ankles around his thighs to urge him to fuck her more aggressively which he did. After a gentle start, he started pounding her, their thighs slapping against each other in such a lewd way as the sound of it just ricocheted around the bedroom.

I was in heaven.

“Oh, fuck, Leroy,” she wailed as he fucked her harder and harder. “Don’t stop, don’t stop, don’t, fucking, stop!” she almost screamed.

“I’m close, Holly,” he growled. “Where do you want me to cum?”

“Come inside me, Leroy. Cum inside my married white pussy.”

Which he did, shouting like a raging bull as he held her hips, thrust hard and up as he pumped another huge load of his baby makers deep into Holly’s womb.  Holly’s pale hands squeezing his dark face as she kissed him deeply, sobbing and cumming like a freight train as she wrapped her legs tight around his back and happily accepted all his scalding seed.

I knew they’d be more for them – but I was done, I couldn’t watch any more.

Feeling thoroughly defeated and longing for the next week to race by, I trudged wearily up the stairs, wondering if I’d get any sleep at all tonight.


Chapter 20

The next afternoon, I returned home from work early, determined to make things right with Holly. As I pulled into the driveway, I noticed Leroy's car was missing, but Tracey's familiar red convertible occupied the space instead. Though I wanted to confront Holly, a deep sense of shame washed over me, and I decided to take a more subtle approach.

I quietly let myself in, hoping to catch a glimpse of Holly's true feelings.

I entered the house, my heart pounding in my chest. I could hear their voices wafting through the hallways,

Like a moth on autopilot, my feet carried me closer to the living room until I found myself standing just outside the door, my heart pounding as I eavesdropped on their intimate discussion - a mixture of laughter and earnest conversation.

Holly's voice was animated, and she was speaking in graphic detail about her encounters with Leroy. I felt a mix of arousal and embarrassment as she described the size of his manhood and how it made her feel. She spoke with such enthusiasm, and I couldn't help but feel a stab of jealousy.

"Trace, honestly, you wouldn't believe the size of him," Holly gushed. "It's like he's carved from ebony marble, thick and... it just fills me up completely."

"Damn, Holly. Sounds like he's wrecking you – but in the best way!" Tracey grinned, before the two of them burst out in laughter.

"Every time we're together, it's like … the best ever!" Holly whispered, like part of her was ashamed to admit out loud, her words twisting the knife into my ego even more.

"And the fact that he's so young, so... raw. It's exhilarating. His color, the danger - it just adds spice to everything … it’s so damned hot …”

“And the way he dominates me, controls me ... it makes me feel so tiny, so feminine … Richard never makes me feel like that … not that I’d want a husband to treat me that way…”

‘Okay, so I was good husband material, but I didn’t set her pulse racing like our young black renter … I was Tofu and Veg, he was sirloin steak with a Tiramisu sugar rush just for good measure…’

I stood there, my face burning with humiliation as my wife described our private affairs in such crude terms - a dagger twisting in my gut, each word a fresh wound. I clenched my fists, struggling to maintain control of my emotions as the conversation continued – but jumping in would just make things worse.

As Holly spoke, images flashed behind my eyes - Leroy's heavily inked, sinewy form over Holly, her pale, soft body yielding and vibrant under his. Jealousy, bitterness … but worst of all, arousal.

"Doesn't it bother Richard?" Tracey asked, with genuine inquisitiveness in her voice.

"Bother him? Oh babe, he gets off on it," Holly snickered.

Another stab of embarrassment and shame. Was I really okay with this? Hearing myself described to a third party – especially a close friend – made it all the more real, all the more sordid. No longer just our dirty little private secret – now it was out in our real lives. I was sure Holly would expect discretion from her best friend – but how long before Tracey couldn’t resist temptation? The best gossip is the one that’s most tempting to share!

Was she right? Was I just a voyeur, watching from the sidelines as my wife indulged in her carnal, hedonistic desires? Not even joining in – preferring to watch.

"He loves knowing how much I enjoy it,” she said, giving me briefly a little self-respect back. “Except..."

"Except what?" Tracey prodded.

My chest constricted as Holly's pause stretched out…

"I'm ... scared."

Her admission was barely above a whisper. "Richard only gave me this hall pass for a while. And now, with the deadline looming, I don't know if I can give Leroy up."

Holly’s scared confession sent shockwaves through me. Last we spoke, Holly had reassured me with such conviction - now, her words betrayed a dependency and addiction I’d convinced myself didn’t exist.

"Physically, emotionally - he's filled that space I talked to you about … before I had the strength to mention it to Richard … and now, how do I go back from that?"

"Shit, Holly." Tracey's voice held a mix of sympathy and concern. "What are you gonna do? Richard’s been a real rock … letting you do all this stuff with Leroy … you can’t throw it back in his face … you can’t, you just can’t…"

I could almost hear the panic, the indecision in Holly's tone. "I don't know. But I need Leroy, Tracey. I need the fulfilment, the excitement he brings to my life … the way he makes me feel young again … I need it more than I ever thought possible."

A cold fear settled in my stomach. The image of Holly in Leroy's arms, in his bed haunted me, the intimacy they shared suddenly far more profound than a mere physical act.

‘Physically, emotionally, he’s filled that space … he makes me feel young again…’ Words designed to send panic and fear into any husband’s heart … and not words that could easily be rolled back by Holly – they were too honest, spoke of foundational needs – and not words that could easily be forgotten by me.

I backed away from the door, my mind and soul in freefall. What we'd started as a means of physical and lighthearted exploration had morphed into a monster threatening to devour our marriage, our family. And I, now a cuckold and voyeur, had not only witnessed it all - I had facilitated it. Without my permission, Holly would never have given in to temptation.

What had once been a thrilling game now loomed as a precipice laced with huge dangers for our marriage.

~~~~~    

The next day, I couldn't shake the memory of what I had overheard between Holly and Tracey. Recalling their words sent a wave of shame through me - I knew that I needed to talk to Holly about everything I’d heard. So, I left work early with every intention of confronting her.

When I arrived home, I found the twins already back from school, their backpacks strewn carelessly by the door, sitting at the kitchen table with their mother.

Holly was patiently and lovingly helping them with their homework, completely absorbed in her role as a devoted mother.

The topic they were working on was families and relationships, which seemed, to put it mildly, more than a little ironic! Only serving to heighten my apprehension about broaching the subject with her.

"Mommy, how did you and Daddy meet?" Millie's innocent question pierced through the fog of my nerves.

"Your Daddy and I met at college. He made me laugh like no one else," she said, her tone tinged with nostalgia. "He was so kind, always helping others, and so smart. I fell for him because he was the most genuine man I'd ever met."

My chest tightened painfully. The loving mother and wife, recounting our history with such tenderness - was this the same woman who hungered for Leroy's carnal pleasures and their special connection? The things she said she’d struggle to give up? How could she sit there, weaving tales of our past love, when yesterday's conversation with Tracey painted such a different picture?

"Was he handsome, Mommy?" Martha chimed in, not wanting her sister to hog all her mommy’s attention, her voice pulling me back to the moment.

"Very handsome," Holly replied, the corners of her lips lifting in a smile as she thought back. "And you know what, girls? Your daddy still is."

I leaned against the wall, confused and suddenly feeling tired.

Should I confront her? Demand answers about the crude words she'd shared with Tracey, the raw desire for her young lover that she confessed? Or did I need to balance all that with what I’d just heard – was everything last night just harmless girl talk, Holly blowing off steam?

The doubts gnawed at me – Holly had said he gave her stuff I never could, that she couldn’t think of life without him.

Holly's dual nature confused me, left me undecided - the passionate lover of a virile young man versus the devoted wife and mother. Was it possible to reconcile the two, or was I fooling myself, storing up trouble?

"Mommy and Daddy love each other very much," Holly continued, unaware of the storm raging silently just beyond her sight. “Sometimes life’s not easy, puts obstacles in your way, but love’s all about overcoming those difficulties – overcoming them together!”

I wanted to step into the room, to bask in the glow of our love and Holly’s words, to reclaim the intimacy that once belonged solely to us. But all the things I’d heard! All my doubts … I couldn’t just unhear and forget…

"Sounds like a fairytale," Martha sighed dreamily.

"Life isn't a fairytale, sweetie," Holly said softly, a hint of sadness coloring her words. "But it's our story, and it’s your story too … and it's filled with love."

Fuck, Holly! You’re torturing me! Are you one woman or two? I wrestled with my own self – the loving husband and father? The cuckolded husband, the voyeur of his wife's infidelity? Love was so damned complicated, marred by jealousy and insecurity.

"Mommy, will you always love Daddy?" Millie's question hung heavy in the air.

"Always," Holly assured her, her voice steady and sure, her mommy blue eyes looking deep into our daughter’s equally pale and twinkling features.

After everything I’d heard last night, ‘Always’ felt like a promise she couldn't keep – at least not with the certainty she was giving our girls. Not with Leroy’s shadow over our marriage.

I swallowed hard, my resolve wavering. Confrontation would bring immediate risk and may be an overreaction, but silence might be a slower, more dangerous poison.

"Girls, why don't you finish your homework in your room?" I heard Holly suggest. "Daddy's home, and I think we need to talk."

"Okay, Mommy!" they chirped, scampering away with the boundless energy of childhood.

I braced myself, knowing the time had come to face the chasm between us. My steps were leaden as I entered the living room. Holly looked up, her blue eyes searching mine, a frown creasing her brow as she registered my troubled expression.

"Richard, what's wrong?" she asked, standing to approach me.

~~~~~    

"Can we talk?" I asked, my voice strained with emotion. "In private?"

"Of course," she replied, a hint of concern in her eyes. We moved upstairs and sat on our bed, closing the door behind us as the girls continued their homework just down the hallway.

"Richard, what's wrong?" Holly asked softly, her gaze searching mine for answers.

"Yesterday," I began hesitantly, "I overheard your conversation with Tracey."

Holly's face paled, and for a moment she seemed at a loss for words. Finally, she spoke, her voice wavering. "What did you hear?"

"Everything," I replied, the hurt and bitterness evident in my tone. "About him … how he makes you feel … how you're afraid you won't be able to stop seeing him... I heard it all, Holly!"

"Richard, I…" she stammered, visibly shaken by my challenge.

"Did you mean it?" I demanded, unable to contain my anguish any longer. "Do you really want to keep seeing him? Even though you know it's tearing me apart? How am I supposed to trust you when one minute you’re telling me you’ll … then the next minute your telling Tracey you don’t think you can stop … telling her! Telling her, not me! Is that how things are now? Him, Tracey, me?"

"Richard, I... I don't know what to say," she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. "I never meant to hurt you,” she added, suddenly thoughtful and reflective.

“You’re right … I should have spoken to you first,” she confessed, reaching for my hand by way of apology, before taking a deep breath and doing the harder bit. “I’m sorry, baby, but I can't deny how alive and fulfilled he makes me feel, physically and emotionally."

"Then what does that make me?" I asked, my voice cracking with pain. "Am I just the safe, boring husband you come home to after getting your fill of excitement with him?"

"Richard, no," Holly protested, tears welling up in her eyes. "You are so much more than that. You're the man I fell in love with, the father of our children... You mean everything to me."

"Then how can you do this?" I whispered, my heart breaking with every word. "How can you risk throwing it all away by going back on what we agreed?

"Richard, I don't know," she admitted, tears streaming down her cheeks. "I'm sorry. I wish I had the answers for you, but I'm just as confused and scared as you are … and I’m just trying to be honest with you … like I was with Tracey…"

As we sat there, looking into the confused, pained face of the woman who’d been my life longer than I could remember, I realized there were no easy answers. There were no simple solutions to the tangled web of emotions and desires that Holly was caught in. The tangled web I’d been complicit in creating. A web she’d never have entered without my permission and gentle encouragement.

All I could do was try to understand the woman I loved – both the devoted wife and mother and the one who was trying to stave off mid-life fears … trying to recreate a long-lost and wild youth.

