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Author’s Note / Request for Proofreaders

I’d just like to apologize that Book 3 in the series is around a month later than I’d planned.

Writer’s block, some new writing methods that didn’t pan out and pressure of real-life work combined to really slow things down.  Sorry!

I’d also like to make a heartfelt request for anyone out there who’d be interested in joining the proofreading / editing team.  My friends CBears, Coyote and High are a huge help – but various readers have rightly pointed out that I am letting too many typos still get through.

If anyone has the time to help, please email me at:  PetergJohnson89@yahoo.com.   Aside from helping, you’ll get earliest access to new books as they’re written.

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.

~~~~~    

We pick up our story from the end of Book 2, when things had come to a crisis in how our newly exciting marriage was working.  Things between Holly and our young black renter Leroy had gotten way too freaky, way too dangerous.

Holly had reluctantly agreed with the actions I'd felt forced to take, but now that things were vaguely back to normal, I couldn't help but wonder how things would develop.

After such an intense, whirlwind relationship with our young black renter, could our lives ever go back to normal?  Or would it be just like Leroy had threatened - that whenever Holly wasn't with me, I'd wonder where she was and who might be with her.

Read the concluding part of our three-book life story.


Chapter 1

Why?

It was the Monday before Christmas, and I should be home with Holly and the twins – not here on the other side of the country.

Just why the hell had my trip to California fallen right now?  Fallen at the worst time imaginable – the absolute last moment I’d have ever chosen to be away from home, to be away from Holly.  This was the time I needed to be near to her – to try and rebuild things, to make sure Leroy didn’t come sniffing around, trying to undo the decision Holly had made, to kick him out and end things between the two of them.

Yet, in their infinite wisdom, this was the moment my corporate bosses had chosen to send me to the other side of the country.  New York to Los Angeles – a six-hour flight and a three-hour time difference, the last thing I needed right now!

Checking into my hotel, my heart was racing as I wheeled my suitcase into my room for the week, the clear and sunny winter sky seemed to mock me, a sharp contrast to the dark clouds and thoughts brewing within me.

As soon as I closed the door behind me, the weight of my thoughts threatened to crush me.  My thoughts to let Holly take a lover to ward off her mid-life crisis and relive her wild college years, may have been borne out of love and altruism, but as the weight of fear bore down on my chest, I kept asking myself one simple question: ‘How could you have been so dumb?  Richard, for a supposedly smart man, how could you have been so boundlessly stupid?’

I’d allowed myself to be lulled into a totally false sense of security by the way Leroy had initially shown me respect and had been so kind and loving to our seven-year-old twins, Millie and Martha.

‘And how had that worked out for you, Richard?’ I asked myself caustically, trying to lose myself in the methodical act of unpacking and arranging my clothes in the hotel closet.

My mind started to wander … ‘No, no, no’ I told myself, but I was powerless to stop my mind replaying all those intense nights when I’d watched Holly kissing and caressing our young black renter Leroy before she opened her legs and let him ravage her with his ten-inch black cock.

I screwed my eyes tight shut, begging my mind to obey, but instead of seeing just Holly and Leroy, my mind was filled with the bewitching sights and sounds from just three days ago.  When she’d taken the latitude I’d given her – allowing her a time-limited two-month affair with Leroy – and broken every rule and promise that existed between us. 

Not just ‘broken’ them but smashed them into a million tiny pieces as her promise to ‘behave’ in public had descended into a wild bacchanalian orgy as she’d engaged in a wild multi-hour sex party with multiple young black men.

Having sex with not just a couple of Leroy’s friends, but allowing eight of Leroy’s fellow black students to have sex with her before finally returning home a full-day after she’d left with our young renter to go to the club.

‘I don’t want to come home when the twins might see me.’

Yeah, right! That’s really your reason for staying out an extra day – nothing to do with wanting all those extra hours with her well-endowed young black lover!

Virtually the only thing I’d taken pleasure from was the look of shock on Holly’s face when I’d reeled her in before revealing I knew exactly what she’d done … that fate had put me in the same club Leroy and his eight friends had gone to and that I’d seen everything.

Seeing that crushed look of shock and horror was about the only thing I’d enjoyed from that weekend … or at least that’s what I kept telling myself, unwilling to admit to myself that even though I was horrified, a weird and sick part of me had enjoyed watching Holly being fucked multiple times by that baying, hungry pack of young black students.

Squeezing my eyes even tighter, I tried to wash away the thoughts of what had happened … but it was hopeless, the memories were etched too deep, both too erotic and too traumatic.

Even separated by three-thousand miles, I couldn't help but remember how Holly had writhed beneath all eight young black men.  How she’d spread her legs wide time after time, moaning loudly as these young black bucks egged each other on as they took turns thrusting deep into the sexy blonde MILF’s pussy – no idea if she was fertile and vulnerable or protected, probably hoping for the former so that one of them could strike the jackpot and knock-up the sexy white wife that belonged to another man.

‘Fuck, no … fuck … go away … go away…’  But the sights and sounds kept coming back to me.  The sounds of their energetic, virile young bodies slapping against Holly’s pale, yielding body … the sounds of their aggressive grunts and Holly’s happy, satisfied moans echoed in my ears.  Fuck, even all these hours later I could almost smell the scent of their sweat mingling together!

‘Yes, baby … yes, deeper … deeper Kamal, deeper baby!’ I heard Holly cry out again in my memory as the largest of the group – Leroy’s heavy-set six-eight friend Kamal – had been first-up to fuck her. Holly’s voice breathy and full of desire as Kamal buried himself even deeper inside her than Leroy managed. My mind vividly recalling how her hands had reached out, fingers digging into the toned dark muscles of his back – despite the immense size of his cock, seeking to pull him even deeper urging him on to give her every inch.

‘Damn, you're so tight,’ Leroy’s huge friend had groaned, his hips bucking against hers with an almost metronomic beat as he’d drilled my sobbing wife with all eleven inches of his thick, gnarled black meat.  His fellow students unwilling to fight him for Holly’s favors, content to just stroke themselves as they waited for their turn, their young faces dripping with anticipation to fuck my sexy blonde wife.

Putting my socks and underwear away, I shook my head violently from left to right, trying anything I could think of to clear away the thoughts that had followed me from that dank, dimly lit New York club room.

‘Ugh, why am I thinking about this now?’ I muttered under my breath, my hands shaking as I tried to focus on folding my shirts.

Deep down, I knew the reason I couldn’t shift these deeply etched thoughts and memories.

It was less about the undoubted arousal I’d felt watching, and much more because I was afraid – afraid of losing the woman I loved, afraid of no longer being enough for her, of the consequences of agreeing to open that Pandora's box of lust and desire that Leroy represented.

Slumping on the bed, looking aimlessly out of the window, I tried, but there was no escape. ‘Richard,’ Holly's voice echoed in my mind, tinged with a mix of guilt and longing, ‘what happened