"Richard, I'm sorry," she whispered, squeezing my hand for comfort, her wet eyes showing me her need. "I never wanted to hurt you."

The dam broke then, and all the words I'd held back came flooding out. "It’s really hard for me, Holl! Even if I did say yes! Seeing you with him, hearing you talk about him - it's like a knife twisting in my gut!"

"Then why did you agree to it?" Her voice rose, a jumble of frustration, desperation and confusion.

Throwing my hands up in exasperation, forgetting the girls were just down the hallway, I shouted back, as frustrated with myself as I was with Holly. "Because I thought it would make you happy. Because I love you, damn it, more than my own pride!"

Stalemate - we sat on the bed, locked in a gaze that spoke volumes, but at least our two sets of poisonous feelings were now out in the open. The only place from which we could deal with them.

Slowly, she shuffled along, closing the gap between us, her soft, warm, fragrant body now pressing against mine. I could feel the heat radiating from her, smell the faint scent of her perfume hardening me.

"Richard," she breathed, her lips inches from mine. "I do love you. You're my husband, my partner in life. This thing with him... it's just..."

"Physical?" I offered, though the word tasted like bile. Hoping she’d confirm the limitation. ‘Physical’ I could deal with.

"Yes, physical. A fantasy. But you, this" - she gestured around the room, to the photos of our family, our shared life - "this is real."

I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her into an embrace that spoke of years of love … of love and of trials weathered together. Our kiss was soothing, warm summer sunshine on the rawness of the wounds that lay between us, a promise of healing and making things better.

"Let's try to work through this," I murmured against her lips, the taste of her igniting a familiar, comforting flame.

Holly nodded, her face buried in my chest. "I want that too. More than anything."

As we sat there, holding each other in the quiet aftermath, I was more optimistic. There were still difficulties, but our love was strong.

But when I looked across at Holly, I didn’t see the same uplift in hope.

Instead, I saw a nervousness that confused me. “What is it?”

~~~~~    

She looked at me, her eyes pleading. "Richard, there's something I need to ask you, but I'm scared of what you might say."

Holly’s words hung in the air, thick with nervous anxiety. My body tensed, feeling like an animal on hind legs, sniffing for danger - searching her face for clues.

Holly fidgeted with the bedding and nervously bit her lip, summoning her courage - her eyes holding mine, full of love, desire and guilt.

I felt my heart race as I tried to prepare myself for whatever was coming next.

"You can ask me anything, Holly. I promise I'll listen."

Was she going to ask for more freedom … although what more I could give in the next week, I didn’t know. Looking at her, I imagined her asking, ‘Richard...would you be willing to let me continue seeing him? Just for a little while longer?’

Even just imaging what she was going to ask, I felt a wave of emotions. Anger, jealousy, sadness, but also a guilty sense of arousal that I wanted to pretend wasn’t mine – that it belonged to some other man who shared my body.


Chapter 21

"Richard," she began hesitantly, biting her lip again, her flushed pink face beautiful as ever framed within her long blonde hair.

"There are only a few days left before ... before your deadline for us to stop."

She swallowed hard, still avoiding my gaze. "I was wondering if ... since things have been better between us lately ... if I could attend one final party with Leroy."

‘Better between us.’ I could certainly argue about that one!

But instead, my heart focused on the mention of that name – Leroy.

Hearing his name in Holly’s mouth suddenly clawed at my insides – made me realize that all through our difficult discussions, we’d both avoided using his name. Aware it would likely just inflame things.

But now, even after all these weeks, hearing the name of the young man who I was afraid was eating away at the fabric of our marriage, ignited insane levels of jealousy and anger.

Especially in the context of a party – triggering painful memories of what had happened last time.

My heart clenched at his name and her request, my non-response making her finally look up and meet mine, searching for hopeful signals.

“When?” I managed to ask, trying to keep my voice steady.

"Tomorrow," she whispered, her embarrassed blush deepening.

‘Tomorrow’ … ‘Tomorrow’ … the proximity, the lack of notice, the lack of respect causing the memories of that disastrous campus night to come flooding back. Memories of the only other time Holly attended a campus party with Leroy. Memories of when she’d allowed multiple men to grope her on the dancefloor. The humiliation and betrayal I felt back then washing over me all over again.

The images of Holly being groped and fondled by strangers - while Leroy and his friend Kamal egged her on, cheering and leering – burned a hole in my earlier optimism.

My anger and shame wasn’t just because of Holly’s actions – but because she’d not been the only one out of control. I’d felt out of control, knowing that despite the degradation, I couldn't help but be aroused by the sight of my wife lost in a world of youthful memories.

Shaking off the memories, my anger focused on the present.

"Are you serious?" I hissed, unable to contain my emotions any longer. "Do you not remember what happened last time? How out of control you were?"

She blushed deep red, looking back down at the floor before finally realizing this wasn’t going away and looking back up at me.

"I'm sorry, Richard, I really am. It won't happen again, I promise. But this...this might be my last chance to relive college memories … to feel truly alive before...before we go back to how things were."

She looked down at her hands, her blush deepening. "I promise it won't happen again. I've learned my lesson."

I sighed, running my fingers through my hair. I wanted to believe her, but I couldn't shake the feeling that she was just saying what I wanted to hear. I knew the allure of Leroy, his world and his sex was too strong for her to resist.

As much as I wanted to believe Holly, the fear of history repeating itself gnawed at the back of my mind.

Would she truly be able to resist the temptation, to adhere to the boundaries I had so desperately tried to enforce?

Or was I foolishly putting my trust in her once more, setting myself up for another heartbreak?

As much as I wanted to scream at her, to tell her she was being selfish and reckless, I couldn't deny that part of me understood her desire for excitement, her hunger for something more than our mundane suburban lives.

"Please, Richard," she pleaded, her blue eyes wide with desperation and desire, "I need this … it’s just one last time … Richard. It's not like the campus party. It's just...closure … one last time…"

‘Just one last time.’

I looked at her skeptically, remembering the way she had thrown herself at Leroy and his friends at that campus party.

The memory of her writhing on that dancefloor, surrounded by hands that weren't mine, still scorched in my mind. Could I really believe her assurances?

I had never seen her like that before, so out of control and reckless. It was like she was a different person. The person I’d only ever heard about before – the wild girl from before we’d met.

‘Just one last time.’

Those words echoed in the dimly lit room, promising the end – but also reminding me of all the times her escapades with Leroy had left me feeling less of a man.

And yet, the thought of her body moving to the rhythm of forbidden pleasures, the way her skin flushed with excitement, the way she glowed with a vitality I hadn't seen in years - it was a drug I couldn't quit.

My mind raced with these conflicting emotions, torn between my love for Holly and the fear of losing her to Leroy's dangerous world.

I took a deep breath, focusing on the warmth of her hand in mine, trying to find some semblance of stability amidst the chaos.

But I knew I couldn't let my desires cloud my judgment. I had to make a decision that would either help or further harm our marriage - the weight of the responsibility felt like a ton of bricks.

We stared at each other, the tension in the room thick enough to slice through.

I watched her swallow hard, her chest rising and falling beneath the thin fabric of her t-shirt, hinting at the contours of her ample breasts - a sight that never failed to stir me, even at a time like this.

“Just one last time,” she repeated, this time less desperate, more seductive, sensing some kind of shift in me.

I felt her draw closer, the warmth of her body, the shape and promise of those ample breasts so difficult to resist. It was a strategy she'd perfected long ago, one that played on my longing for her. Her fragrance wrapping around me, just making her harder to resist.

"Richard, honey … I know it’s hard … and I am sorry about before … I promise it’ll never happen again … but, remember. Remember what you promised? That you'd do whatever it takes to make me feel alive," she whispered, her breath hot against my neck – her words the perfect promise of reassurance and guilting me.

We just sat looking at each other. Sat silently, Holly’s blue eyes locked on mine. Pleading. Loving. Begging.

My heart raced as conflicting emotions warred within me. Outrage. Possessiveness. But also an undeniable arousal at the thought of the young Holly I’d fallen for all those years ago unleashing passion, even if it was not me who’d be in pole position to enjoy it.

"Richard?" Holly called out softly, bringing me back to the present.

"Let me think," I muttered, the words hollow as they bounced off the walls.

In that moment, I was torn between the man I wanted to be for her - the one who kept his promises, who strove to fill her with joy - and the man who had the gnawing fear that I might lose her completely to these hedonistic escapades. With the guilty, ashamed voyeur man who wanted it for his own selfish pleasure.

"Thank you," she said, her voice soft but victorious.

‘Whatever it takes,’ I’d said. A promise that now tasted like poison on my tongue – albeit a poison that half of me wanted to savor.

~~~~~    

I sat hunched over my laptop in the dim light of my den, trying to focus on the flight booking in front of me.

I clicked the 'Confirm' button, finalizing the flight booking, a hollow attempt to distract myself from the fact that Holly was next door, slipping into whatever lacy temptation she'd chosen for her date with Leroy tonight. The same kind of outfit she used to slip into for me before our lives became consumed by work and parenthood. My heart pounded in my chest as I thought of how she looked, and how our lives had turned around.

The cursor blinked demandingly on the screen, a reminder that I needed my passport details.

"Damn it," I muttered – my passport was next door in our bedroom, where the reality I’d been trying to avoid sat - primping and preening herself.

As I entered the room, I couldn't help but steal another glance at Holly.

Like a master seductress selecting her weapon of choice, all her makeup was spread out on the dresser, and the lingering scent of her perfume was in the air. It was nearly too much to bear.

Even only half-finished, Holly looked absolutely stunning. Hair newly styled from an earlier visit to the beauty parlor, her long blonde locks cascaded down her back, accentuating her feminine figure. Her outfit clung to her curves, leaving little to the imagination, and I felt a familiar pang of desire mixed with a bitter sense of humiliation. ‘All this not for me, for another man, another man who excites her more.’

I felt a mix of desire and jealousy, knowing that she was getting ready for a night out with another man.

"Hey," I said casually, trying to keep my voice steady. "I just need to grab my passport real quick."

"Of course," she replied, her voice soft and slightly strained. She avoided my gaze, focusing on her reflection in the mirror as she applied a deep red lipstick.

I hurried to the safe, my mind racing with thoughts of Holly and Leroy together. Thoughts I’d been trying to avoid – but now seeing her excitement, thoughts that came thick and fast.

‘What if she couldn't resist him? What if she became lost in the thrill of their affair, leaving me and our family behind?’ My stomach twisted at the thought, and I struggled to suppress the wave of nausea that threatened to overtake me.

Both of us were struggling for conversation, so I chose something safe to try and build some kind of bridge.

"Hey," I echoed, trying to keep my tone light. "So, what are the twins up to during their sleepover at Debbie's?"

Holly visibly relaxed at the change of subject. "Oh, they're going to have a movie night with their cousins. They're all pretty excited about it."

"Sounds fun," I said, forcing a smile. "Maybe we should do something together on Saturday afternoon after we pick them up? As a family?"

Holly's face lit up. "That's a great idea, honey! We could go for a picnic in the park or something."

"Sure, sound fantastic!" I agreed. Myself genuinely enthusiastic - but thinking that for Holly this was more of an attempt to assuage her guilt.

As we continued our conversation, I tried my hardest not to stare at Holly's body - barely concealed beneath the skimpy lingerie she'd chosen for her evening with Leroy. But despite my best efforts, I found my gaze drawn to her again and again, taking in the swell of her breasts, the curve of her hips, and her long, toned legs that seemed to go on forever, the beauty of her face, framed by golden curls.

I was so embarrassed that I couldn't resist the temptation to admire my wife's beauty, even as she prepared herself for another man.

"Richard?" Her voice was a whisper, her tone telling me she had found the courage to move from the safe topic of our twins to the real topic of the night.

"Tonight's party... I promise, it's the last time … and I just want to say, thank you," she murmured as I brushed past her with my passport, “I know it wasn’t easy.”

"Sure," I said, nearly choking on the word, surrounded by the trappings of our shared life as I left the scene of her preparing for another man.

Back in the den, I clutched the passport like a lifeline.

On Monday, I'd fly away from this mess, if only for a while – but at least the distance would help me deal with the stress of the last few days before this all ended.

But tonight, I was grounded here, in a reality where my wife was preparing to be with another man, and I was powerless to stop it - or worse, unwilling to stop wanting it.

~~~~~  

Holly was finally ready, and I heard her call my name. Shit! Did I have the strength to face her one final time before she stepped out to go party with Leroy.

Somehow finding the strength, I re-emerged from my den to see her standing outside our bedroom door looking like a million dollars. Looking sexy, beautiful and elegant – and all for another man.

For another man and her own fantasy - a less painful way to look at things.

Looking her in the eyes, clasping her shoulders, I said my piece.

"I want you to promise me that you'll be careful, and that you won't do anything you'll regret."

Holly threw her arms around me, hugging me tightly. " I promise you, I won't let you down, Richard," she whispered, her breath warm against my ear. "Thank you, honey … I love you."

I held her close, trying to ignore the voice in the back of my head that told me I was making a mistake.

As we stood there, holding each other, I couldn't help but feel a mix of emotions. I was excited for Holly, and for the chance to see her happy and fulfilled. But I was also scared, scared of what might happen if things went wrong. I knew that I had made a decision that could change everything, and I could only hope that it was the right one.

"Anyway, I should get going," I said abruptly, forcing myself to look away from Holly. "I'm meeting Harry and Tom for a few drinks."

"Okay, have fun," she replied, her voice tinged with relief as I left the room and closed the door behind me.


Chapter 22

I’d been determined not to mope at home while Holly was out with Leroy – a night out with the boys was just what the doctor ordered!

With the burn of whiskey in my throat, Harry slapped my back, his laughter booming over the din, while Tom regaled us with tales of his latest conquest. I found myself laughing along, the camaraderie temporarily soothing my thoughts of what Holly was up to with Leroy.

"Man, sounds like you live the life," I said, tipping my glass towards Tom with a wry grin.

"Rich, you've got it made yourself, buddy," Harry chimed in, oblivious to the irony. "A hot wife, beautiful kids, a cozy home..."

"Yeah," I agreed, but the word felt hollow. As the night wore on and the alcohol loosened my tongue, I found myself boasting about family plans and work achievements, carefully curating the image of a man in control – my best way of dealing with the pain and angst within.

The truth was, behind the mask of normalcy, I was a mess of conflicting emotions: the voyeuristic thrill of the forbidden, the insecurity that gnawed at me like a relentless hunger, the jealousy that consumed me.

And above it all, the love I held for my family, battling against the darker urges that threatened to consume me.

"Did you hear the one about the priest, the rabbi, and the frog?" Harry asked, his eyes twinkling mischievously. He’d always been the joker in our group.

"Here we go again," Tom groaned, but he couldn't hide a grin as Harry launched into his joke.

As we laughed together, my mood lifted, and for a moment, I felt genuinely happy – finally managing to block things out.

~~~~~    

"Alright, let's call it a night," Harry announced, pushing his chair back with a teeth-grinding screech.

"Sounds good," I muttered, my eyes thoughtlessly scanning the crowd as we moved towards the exit.

That's when I saw her - Holly, glowing and radiating sexiness, in the midst of Leroy and his friends.

Leroy's hand was possessively on her waist, drawing her close. My chest tightening at the sight – I could hardly blame him for that. After all, it was normal dating behavior, and I’d signed off on a date before the hall pass expired.

"Something wrong?" Harry asked, glancing back at me, all of us now outside waiting for Ubers.

"Forgot my phone," I lied quickly, "don’t wait for me, my rides delayed anyway… "

“Sure?”

“Sure, you guys head on…”

“Next time…”

High-Fives – told old for fist-bumps – and I was on my own, heart pounding, headed back into the club.

I’d not registered it earlier, but with my buddies gone, the air now seemed thick with the rank odor of sweat mixed with the sour scent of spilled drinks.

My hands felt clammy as I slipped through the crowd, each step taking me closer to something that I feared and desired in equal measure.

~~~~~  

The dim lighting made it difficult to find them at first. But then I spotted them, in the middle of a bigger group of students, their bodies pressed together as the whole group of them swayed to the rhythm.

Finally catching site of the woman two decades older than her group mates - my chest clenched at the sight of Holly's obvious enjoyment, her head thrown back in laughter as Leroy whispered something in her ear.

The sight of them together, so comfortable and familiar, ignited a cocktail of bittersweet emotions within me. Jealousy, anger, and desire all swirling with confusing, destructive intent.

Holly’s body language was open, inviting – she wanted this, wanted him, not remotely shy to show it. The way she leaned into Leroy, the tilt of her head, the curve of her hips. It screamed intimacy, a physical proclamation of their connection, displayed without shame for all to see.

‘Keep it together, Richard,’ I murmured to myself, even as my heart raced with a toxic brew of dread and desire.

Holly had promised there would be no public displays, no repeat of the campus party debacle. But here, with Leroy's magnetism and the seductive pull of youth surrounding her, could she hold to that?

I felt my anxiety grow. Would she keep her promise? So far she’d not overstepped – but the signs were not good for the way things might go later.

She was too caught up in the moment, the excitement of being desired, the allure of being the center of attention.

And Leroy, he thrived on this - on flaunting their affair, on showing her off and showing me up.

I edged closer, the music's beat synchronizing with my quickening pulse. They hadn't seen me, lost in their own world. Leroy whispered something in Holly's ear, and she bit her lip - a small, intimate gesture that sent a surge of jealousy coursing through me.

"Damn it, Holly," I thought, watching her bask in the glow of Leroy's attention. "Don't do this... not again."

The memory of her promises seemed hollow. I couldn't help but doubt her resolve. That look in her eyes … that blush on her cheeks and chest … she was like a moth drawn to a flame. I feared that the allure of Leroy would prove too powerful for her to resist, that she’d do anything he wanted.

No sooner had this thought seared through my mind, than Leroy leaned down to plant a possessive kiss on Holly's lips, looking around at his friends as he kissed her. His hand resting on the small of her back to reinforce his message to them.

Holly responded with equal fervor, her arms wrapped around his neck. The rest of the group – seven I counted – seemed to blur into the background, their faces indistinct. The only one I recognized was Kamal, Leroy's huge black friend.

Feeling exposed, I retreated to a shadowy corner of the club, struggling to regain my composure. I couldn't believe I'd been so weak, returning to the club just to witness their date firsthand. Worse still, I couldn't deny the strange and shameful arousal that stirred within me.

‘Keep it together, Richard,’ I told myself again, trying to focus on anything but the sight of my wife with another man. ‘She’s not done anything to break her promise … it’s just a normal date … one you agreed to … just her and Leroy…’

But even as I repeated those words, I couldn't help but feel a sinking sensation in the pit of my stomach. As Holly and Leroy continued to dance, lights flashed in my head. The night was still early, where was this headed next?

~~~~~    

Standing in my shadowy corner, my heart hammered faster as I watched Leroy and Kamal lead Holly through the throng of bodies.

Was I really doing this? Was the pull of my arousal and jealousy so strong that I was powerless to do anything except follow - my veins awash with unwelcome adrenaline as I trailed behind Leroy, Kamal, and Holly, my gaze locked on my wife's swaying hips.

They led her towards a doorway at the back corner of the club, and the rest of the young black student group followed them, laughing and exchanging knowing glances. What did they know that I didn’t? A thought that made me even more ashamed of my lack of intervention.

Leroy and Kamal, working as a team, moved with a confidence that didn’t bode well for later; they were predators on a hunt, and Holly, giggling and flushed with excitement, was their willing prey.

For a moment, I lost sight of them.

Maybe I was imagining it, but as I trod five seconds behind where I’d last seen them, I swear I could smell Holly's perfume - a fragrance I knew so well, now mingling with the musk of the club and the men who’d taken her.

Then I caught sight of them again, a lump in my throat as I caught sight of Holly's hand slipping into Leroy's, her wedding ring catching the beam of a strobe light, as if mocking me.

They disappeared into a doorway tucked away in the back corner. My eyes darting around, ensuring none of the staff noticed me as I slipped in behind them.

After the doorway was a pitch black, mid-length corridor with light from an open doorway halfway down.

They’d left the corridor – presumably in the room. Following, pressing my back against the wall, I tried to silence my breathing as one-eyed I inched to look in.

I was peering into a small private room, some kind of storeroom cum changing room left over from earlier times. Just a small table, a few chairs, a dressing table and wall mirror – the only ‘luxury’ a small shower unit in the corner. Aside from the bright lights inside, an air of decrepit neglect dominated the room – the lack of a door in the doorframe setting the tone.

The contrast between the darkness of the corridor and the brightness of the room allowed me to squat down and stay unseen as I looked in.

But no sooner had I looked in than I wished I’d not. My heart threatening to burst out of my chest as I saw the scene inside - Holly sandwiched between Leroy and Kamal, her body pressed tightly against theirs as they moved slowly to the sounds leaking in from the main club.

Their mouths hungrily devoured hers in turn, as their hands explored her curves, fingers slipping beneath the fabric of her clothing. I clenched my fists, feeling the anger and humiliation boiling within me. Broken promises! But however angry I was, I was powerless to stop my hardening cock.

Holly's body moved in synch with Leroy and Kamal. Her eyes were closed, her head tilted back as she lost herself in their touch.

Sensing Holly’s escalating excitement in her flushed face and shallow breathing, Leroy lifted Holly's arms above her head, pushing her breasts out invitingly.

Leroy's hands then roamed over her, pulling her arms up, leaving her vulnerable to Kamal's advances.

My stomach twisted as Kamal leaned in, his lips finding Holly's neck, his fingers deftly beginning to unbutton her blouse. Reminding me of what he’d said on the night when Leroy had called time out on his pursuit, ‘You'll be mine soon enough.’ A promise he looked dangerously close on making good.

I’d given her the benefit of the doubt earlier on the main dancefloor - that wasn’t an option now. She’d definitely broken her promises now – the evening was identical to what had happened on the campus. Events she’d faithfully promised me would never happen tonight.

Towering above her, Kamal began unbuttoning her blouse, his lips never leaving hers for more than a second. My chest tightened with each button undone, my mind racing with thoughts of what would happen next. Surely she’d call a stop – this was rapidly moving past what she’d allowed last time!

‘Please, Holly,’ I whispered, my voice barely audible over the music. ‘Don't do this.’

But I knew that my words held no power here. There were nine of them and only one of me – and Holly was hardly an unwilling participant! I was helpless to do anything but either leave or watch as my wife succumbed to temptation once more.

Holly’s groans and sighs cut right through me - each sound a whip against my back, reminding me how stupid I’d been believing she could resist temptation, reminding me of her broken promise.

But even as I hated it, I was sucked into its raw eroticism. The painful ache in my chest the opposite of the throbbing excitement in my groin.

"Beautiful, isn't she?" Leroy's cackled to his friends.

"Fuck, yeah," Kamal grinned, his nails tracing the curves of Holly's belly, teasing her naked skin as she arched into his touch.

Frustrated at my decision and my powerless arousal, my own nails dug into my palms, the pain a feeble attempt to kill my own excitement.

"No … no … Richard would never..." Holly's voice broke, never finishing her sentence.

What was she trying to say? Was she resisting … ‘Richard would never allow this?’

Or was she celebrating, encouraging them on … ‘Richard would never do this … he’s too staid…’

"Shh, baby, forget about Richard," Leroy’s lispy voice cooed. Hearing my name, coming from his lips almost as painful as watching what he and his giant friend were doing to my Holly.


Chapter 23

The raucous cheers of the students pierced the air, their excitement palpable as they bore witness to the unraveling of my wife’s remaining remnants of resistance.

To me and Holly this was life – our everything. To them, this was nothing more than a game – the claiming and defiling of a white man’s beautiful wife.

Kamal and Leroy, with deliberate slowness continued peeling away her clothing.

Kamal's fingers pulled her open blouse off her shoulders, allowing all his friends to see what only some of the room had seen until now. The lovely, ripe, full swell of her breasts confined within the wired cups of her lacy bra,

Kamal moved quickly now, unhooking the back with a practiced hand and unslipping the straps so his fingers could touch and trace Holly's hardened nipples. Making her let out a loud gasp, her body trembling with an electric anticipation.

"Shit, Holly... you're even more perfect than Leroy said," Kamal murmured, his mouth grazing her skin as he stopped talking and suckled at her swollen teats. His words, her obvious happiness sending shivers down my spine that mirrored hers – shivers I was powerless to stop,

Then her skirt … drawing a momentary look of hesitancy from her to Leroy.

"None of this Richard shit … your mine tonight, Holly … last few days, remember … let us show you what real pleasure feels like," Leroy added, his words half-aggressive, a challenge and a test.

Holly’s chin lowered just a fraction – but it was enough. This time there was no mention of my name thrown back. She was past the point of no return. There were only two men she was thinking of now, and neither of them was me.

Knowing he’d won, he nodded to his friend who continued unhitching her skirt. Blouse, skirt and bra now all pooled near her feet. Only sodden panties, stockings and heels to hide her modesty from these nine horny young pussy hounds.

‘So ironic,’ I thought to myself. She took such great pains to choose and look elegant and sexy – and in just a matter of moments, these hungry young wolves had undone all her painstaking hours of effort. They didn’t care about the wrapping – they only cared about what was underneath.

"Damn, look at that body," someone hooted from the crowd, and I couldn't deny the raw beauty of her form - curvaceous, flushed, and quivering with a mix of nerves and arousal at what she surely knew was about to happen to her soon.

"Tonight, you're ours, Holly," Leroy declared, booming over the din. "Only a few days left … we’re gonna make your college dreams come true … gonna run a train on you... gonna fuck you good … fuck you ‘til you beg for mercy … ‘til you can’t close those pretty legs of yours any more … can hardly walk…"

Fuck, Holly’s breaking of promises seemed a total insignificance set against the backdrop of what I was seeing now … letting Leroy’s friends fondle and caress her in public a trifling matter compared to what I now saw about to happen.

I swallowed hard, my throat tight with conflicting emotions. My nerves matching Holly’s - her legs shaking, visibly trembling. Her young lover’s words sinking in.

My instincts telling me she’d shared a secret memory of things that had nearly but never happened back at college and he was twisting it to his advantage.

How else to explain his words – ‘make your college dreams come true’. He didn’t know I was here, so he wasn’t playing to the gallery.

No, he was playing to Holly, reminding her of earlier confidences shared. Confidences she’d never shared with me – not even in all our years together.

The look on her face was a mixture of worry and erotic anticipation.

"Please..." she whispered, though whether it was a protest or hunger, I couldn’t honestly say.

“Please?” Leroy parroted back, an almost cruel tone I’d never heard him use with Holly before, something in his voice telling me things were about to change.

As if from nowhere, a black blindfold appeared in his right hand, and before she knew what was happening, he’d slipped it on.

“Shush, baby … it’s for the best … help with your nerves … help you focus on the sensations….” He was back to his normal, tender voice he used as he sought to comfort and make sure she’d go along with his plans. And I hated to admit it, by visually severing her from the reality of the room and how many young men there were, it probably was ‘for the best.’ At least for him, if not for me.

A blindfold not something one normally carries, he’d planned this all along. My nearly naked blindfolded wife now finally ready to be led onto the next step - Leroy and Kamal guided her by the hand, positioning her to lean forward over the small round table next to the wall. A table that creaked ominously under her weight. A table I suspected was going to get some serious hammer before the night was over.

Leaning forward over the table, looking back over her shoulder into the room, her long legs, shapely ass and forward hanging boobs looked irresistible as she obediently leaned forward and waited.

Old habits die hard! She was looking back over her shoulder into the room, but why? The blindfold meant she couldn’t see who or what was about to happen to her.

Stockings hugging her long legs like a sexy second skin, leading down to black shiny high heels that made her ass and legs look even more special … only the thin black lace panties separated these horny young guys from their hearts desire.

I might be angry at Holly for how things had turned out, but I didn’t think she’d gone looking for this.

This smelt of pure Leroy, Holly’s only guilt being she was too besotted and too infatuated to resist his twisting of her college memories.

Palms flat on the round table, legs splayed wide, breasts hanging down, ripe for the taking - she presented a vision of vulnerability and sexual invitation. Totally tantalizing, drawing the gaze of all nine of the young men in the room.

My wife – ever since we’d met, monogamous and put on a pedestal by me - was now being offered up by Leroy to his black student friends like a piece of fresh white meat.

"Beautiful," Kamal breathed, almost reverently. His fingers tracing the outline of her stockings, teasing the tender skin just above the lace trim. The way he spoke reminding me of just how much he’d lusted after her that first time they’d met.

"Fuck yeah, she's ready for us," Leroy laughed, slapping his huge friend on his shoulder, Leroy signaled who’d be going first. Given his size, totally wise. The lusty look on his face suggesting he’d have fought any man who tried to take his prize away from him,

Watching Holly being treated like this, a knot twisted in my stomach, my emotions horribly confused, stirring an animalistic craving within me.

"Ready for a night you'll never forget, baby?" Leroy teased, his hand on her hip, possessive and unyielding.

"Y-yes," she stammered, her voice barely audible over the thumping of the bass piped from the club and the lewd encouragement of Leroy’s young gang.

Any of Holly’s earlier reluctance and resistance had now definitely melted away … she’d tried to keep to her promises for only a few seconds before giving in to her fantasies and needs.

"Good girl," Kamal coaxed, as if she were a prized mare he was about to break.

~~~~~    

I stood, feelings all over the place as I watched Leroy and Kamal torment and tease Holly with the slow speed with which they were pulling down her sexy black panties.

Any lingering doubts about her willingness disappearing as Holly lifted first her right, then her left high heel, helping Leroy to remove her last defense.  

She was still blindfolded, but the blindfold just seemed to make her hyper-aware of every touch, of every sound – her neck muscles seeming to twitch with each new sound or touch.

Panties now off, Leroy held them up to the cheering crowd like some kind of symbol of victory – before throwing them into the grasping crowd of his buddies. A none too subtle parody of the wedding-time bouquet throwing. Only this time the reward wasn’t future bliss and happiness, it was the chance to be next up fucking my wife! The crowd of young black students roaring with anticipation as their hands reached up, their hungry eyes devouring every inch of Holly’s exposed flesh.

Kamal used one hand to push Holly’s shoulder down, squashing her boobs as he pushed her torso almost flat to the table. The fingers of his other hand had found their way to her clit, while Leroy stood close to her head on the other side of the table. Massaging her squashed breasts with one hand, he used the other under her chin, tilting her blindfolded face upwards towards the crowd, as if presenting her beauty to them, as if getting her to listen and smell and connect with the baying pack who were about to have her.

"Damn, after tonight, you're going to be our little sex slave, aren't you, Holly?" Kamal taunted, his fingers continuing to tease her clit, sending shivers through her body. "Leroy started you, gave you your taster … but after tonight, you'll be totally, totally hooked on black cock."

"Can't go back to your boring life with your husband after this, honey! Can you?" Leroy added, his hands kneading her breasts hard now, continuing to roll her nipples between his fingers. "White sex won’t do it for you no more … you'll crave me and my friends too much."

Listening, doing nothing, I was consumed by a bewildering mix of arousal, shame and most of all fear. Fear that what Leroy was saying was true. That Holly’s infatuation with Leroy and black cock, already dangerously strong before tonight, would become terminal and irreversible after tonight.

I was truly a man torn in two directions. Loving that Holly was so turned on, so aroused - her body trembling with desire, her nipples harder and more erect than I’d ever seen before. But hating the fear that was closing in on me, making me terrified of the final price we might pay for all this ecstasy.

"Can you feel that?" Leroy shouted into her ear -part for her, part for the crowd - his breath hot against her neck as he rolled and tugged at her nipples even more forcefully. My own face coloring up even more as I realized just how much Holly was loving this extreme roughness as he brought her swollen teats to points of diamond hardness.

"You'll never forget the way we make you feel tonight," he shouted, her body visibly shivering in response.

Holly's body was responding to Leroy and Kamal’s twin assault on her erogenous zones. Her back arching into their touches, seeking more despite - or maybe because of - the voyeuristic eyes that watched. Her whole body shaking with excitement – despite the blindfold, craning her neck, almost physically reaching out for the touch of the crowd. All the time emitting a non-stop stream of low, needy moans telling everyone present she was ready for whatever they planned next.

"Your husband Richard’s got nothing on this," Kamal added, punctuating his words with a push of three of his massive fingers deep into Holly, making her gasp with surprise. "You're ours tonight. Our willing little sex slave, aren't you?"

"Y-yes," she breathed out, the single word a devastating admission that they’d truly conquered her.

Around their connected trio, the other young black men shed their clothes, revealing toned and chiseled bodies that rippled with youthful energy and lust. Their skin tones ranging from light caramel to deep mahogany, each man unique in shade yet similar in the raw sexual confidence they exuded. Hair styles varied from closely cropped fades to twists, dreads and braids – and as they disrobed, the dimensions of their aroused cocks became evident. None quite as big as Leroy – but all of them proudly showing long thick cocks, all of them bigger than my own cock.

I’d been so focused on watching the stripping pack, I’d not noticed Kamal taking his fingers out of Holly’s pussy so he could strip off just like his friends. And now the size of what he was holding in his hand showed he’d not been exaggerating when he’d first met Holly and bragged that he was packing something even bigger than his friend Leroy.

“Ready to have the time of your life, baby?" Kamal asked, stepping up behind Holly.

"Y-yes," she stammered, her voice shaky but filled with excitement. I could see her legs trembling, betraying the nerves that coursed through her.

Fuck! Was she really going to be able to take that thing?

Given his linebacker bulk and towering six-five plus height, maybe I shouldn’t have been surprised that the size of the giant black salami he was rubbing up and down Holly’s love lips.

She’d gotten used to Leroy’s fat ten-incher, but Kamal had to have an extra inch of both length and girth, meaning he’d be stretching and probing in ways even Leroy hadn’t managed.

“Good girl,” he chuckled, as he grabbed her by the hips, holding her tightly with a vice like grip. Given the size of that thing, a necessary counter-measure in case she tried to get away as he started inserting himself.

Holding her tight, slowly and carefully he stood behind her and pushed his first few inches into her.

"Fuck, you're so tight, Holly, I know your hubby’s got a little white needle dick, but I thought my homey Leroy would have stretched you out a bit,” he chuckled, looking across as he playfully belittled the man who’d gifted him his new playmate.

“Don’t blame me, K-man … blame that needle dick husband of hers … I only had a few weeks to undo what he should have been doing all these years…”

That brought a chorus of laughter from Kamal and the other seven as I stood there blushing in shame, thankfully still hidden by the corridor’s darkness.

Kamal now had all but the last inch in and was now thrusting into Holly with a steady, satisfied rhythm – his cock now glistening with my wife’s juices.

“Yeah, I love fucking good tight, white pussy,” he moaned - Holly's own moans filling the air as she matched his pace, pushing back against him in a desperate bid for maximum cock, maximum sexual contact.

“Give it to her good, Kamal, man,” someone in the crowd shouted, “fuck the slut good! Send her home to hubby with a belly full of your jungle juice!”

With a sudden thrust, Kamal gripped extra tight and thrust the last inch fully home – Holly’s whole body tensing as she squealed in surprise

Now having fully broken her in, he fucked her from behind with wild abandon, each stroke winning louder and louder cries of pleasure from my wife. Her body jolting with each deep, powerful thrust, her pleasure evident in the way her back arched each time he slammed into her depths, her mouth open as her jaw hung loose from the intensity of the fucking she was getting. Leroy kissing her, holding her shoulders up off the table so her big breasts were no longer squashed against the wood – they were able to bounce enticingly each time his friend Kamal slammed in to her pussy.

The crowd around them cheered and hollered, egging the young man on. It was a scene straight out of a porno movie, and yet it was real and was unfolding right before my very eyes.

My stomach twisted with betrayal and anger, but I couldn't deny the raw eroticism of the scene and the way it was making my disobedient cock throb as I watched the wanton possession of my wife by a huge black youngster.

"Fuck her good, man!" shouted another one of the onlookers, as Holly's moans grew louder and more desperate as Kamal grunted with effort, his pace quickening as somehow he managed to drive himself even deeper into her.

"Come on, baby, come on, Hol," he growled, "cum for me."

With a final, guttural cry, my wife’s body shuddered in ecstasy, her orgasm washing over her like a tidal wave. Kamal followed suit, his body stiffening as he buried himself deep inside her, pumping his seed into my beautiful blonde wife as the crowd erupted in applause around them.

I stood there, my heart split in two - heavy with conflicting emotions. How had it come to this? How could I have allowed my beautiful, loving wife to be used like this - and how could I ever forgive myself for being so turned on by it all? Even if right now I hated her as much as I hated myself.

~~~~~    

No sooner had the giant figure of Kamal pulled his huge cock out of Holly, panting and drenched in her sweat, than one of the nameless gang stepped up to take his place.

Flipping her over, hoisting her ass onto the edge of the table, his member was big but still a step down from Kamal.

Tall, but still shorter than Kamal – maybe six-two or six-three – he had close-cropped hair and a lean, muscular build.

He may have preferred face-to-face, but just like Kamal, he gripped Holly’s hips in a vice-like grip and slid his thick body between Holly's welcoming thighs, even while her body was still showing the aftershocks from her previous climax.

"Ready for more, baby?" he murmured, his deep voice deeper than Kamal or Leroy, he reminded me of a young version of Barry White.

Holly nodded, her eyes blindfolded, her tense muscles betraying her mix of eagerness and trepidation. Even in her wild days at college, this kind of thing was more Tracey and Trish than her – I was sure of it.

Her unnamed new lover wasted no time, guiding his thick, circumcised cock into her already stretched pussy.

Even after Kamal’s huge cock and onslaught, she gasped at such a rapid replacement - her body tensing for a moment before she relaxed. Now comfortable at what was happening - I’m sure the blindfold helped - she sighed from the pleasure of being sexually filled again, beginning to move with him.

Even after the last few weeks with Leroy - I still could hardly believe what I was seeing - but I was powerless to tear my eyes away.

Was this really my wife? The woman who may have been wild in her youth, but who’d been faithful to me for the last two decades. Was this the mom of our wonderful twins? Now naked save for her heels and stockings, blindfolded and being fucked by a second young black student while his friends cheered him on as they waited their turn?

Fuck, if this was truly who my wife was, then what future did we have together?

I didn’t doubt her love for me, or my love for her – but I couldn’t give her this and I certainly couldn’t live with it! Not after all the promises she’d made and now broken.

While my mind oscillated between savoring the carnal scene and worrying about our future, the other young men watched, their eyes hungry and their cocks hard, waiting for their turn to fuck my wife.

Holly cried out, her body convulsing as another orgasm tore through her. The second young man had fucked her for close to ten minutes before slamming into her one final time before pulling out and spraying his hot seed across her tummy.

Without missing a beat, a third young black student – about Leroy’s height and build, but with cornrows not dreads – stepped forward from the group, positioning himself between Holly’s legs and guiding his impressive cock into her slick, well-used pussy.

"Take it, bitch," he snarled, his demeanor somehow more bitter and aggressive than Kamal or student number two. He pounded into Holly mercilessly, making her whimper and moan in protest – but without ever asking him to stop, or even go slower.

Barely one or two minutes later, her eyes were rolling back in her head – she seemed to revel in his relentless assault on her body more than she enjoyed more moderate treatment.

The other young students carried on cheering and jeering as Mister Aggressive fucked her, their eager postures giving away they each wanted to be the next one to stake their claim on my wife by sinking their hard cocks into her swollen pussy.

"Fuck her good," one of them called out, his voice filled with cruel glee. "Show her what a real man can do!"

"Make her forget all about her husband! Fuck her so good she’ll tell him to screw his fucking stupid rules and deadlines!" shouted another, prompting a chorus of laughter from the others. Making me blush even more – so the whole group knew about me and the ultimatum I’d given Holly.

My heart twisted painfully at this young man’s taunts, but I couldn't bring myself to leave. I was too caught up in the sex and the fear.

Mister Aggressive started the conveyor belt as each man took his turn with my wife. All the time, Holly was moaning, her body writhing in pleasure as they fucked her in various positions and from various angles.

Sweating and watching from the corridor, I could see the sweat glistening on her skin, her breasts bouncing with every thrust. She seemed to be in a state of pure ecstasy, completely lost in the moment as the room echoed with the sound of slapping skin and her repeated climaxes,

With every new lover, every fresh conquest, I sensed a further emotional transformation in Holly. Each new lover like a hammer pounding in a nail, making her more relaxed and comfortable in her role as a female vessel for the pleasure of these young men. Happy to offer them her body to become an instrument of pure, uninhibited desire for them.

But also hammering in a reality that was the opposite of her promises to me and the opposite of her normal everyday life with me and the twins.

As one by one the young guys stepped forward, fucked her and shot their jizz on her or in her, she carried on transforming – right before my eyes.

The more they fucked her, the more I struggled to reconcile the sight before me with the woman I knew. The mother of our children, my partner, my wife.

How had we come to this? If this was who she truly was now, what kind of a future could we ever have together now, if this was the real Holly?

How could I have let things spiral so out of control? And how could I ever hope to forgive myself for the stupidity and the dark, twisted desires that had led us down this path?

As the fucking carried on, it wasn’t just an emotional change I sensed in her. Holly's physical appearance began to change too. Her once pristine hair was now matted and tangled, sweat and semen streaking her flushed pink skin. Her energy levels waned, but still, she continued to take each man, her body wracked with shuddering orgasms as they pounded into her again and again.

"Please..." Holly gasped between ragged breaths after one particularly powerful climax, her voice barely audible above the din of the crowd. "Please, no more..."

But her pleas fell on deaf ears as another man – thankfully the last of them - stepped forward, ready to take his turn with my beautiful, broken wife.

As the eighth and final man took his place inside her – Leroy evidently didn’t fancy sloppy seconds - I felt a sense of relief that this was all finally over.

"Fuck, you're beautiful like this," the last of the young guys purred as he lifted her legs over his shoulders, taking her in a position of raw vulnerability as he squashed her flat on the table.

"So open, so hungry, gonna enjoy having you again later,” he chuckled in response to her weary, blindfolded smile, “and who knows, maybe next time you’ll be happy to have even more of us … seems like you’d love that!” His comment shocking me, but winning him a weary smile from my spent wife.

As this final young man filled her, Holly's stamina had finally gone, her body still writhing under him, but now too exhausted to cum herself.

A content, smug look on his face, Mister Eight withdrew, leaving Holly panting and trying to recover on the table, her chest heaving as she gulped down big lungsful of air.

~~~~~  

Except for Leroy – no doubt he’d have her later or tomorrow – they’d all now enjoyed my beautiful wife and although the first cocks were already hard again, they all knew they needed to give her time to recover.

He may not have wanted to fuck her waterlogged pussy, but he demonstrated his ownership by being the one to pull off her blindfold. His smiling face being the one she saw as, like a mole emerging from the dark, she blinked repeatedly. Her eyes slowly getting accustomed to light as Leroy stroked her cheek and gave her time.

“Good, huh?” he grinned, kissing her with a tenderness that was the opposite of the last hour and a half’s events.

She just smiled – no energy left to talk.

They gave her water, let her stretch her limbs and then Leroy helped her wash in the corner shower until she was looking half like a member of the human race again.

She moved to pick up and put her clothes back on, but Leroy grasped her wrist and stopped her – instead doing the honors as he went round the circle, introduced her to each of the young guys who’d just fucked her.

It was a surreal experience – she’d already let all of them know her in the most intimate of ways – and here she was saying ‘hi’ like she was shaking hands at a garden party.

After some small, initial embarrassment, she relaxed and chatted with remarkable comfort and ease. My nearly forty, blonde mother of two and these nine naked young men – all in various states of hardness, indicating what was likely to start-up again when they judged she’d rested enough.

Intros over, with Holly sitting squeezed between Leroy and Kamal on the room’s only sofa, Kamal flicked a remote and a big TV screen I’d not noticed burst into life.

“Oh my Fuck … no … no!” Holly squealed, hand raised to her mouth in horror. She was watching a fifty-inch version of herself doing all the things the blindfold had been designed to stop her seeing. Her face instantly as crimson as a baboon’s ass.

“Look at you” … “You’re fucking lovin’ it” “Wow, you came so hard … squealed like a stuffed pig”…

The comments kept on coming a non-stop torrent of surprisingly jovial and jocular comments – the boys had emptied their balls, now they were almost like cute, bouncy puppy dogs.

After a couple of minutes of head-in-her-hands to hide her shame, Holly slowly opened up until she was being as jocular as they were. “Okay, okay … calm down, haven’t you guys ever seen a naked woman before … you got moms and sisters … maybe some of you even got girlfriends…”

And so it went back and forth for a few minutes, my normally confident wife no longer ashamed, giving as good as she got.

Even if he didn’t want to fuck her, it was Leroy who took this as a signal that Holly was ready to deal with what was now a full magazine of second round erections.

Kamal again getting pride of place as first in the line to fuck her again, Holly giggling as she felt his huge cock slip back into her. "Mmm … I never knew it could be like this … I should have listened to Tracey and Trish earlier."

Confirming my suspicions that tonight was a first for my wife, that a big part of her lack of resistance was an inquisitiveness to play catch up with her best friends and what they’d done back at college.

Objectively, she looked beautiful, even after the shower, her hair soon a wild mess again, her lips swollen from kissing. I found myself wanting her, wanting to be the one giving her that pleasure.

But however sexy she was, as I watched things start up again, I couldn't help but feel a renewed sense of betrayal and inadequacy.

These men were all so much younger and more virile than I was – a mid-level manager with a nearly forty dad bod.

As they carried on rutting, all sense of shame and restraint now gone from Holly, the sexual side of it excited me less. I guess the inevitable effects of overfamiliarity as we moved into the fourth hour since Leroy and Kamal had led her into that backroom.

Excitement now gone for me, there was nothing to balance my anger and sense of betrayal at the depravity I’d just witnessed.

“Damn it," I muttered under my breath, rubbing my temples in a futile attempt to alleviate my throbbing headache - my chest tight with a mixture of anger and shame.

"How could she?" I thought bitterly, replaying the sordid scene over and over again in my mind. "How could she break her promise so easily?"

I had given her everything she had asked for - freedom, excitement, a chance to explore her desires. And this is how she repaid me?

“Screw you,” I swore under my breath, finally able to break away as I stormed out of the club, no longer unsure what my next move was.


Chapter 24

As I sat stewing in the back of the Uber, I could still see the image of Holly, sandwiched between Leroy and Kamal when it had all begun. Her body writhing in pleasure. her moans almost as loud as the cheers of the crowd egging her on.

I knew I had to do something. I couldn't let this go on any longer. I had to give Holly an ultimatum. But what would it be? I didn't know yet, but I was determined to figure it out.

As I pulled into the driveway, my mind raced with possibilities. Would I demand that she end her affair with Leroy? Would I insist that she never see those other men again? Or would I ask her to choose between me and them?

I didn't know the answer yet, but I knew one thing for sure. I couldn't keep living like this. I couldn't keep watching my wife be taken by other men, no matter how much she now seemed to need it and it excited something odd deep inside me.

I needed to take control of the situation before it was too late.

"Enough," I muttered to myself, gritting my teeth and clenching my fists at my side, "this has to stop."

It was time to put an end to this twisted nightmare, once and for all. Tonight Holly had crossed a line that could not be uncrossed, and I knew I had to do something drastic to regain control of our lives – or our marriage and family was finished.

As I entered the house, I headed straight for the bedroom. I needed to clear my head, to think things through.

As I opened the door, I was struck by the sight of our marital bed, rumpled and empty. And I knew that I couldn't stay here any longer. I couldn't bear the thought of sleeping in that bed, haunted by the memories of what had happened tonight.

I grabbed a few things and headed for the door, determined to find somewhere else to sleep.

As I walked out of the bedroom, I couldn't help but feel a huge sense of sadness. This had been our home, our sanctuary. And now it felt like a battlefield, a place of conflict and betrayal.

‘But this was my home, my marriage,’ I thought to myself, ‘why should I let another man drive me out.’ No, I’d not sleep in there tonight, but I’d be damned if I was going to be driven out by a young black student half my age.

I’d stay and confront Holly and decide from there.

~~~~~  

I sat alone in the dimly lit living room, my hands clenched into fists as I replayed tonight’s scenes over and over again in my mind.

Holly had broken her promise to me, and I couldn't shake the image of her being led away by Leroy and Kamal, her body willingly following theirs. There was no resistance, no struggle, just a submissive acceptance when Leroy and Kamal led her into the back room at the club, stripping her clothes off with greedy hands while she smiled seductively and let them.

The memory of those two men touching my wife, preparing her for their depraved friends, filled me with a rage that tore me apart. I ran my fingers through my hair, tugging at the roots in frustration.

Looking up at the wall, each family photo seemed to mock me – the happy scenes, the wholesome smiles, the trust and love the opposite of everything I was feeling, of everything that had happened tonight.

A small voice in the back of my head whispered that I was partly to blame for allowing Holly's affair with Leroy to happen, but I was too consumed by anger to listen to reason.

I had thought it would be a harmless fantasy, a way to spice up our marriage. Wasn't I the one who initially allowed this? Who said yes to Leroy just to see that spark ignite in Holly's eyes again? But I shoved this thought down, buried it under layers of indignation. This went beyond permission; this was a breach of trust.

An hour ticked by with no sign of her. My thumbs hammered the phone screen, texts flying out like missiles filled with my wrath.

‘Where are you, Holly?’

‘What the hell are you doing?’

Her replies came back short and evasive, laced with half-apologies about being late and some nonsense about making the most of her last few days with Leroy.

Any mention of the multiple men she was with noticeably absent - no admission of the depraved acts I knew she was partaking in.

‘Last few days or not, you need to come home now,’ I demanded through the digital ether.

My phone buzzed with another message from Holly.

‘I don't want to bump into the twins looking so disheveled. It's best if I come home when they're asleep.’

I clenched my jaw, typing out my disagreement.

‘Absolutely not,’ I replied, my fingers shaking as I typed out the message. ‘You promised we'd do something together as a family today. Get your ass home now.’

My heart raced as I awaited her response, but none came. The silence was deafening, leaving me to stew in my anger and betrayal.

My own wife was ghosting me!

After everything I’d done for her!

My anger boiled over, and I hurled my phone onto the couch, watching as it bounced against the wall – somehow miraculously not smashing.

Eventually, around four in the morning, exhaustion claimed me, and I drifted into a fitful sleep.

A sleep where the twins' innocent faces blended with Holly's flushed cheeks and tangled hair, the sounds of her pleasure twisted into their laughter. I woke up fatigued, the dread for what awaited me gnawing at the pit of my stomach.

I was jolted awake just a few hours later by the incessant beeping of my alarm. I had to collect the twins from their sleepover, and the thought of facing them, of lying to them about their mother's whereabouts, made my stomach churn. The betrayal I felt was a bitter pill to swallow, and I couldn't help but wonder if I would ever be able to forgive Holly for this betrayal.

~~~~~    

Holly still hadn't returned or responded to my texts, and I had to collect our twins from their sleepover at eight-thirty a.m.

The thought of facing them without their mother by my side filled me with dread.

I couldn't shake the anger and fear as I drove to Debbie's house to collect the twins on Saturday morning. Anger at Holly for breaking her promise so easily. Fear that I might be losing her to Leroy. Fear that I was losing my grip on the woman I loved - the dominant presence of Leroy looming large in my mind, a constant reminder of my own inability to give her the newness and excitement she’d craved. The whole, singular route cause of the crisis in our marriage.

As I drove, my mind filled with the images of Holly with those nine young men playing on a loop in my head. A small voice inside me reminding me I was partly to blame for allowing her affair with Leroy - but my anger drowned the voice, laying the blame fair and square at Holly’s feet.

"Hey, Richard," Debbie greeted me with a warm smile. "The kids had a blast last night. They're just finishing up breakfast."

"Thanks, Debbie," I said, forcing a smile.

"Where's Mommy?" Martha's innocent eyes bore into mine as I ushered them out of Debbie's warm embrace and into the car. Millie clutched her stuffed rabbit, looking up at me expectantly.

"Mommy had to stay with a friend," I explained, forcing a smile. "It's their last chance to see Mommy before going on a trip." The three-quarter-size lie tasted bitter on my tongue, but I swallowed down the guilt. Protecting them was all that mattered. And besides, what I’d decided needed to happen about Leroy and their mother approximated to what I’d just told them.

Back home, the twins' energy seemed to fill every corner of the house, their laughter and chatter a stark contrast to the hollow silence that had greeted me earlier. They darted about, asking questions, demanding snacks, their world blissfully untouched by the storm brewing in my world.

"Can we call Mommy?" Martha tugged at my sleeve, her big eyes hopeful.

"Ah, the place where she is... has bad reception," I stammered, hating myself for the deceit. It was a necessary evil, one that kept the ugliness of our reality from staining their innocent little lives.

I cooked dinner with mechanical motions, served it with feigned enthusiasm, and cleared the dishes with a heaviness that seemed to grow heavier with each passing second.

By the end of the day, I was exhausted, angry, and afraid as I tucked the twins into bed.

Bedtime was a quiet affair, the twins' eyelids drooping with the weight of the day. I tucked them in, each girl nestled under her covers, their faces angelic in the soft glow of the nightlight.

Normally, this was Leroy's domain - the bedtime stories, the final jokes before the lights went out. The irony wasn't lost on me, how the man who had invaded my marriage had also woven himself into the fabric of our family routine. An irony that became even more surreal when the twins asked about Leroy – why he wasn’t here. I lied and thankfully they didn’t put two and two together and ask if he was visiting the same friend as mommy.

Sitting there in the dim light, watching the steady rise and fall of Martha and Millie's chests as they drifted off to sleep, my thoughts inevitably wandered to what would become of Holly and me.

As I closed the door to the twins' room, I let out a heavy sigh. The weight of the day's events was finally catching up to me, and I felt a deep sense of sadness wash over me.

I longed for the simplicity of our past, for the wholesome relationship Holly and I had shared until just weeks ago.

I remembered the way Holly always looked at Leroy, the raw sexual energy that crackled between them.

My mind flitted back to those first days when Leroy arrived, his charm disarming our hesitancy caused by his bad-boy appearance and previous life. His dark skin, tattoos and piercings a stark contrast to my own dad bod.

But now I felt betrayed and jealous – but I couldn't deny the twinge of arousal that stirred deep within me. It was a perverse and shameful twist, the voyeur in me both repulsed and fascinated by what they had done last night.

As I finally headed downstairs to the living room, I was suffering with a storm of emotions - hurt, regret, anger raging within me.

Yet, beneath it all lay an unyielding truth. Despite everything, I still loved Holly. And that realization was both my torment and my salvation.

I knew that I couldn't give up without a fight - taking a deep breath I steeled myself for the difficult conversation that lay ahead.

I would confront Holly about her broken promise and depraved, shameful behavior. But I’d also do everything in my power to save our marriage, to reclaim the love that had once bound us together.

But for now, all I could do was wait. And hope that when Holly finally came home, she would be truly and deeply apologetic for what she’d done and how much she’d hurt and betrayed me. Betrayed us.


Chapter 25

I downed the last of my bourbon. The clock on the wall read 9:00 pm, and still no sign of Holly.

My anger had simmered into a low, constant burn, a mixture of frustration and fear that she might be slipping away from me.

Finally, the sound of the front door opening jolted me out of my thoughts.

"Richard, we're home," Holly's voice rang out as the front door creaked open. The tone of her voice suggesting she was trying to bluff her way through the argument she knew was coming – her tone nervous and shaky as she tried to pretend everything was normal. ‘Nothing to see here.’

I looked up, my eyes narrowing into daggers at the sight of her. She was disheveled, her makeup smudged, and her clothes askew.

But it was the look in her eyes, a mix of exhaustion and satisfaction, that sent a pang of jealousy through me.

It was obvious that she had just been with Leroy, indulging in their twisted desires even after all they had done over the last twenty-four hours. My stomach churned at the thought. Even after everything, she’d still wanted more. Who was this woman? Could we ever be simple husband and wife again? Was that even possible?

And then I saw him, Leroy, lurking behind her like a shadow.

My gaze hardened as I looked at them, my jaw clenching tight. Holly's eyes darted to the floor, avoiding my gaze, while Leroy's eyes met mine with a defiant glare.

The tension in the room was heavy and almost physical, and I could feel my heart thumping loudly in my chest.

Leroy stood there, the muscles of his arms tensed, his stance aggressive as if he were ready for battle.

But Holly, perhaps sensing the brewing storm, intervened. "Leroy, honey … would you mind going to the basement, Richard and I need to talk … promise I’ll come and see you later…" she said, her voice steady but strained.

‘I’ll come and see you later.’ Over my dead body I thought. What fricking planet are you on, Holly? You have no idea … no idea at all…

Leroy's eyes narrowed - but after a moment, he reluctantly followed Holly's request, heading down the stairs with a final glare in my direction.

"Call me if you need me," he snarled as he reluctantly descended the basement stairs. There were no words between him and me, just an exchange of dirty looks that spoke volumes about the hatred that had grown between us these last twenty-four hours.

As he descended, I thought back to when Leroy first moved in, how he charmed us with kindness and slipped into our lives like a trusted younger relative.

There was no trace of that man now; that Leroy was a facade peeled away to reveal the truth of his nature - domineering, cruel, possessive and not caring what mayhem he caused.

~~~~~    

Left alone with Holly, there was a long drown out silence as we looked at each other.

"Richard, we need to - " Holly began…

"What the fuck, Holly?" I snapped,

I watched her, the woman who had shared my bed and borne my children, as she stood there looking guiltily at the floor.

“Where the hell have you been for the last twenty-four hours?”

Holly's eyes widened, and she looked away from me, her cheeks flushing with guilt. "I'm sorry I’m late, Richard," she said, her voice wavering. "I know I messed up by not communicating enough. But you gave me permission to go to the club with Leroy, remember? I just wanted to make the most of our last few days together."

Deciding not to reveal what I knew – to see if she came clean about her broken promise and debauched behavior – instead I went for a less revealing, more obvious target.

"Saturday was supposed to be for us, Holly. For the family," I reminded her, the anger in my voice a sharp contrast to the placating softness in hers. I couldn't help but notice the love bites on her neck and upper chest, testament to what her body had been subjected to by Leroy, Kamal and their seven other buddies.

She shifted uncomfortably, avoiding my gaze. "Sorry, honey … but you know why I was there. You said I could go with Leroy... make the most of these last few days."

‘Make the most of these last few days.’

This was such a distortion - I’d never mentioned anything about wanting her to make the most of her last few days.

Those had been her words, her way of getting me to reluctantly agree to what she wanted … about going to the club. Not something I wanted at all, after her earlier behavior at the previous campus party. Her twisting of the truth making me want to physically explode - but somehow, I managed to limit my reaction to slow, seething anger as I gave her enough rope to hang herself.

"Did you enjoy yourself then?" I asked, laying my trap.

She didn’t read it at all – she was still so high on the sexual and emotional highs of the last few hours. She thought I was asking out of love and voyeuristic curiosity.

"Richard, you're such a wonderful husband," she began, her voice an attempted soothing balm that failed to penetrate even an inch of the turmoil inside me.

"I'll end it with Leroy soon, just like I promised. You and the twins will be my focus again."

My voice finally cracked, revealing my raw pain. "Is that supposed to make everything alright, Holly? Just a few sweet words and we pretend like none of this ever happened? That you didn’t just dump me and the twins for a chance of a day’s extra fucking!"

"Please, let's not fight," she pleaded, her hands reaching out for mine, seeking a connection I wasn't sure we still had. “You knew where I was … you knew what I was doing…”

Her words just made my anger worse. "You're missing the point, Holly! This isn't about your little fling with Leroy anymore. It's about you breaking your promise to our family - to me and the twins!"

Holly kept avoiding my gaze, but I could see the conflict in her eyes. She knew I was right, but she was unwilling to admit it.

"Richard, you promised to do anything to make me happy," she reminded me, her voice barely above a whisper. "And I've been so much more fulfilled since being with Leroy..."

"Is that all you care about now?" I snapped, my heart aching as I stared at her. "Your own pleasure?"

Tears welled up in Holly's eyes as she looked at me, finally meeting my gaze. "No, of course not," she insisted. "You and the twins mean everything to me. I love you, Richard. And I'm grateful for what a wonderful and loving husband you are."

"Then prove it," I demanded, my voice softening slightly. "End this affair with Leroy in the next few days, like you promised. Make us - your family - the center of your life again."

Holly nodded, wiping away her tears. "I will, Richard. I promise."

She reached for my hand, and although I was still angry and hurt, I allowed her to take it, knowing what was coming next.

~~~~~    

"So, did you behave yourself at the club?" I asked, my voice dripping with fake curiosity. The words were a trap, and I knew it.

I already knew the answer, but I wanted to hear her lie to my face. I wanted to see the look of guilt in her eyes as she tried to deceive me and I dropped the bomb.

"Of course, I did," she replied, her eyes darting away for a fraction of a second before she answered. Her voice trying to sound even and confident but failing.

But I could see the flicker of fear in her eyes, the slight tremble in her hand as she brushed a strand of hair away from her face.

"Really?" I pressed, my heart hammering against my chest. "Because I know exactly where you were. I know the name of the club. "The Rhino Club, right?"

Her eyes looked panicked, the best she could do being a half-parry. "You followed me?"

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you … throw some of the blame back at your poor, hapless, stupid cuckolded husband! Well, bad luck for you, I didn’t need to follow you, you cheating slut! Just so happens that’s where Tom and Harry wanted to go last night … so don’t you dare try and carry on lying to me, Holly!”

Holly's posture crumbled, her facade cracking under the weight of truth and humiliation. "Richard, I..." Her voice cracked, and tears welled up, spilling down her cheeks. “You were there, at the back?”

"Damn right I was," I spat, my hands shaking. "I watched as you let those young black men take turns using your body like a piece of meat." The words tasted bitter on my tongue, but I couldn't hold back any longer.

"Richard, please, it wasn't like that..." Holly stammered, tears streaming down her face.

"Wasn't it?" I scoffed, my chest heaving with rage. "I saw it all … I saw you with Leroy and Kamal, I saw you letting those young black men do things to you that I could never even imagine."

The color drained from her face as I described in graphic detail what I had witnessed. The way their hands had roamed over her body, the way they had taken turns pleasuring her in every conceivable way. The way she had moaned and writhed in ecstasy, completely lost in the moment as eight young black guys had run a train on her – twice!

"How could you do this to me?" I asked, my voice breaking with emotion. "How could you betray me like this?"

"I'm sorry," she whispered, tears streaming down her face. "I didn't mean for it to happen. I just... I couldn't resist them. They made me feel things that I've never felt before."

I scoffed at her pathetic excuse. "Is that what you call behaving yourself? Giving yourself to a group of strangers like some common whore?"

"Please, Richard," she begged, her voice trembling. "Don't say that. I'm sorry, I'll never do it again. I swear."

~~~~~    

"I saw everything, Holly,” I screamed, her belief that a simple apology might make things better sending me into a fresh rage of anger.

“I saw everything … I watched as Leroy and Kamal stripped you naked, pawed at your body like it was a toy for them to play with, and you just stood there, allowing it as they played with your body like it was their personal plaything."

Holly's sobs intensified, her body trembling as she struggled to breathe, her eyes squeezed shut as if trying to block out the memories. "I'm sorry, Richard. I'm so sorry."

But I wasn't finished. I needed to hurt her like she had hurt me, to make her feel the full weight of her actions.

"You just stood there," I spat, "letting them strip you bare, touch you, own you. Then you let each of those eight young men have their way with you - not once but twice. Is that what you call behaving yourself? Was that part of your plan?"

Holly's whole body shook with sobs, her chest heaving with each gasping breath. She looked up at me with tear-stained eyes, her mascara running down her cheeks in black streaks. "Please, Richard. I'm sorry. I never meant for this to happen."

But I couldn't find it in me to forgive her, not yet. I was still too angry, too hurt. "You promised me, Holly. You promised me that you wouldn’t humiliate me in public, like you did at the campus party … only this time what you did was a million-times worse!"

She took a step towards me, her arms outstretched as if to embrace me. But I pushed her away, unable to bear the thought of touching her after what I had witnessed. "Don't. Just don't."

Holly's face crumpled in defeat, and she sank to the floor, her body wracked with sobs. Her long blonde hair – normally so beautiful and immaculate - a tangled veil hiding her tear-streaked face. Her makeup even more smeared than when she’d arrived - her eyes now red and puffy from crying.

"Richard, I - I'm so sorry."

Sorry. The word sounded so hollow after I’d been forced to watch her betray me with such little thought or resistance.

"Are you?" My voice cracked, revealing the fissure in my composure. A part of me hated her for what she'd done, for the way she’d broken her promises to me and the twins.

"Are you really?"

"More than anything," she whispered, her voice a ghost of its former self - her body shaking with each sob.

"Please, Richard," she begged, reaching for me again. “I’m so, so sorry … I’ll never do anything like that ever again … I promise…”

But it was too late for apologies. The damage had already been done. I could see the truth in her eyes, the hunger and desire that still lingered there. She was addicted to the thrill of the forbidden, and I knew that I could never give her what she truly wanted.

As I looked at her, my heart ached with a mix of love and betrayal. I wanted to forgive her, to move past this and start anew. But I also knew that I could never trust her again. The thought of her with another man, of her giving herself so freely to someone else, was more than I could bear.

"I don't know if I can do this anymore," I said, my voice barely a whisper. "I don't know if I can be with someone who doesn't respect me enough to keep their promises."

She looked at me with pleading eyes, tears still streaming down her face. "Please, Richard. I'll do anything to make this right. I'll end things with Leroy, I'll be the perfect wife and mother. Just... please don't leave me."

But even as she spoke, I could see the doubt in her eyes. She was torn between her love for me and her insatiable desire for what she’d discovered with Leroy.

And I knew that no matter what I did, I could never truly satisfy her after what she’d experienced these last few weeks. Knowing in my heart that our marriage was now a four-way battlefield – between our deep love, her sexual needs and my own anger and sense of inadequacy.

I sighed, feeling a wave of exhaustion wash over me. I no longer had the strength for this – not after everything I’d suffered through these last twenty-four hours.

"I need some time to think," I said, my voice heavy with sadness. "I'll be in the guest room tonight."

As I walked away, I could feel her eyes on my back, begging me to turn around and take her in my arms. But I couldn't. I needed time to process my emotions, to figure out what I truly wanted. What I truly thought was still possible for her as a woman, for us a couple.

I turned away, unable to watch her cry any longer.

And as I lay in bed that night, staring up at the ceiling, I couldn't help but wonder if our love was strong enough to survive the betrayal, or if it was doomed to crumble under the weight of her desires.




Chapter 26

I tossed and turned for two or three hours – unsurprisingly, sleep wasn’t going to come easily tonight, no matter how emotionally drained I was. My efforts at sleep hardly helped by the sounds of sobbing I could hear coming from our bedroom, where Holly was trying to cry herself to sleep.

The next thing I knew I was looking at the clock – it was two in the morning and thankfully I must have managed at least some short sleep.

Now I seemed wide awake again, and after another few minutes trying and failing to get back to sleep, it dawned on me there was no sobbing coming from our bedroom.

My first instinct was to feel happy. No matter how terribly she’d hurt me, now my temper had cooled, I was back to my hating the sound of Holly crying.

But then another, far more worrying thought occurred to me. Something to do with something I’d nearly said towards the end of our argument.

When Holly had been seeking comfort from me and I’d only just managed to bite my tongue. When I’d left her alone in the lounge and headed to the guest room, a part of my angry self wanted to taunt her … ‘if you want comfort, you know where to find it … why don’t you try lover boy down in the basement … after all, you seem to rely on him for everything else these days.’

Thankfully I’d held back those hurtful words, words that were routed in my anger and sense of insecurity.

But now, hearing no sobbing, a chilling thought went down my spine – what if, rejected by me and hurting more than she’d ever done before, she had gone down to the basement to seek emotional solace.

For a good quarter hour, I struggled. My anger and sense of self-respect telling me not to go and check on her. That if she had gone down to the basement, then that was it – I’d be visiting the lawyer in the morning.

But of course, in the end I caved and made the short journey to quietly open the door. Where I was relieved to see my fears were unfounded. Holly was in bed – in bed and alone, slowly scrolling on her phone to try and take her mind of things.

~~~~~  

I think it was this sense of relief – that she’d not sought comfort in Leroy’s arms – that allowed me to grab another hour or so of sleep until

again, something woke me. The guest room clock showing three-forty-five.

Whatever it was that had caused me to wake up again, the next thing I was aware of was the sound of quiet footsteps on the carpeted hallway. Looking out I saw Leroy sneaking by the guestroom on the way to the master bedroom – wearing nothing more than his boxers.

“What are you doing here?” my startled wife asked, just as surprised to see him as I was as I watched silently from the hallway.

Undeterred, he stripped off his boxers and with his long, thick cock dangling between his legs, be padded over butt-naked to sit on the edge of the bed, right next to Holly.

“What are you doing here?” Holly repeated, her voice shaky and nervous.

“I was worried about you, Hol? I heard all the shouting, all the crying … I wanted to come and check you were okay,” our young renter said, seemingly with genuine concern in his voice, reaching out to stroke some tear-matted blonde hairs away from Holly’s eyes.

“Besides, Hol, baby … you said you’d come and see me,” he offered, just the slightest of playful hint in his tone as he continued to stroke Holly’s face.

Part of me wanted to rush in and smash something hard and heavy over the back of his head. But another part of me thought more deeply – that however much I was hurting and fearful for my marriage, if Holly and I were to have any kind of future together, we both needed to know that she could finally manage some kind of resistance to Leroy and his charms.

So, however hard it was, I restrained myself, biting my lip and clenching my fist as I held my breath – waiting to see what Holly would do.

“Sorry,” she replied, her face turning to a grimace, “it wouldn’t have been a good idea.”

“Richard knows everything,” she whispered, for once Leroy losing his usual confident demeanor, looking as shocked as Holly had when I’d told her.

“Everything!” she repeated, a visible lump now bobbing in Leroy’s throat.

“You better go back down now…”

Leroy didn’t speak – instead he took Holly’s left hand and placed it at the root of his huge, hardening cock. His dark, tattooed hand on hers, slowly getting her to work her hand up and down his length – all the time looking directly into her eyes, Holly unable to break contact.

The gold of her wedding and other rings contrasting against the knotted darkness of his trunk of a cock - she allowed him to work her hand up and down twice before she managed to break the trance.

“No … no Leroy … you’ve done enough damage already … we’ve done enough damage already … I don’t know if Richard will ever forgive me for tonight … you’d better go back downstairs.”

He leaned in, kissed her softly, still squeezing her hand tight on the thickening manhood that had taught her new things about pleasure these last few weeks. But somehow Holly managed to resist – fear finally winning out over lust.

“Leroy … please … we’ll talk tomorrow…”

Looking deep in her eyes, she allowed him one more kiss. “I’ll hold you to that, Holly … Richard isn’t the only one who cares about you, you know … who has feelings for you…”

~~~~~  

Somehow, we managed to get Millie and Martha off to school without them noticing the strained atmosphere, or the puffy face of their mother. I think they were just so relieved to see their mom back home that they were unaware of wider things. ‘Wider things’ including Leroy making a prolonged appearance at the breakfast table -  the twins almost as pleased to see him as they were to see their mother!

I had a slightly different take about his breakfast presence, knowing damned well he was making a statement. Not being respectful of our marriage or any way cowed or embarrassed by the trouble he’d caused. Quite the contrary, what he was doing was laying down a marker – sitting at our breakfast table just like me. Implicitly saying he had equal rights when it came to Holly and my family.

Bastard!

Twins safely off to school – I didn’t feel like going to work, no matter how fucked up things were there.

But when, about an hour later and finally alone, Holly came in to talk to me, part of me wished I had gone to work.

~~~~~  

Freed of the need to put a brave face on everything for the twins, after they’d left, Holly disappeared off to our bedroom, the sound of her sobbing loud enough to reach me even in the den.

When she finally had no more tears to give, the door opened quietly. Holly's tear-streaked face looked in at me, her mascara smudged again and her eyes red and puffy – just like the night before.

She looked more vulnerable and scared than I’d ever seen her before – more a scared child than a mature woman approaching her fortieth birthday.

I could see the fear in her eyes as she asked the question I had been dreading.

"Do you want a divorce, Richard?" she whispered, her voice shaking, her terrified eyes staring straight at me – boring right into my soul, desperate to be put out of her misery.

I hesitated, taking a deep breath and looking away. I knew I didn't want a divorce, but I couldn't bring myself to say the words just yet.

I wanted Holly to feel the full weight of her actions, to understand the shattering, soul-destroying pain she had caused me.

So, I stayed silent, letting the tension build between us. Letting her understand the true extent of what she’d done – how deep the blade had sunk.

Holly's eyes pleaded with me, and I could see the desperation in her expression. "Richard, please," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "I'm so sorry. I never meant to hurt you. I never meant for things to go this far."

I looked back at her, my anger and hurt warring with the love I still felt for her. I took a deep breath and finally spoke. "No, Holly, I don't want a divorce," I said, my voice steady. "But things can't go on like this. Leroy needs to leave. Immediately," I stated firmly, my jaw clenched in determination.

"Richard, please, don't do this," she implored, her hands clasped together as if in prayer.

"Really, Holly? After everything you've done, you still have the audacity to ask me not to?" I snapped. "He has to go. You've proven that you can't resist him, no matter what promises you make to me or yourself. He's toxic for our family, and he needs to be out of our lives."

~~~~~    

“Richard, can't he just stay until the lease runs out?" Holly's voice quivered as she pleaded, her blue eyes searching mine for a hint of leniency. "I'll keep my distance, I promise."

I stared at her, incredulous. How could she still be trying to protect Leroy after everything that had happened? My heart ached with betrayal and anger, yet I couldn't deny the love I still felt for her.

"No," I replied firmly, "it's either him or me, Holly. You have to choose."

She hesitated, her eyes filling with tears. The sight of her like this tore at me, but I couldn't back down now. Not when our family was at stake.

"Alright," she whispered finally, her voice barely audible.

"Good." My response was curt, the taste of victory bitter on my tongue. "But there's one more thing."

Holly tensed, waiting.

"You have to be the one to tell him, He won't listen to me. You need to make him leave today."

"Richard, please..." she pleaded.

"No, Holly," I cut her off, firm in my resolve. "You need to show me, show Leroy, that we - me and the twins - are still your priority over whatever you think or feel for him," I insisted, feeling a sick sort of satisfaction in the pained expression on her face. "If you want us to survive this, you need to make it clear where your priorities lie."

Holly didn't respond immediately, but eventually she bowed her head in acceptance. She knew as well as I did that this was the only way to begin repairing the damage that had been done.

"Fine," she murmured, her voice choked with emotion. "I'll do it."

"Thank you," I whispered, though the words tasted like ash in my mouth. As much as I wanted to pull her close and comfort her, I couldn't. Not yet.

"Give me a moment," she said, and then she left the room to gather herself before the difficult conversation ahead.


Chapter 27

I watched as Holly descended the basement stairs, her hips swaying in her tight jeans, her blonde hair cascading down her back. My heart raced as I wondered what would happen between her and Leroy. Would she be able to convince him to leave peacefully? Or would he try to persuade her to leave with him?

As I sat on the couch waiting, I couldn't help but feel a sense of guilt wash over me. I had let things go too far – in my efforts to make Holly happy and fulfilled, I’d been stupid and naïve, and now our marriage was hanging by a thread.

I glanced at the clock on the wall, noting that over an hour had passed since Holly had gone down to talk to Leroy.

My anxiety was growing with each passing minute.

I poured myself another glass of bourbon as I tried to distract myself from the countless scenarios playing out in my mind.

"Fuck, what if he convinces her to leave with him?" I muttered under my breath. The very thought sent a cold shiver down my spine, making me clutch my glass tighter.

I paced back and forth in the living room, my eyes darting between the clock and the basement door. Time seemed to crawl by at an agonizingly slow pace.

The more I thought about it, the more my fears grew. What if Leroy refused to move out? He had a signed lease agreement, after all. I couldn't just kick him out without consequences. And even if he did agree to leave, would things ever go back to normal between Holly and me? Could we truly heal the rift that had formed between us?

I shook my head, trying to push the negative thoughts away. I had to believe that we could find a way to move past this.

I could hear muffled voices coming from the basement, but I couldn't make out what they were saying.

Every fiber of my being screamed to follow Holly down the stairs to the basement, to see what was happening and guard against the possibility that Leroy could even now charm her away from me.

But I resisted the urge to go down and see what was happening, knowing that in reality my presence could easily make things a whole lot worse, and that likely it wouldn’t make things go any more quickly.

As I sat there, I couldn't stop thinking about Leroy and the hold he had over Holly. I knew that he was a dangerous man, that he had a history of violence and criminal activity.

But at the same time, I couldn't deny the fact that he had an undeniable sexual magnetism. I had seen the way Holly looked at him, the way her eyes lit up when he was around.

I knew she loved me = but even so, it was a look that I had never been able to inspire in her.

~~~~~ 

For more than another hour, I anxiously waited, drowning my fears and doubts in bourbon. My mind raced with dark imaginings, each worse than the last. Then, finally, the basement door opened.

I heard footsteps on the stairs. I looked up, expecting to see Holly, but instead, it was Leroy. He was carrying two large suitcases, his face twisted into an angry scowl. "You think you're so fucking smart, don't you?" he spat, glaring at me with contempt. "You think you can just get rid of me like this?"

I stood up, feeling a surge of anger coursing through my veins. "You need to leave, Leroy," I said, trying to keep my voice steady. "You're not welcome here anymore."

Leroy laughed, a cold, cruel laugh that sent shivers down my spine. "You think I give a fuck about what you want?" he sneered. "Your wife is mine, Richard. She's addicted to the way I make her feel.”

“Every time you're not with her," Leroy spat out, his eyes locked onto mine, "you'll wonder. You'll be scared. Because deep down, you know she craves me, needs what I got. Every time you're not with her, you're going to be wondering if she's with me, cheating on you behind your back."

His words were a blade twisting in my gut, a vile reminder of the erotic thrill that Holly found in his arms - the same thrill that even now still threatened to unravel our marriage. Was it true? Would she always hunger for the taboo, the forbidden ecstasy that Leroy offered?

He may be the one about to leave, but his words hit me like a bullet in the head as the fear he’d laid bored into my brain.

I felt my heart drop as I looked over at Holly. She was standing at the bottom of the stairs, her eyes red and puffy from crying. She looked up at me, and for a moment, I thought I saw a flicker of guilt in her gaze. But then it was gone, replaced by a look of defiance.

I took a deep breath, trying to compose myself. "You need to leave, Leroy," I repeated, my voice firm. "I won't ask you again."

"Remember, Richard, she'll never forget me, she’ll always want me!" he called over his shoulder, a final barb meant to wound as he slammed the door behind him.

I let out a sigh of relief, feeling like a weight had been lifted off my shoulders.

~~~~~    

Holly stood there, looking vulnerable and lost, her eyes red and puffy from crying. She hesitated for a moment before nervously asking, "Can you ever forgive me, Richard? Can we be okay?"

I looked at her, my beautiful wife, who had just betrayed me in the most humiliating way imaginable. My heart was a tangled mess of love, anger, and hurt, but as I stared into her tear-filled eyes, I knew that I still loved her deeply, despite everything that had happened. Taking a deep breath, I opened my arms to her, and she stepped into my embrace, burying her face in my chest.

"Of course I can, Holly," I whispered, stroking her hair gently. "We'll be okay. We love each other, and that's what matters."

Her body melded against mine, fitting as naturally as it always had. We would be okay; we had to be. The love that bound us was not so easily unraveled, even by the likes of Leroy.

Her lips found mine, a kiss that tasted of regret and longing. As our embrace tightened, Leroy's venomous words slithered into my mind. His taunts were designed to fester, to corrode the very foundations of what we’d built. Would she really crave him, seek the dark thrill of his touch behind my back?

As we hugged, Leroy's ominous warning replayed itself in my mind. He’d said that every time I wasn't with Holly, I'd be wondering if she was with him, cheating on me behind my back. The thought made my stomach churn with dread and jealousy, and I couldn't help but wonder if I had made things worse by forcing him out.

Was Leroy right? Would Holly be unable to resist him if he approached her again? I knew how angry he was with me now, and it seemed all too plausible that he would try to seduce Holly again, both for the pleasure it would give him and the pain it would cause me. My marriage, once so solid and dependable, now felt like it was perched precariously on the edge of a cliff, ready to topple over at any moment.

Holly pulled away from me slightly, her eyes searching mine for reassurance.

"Richard?" Holly's voice cut through the haze of my thoughts, her eyes searching mine for reassurance. "Will we be okay?"

"Of course, we will," I lied, or maybe I spoke a truth we both needed to believe. "Because we love each other."

As I held her, the ghost of Leroy's sneer haunted me. I could almost feel the heat of his arrogance, the challenge he posed not just to my marriage but to my manhood. Had forcing him out only stoked the flames of his spite? Would his threats become self-fulfilling prophecies, whispered seductions that might lure Holly back into the web of depravity we'd just escaped?

"Richard, say something, please," her voice was fragile, a whisper against the tumult of my inner turmoil.

"Love is stronger than temptation," I murmured, trying to convince myself as much as her. But doubt gnawed at me, festering with the memory of how willingly she had succumbed to Leroy's carnal machinations.

"Promise me," Holly pleaded, her eyes pools of worry, "promise me we'll get through this."

"I promise," I said, sealing the vow with another kiss, tasting the bitter tang of fear on her lips. It was a promise I prayed I could keep.

Reassured by my exaggerated confidence, she managed a small, hopeful smile. "What do we do now, Richard?" she asked in a small voice, her vulnerability breaking my heart all over again.

"First, we need to rebuild our trust," I said, trying to sound more confident than I felt. "We're going to have to be completely honest with each other from now on, Holly. No more secrets, no more lies."

She nodded tearfully, and I could see the determination in her eyes. We had a long road ahead of us, filled with uncertainty and potential heartache, but I knew that as long as we loved each other, there was hope for our future.

As we pulled apart, I saw Holly's gaze drift towards the door, as if she was expecting Leroy to come back at any moment.

"He's not coming back," I said, trying to reassure her, trying to reassure myself "He's gone, and we're free of him."

Holly nodded, but I could see the doubt in her eyes – or was it hope, not doubt?
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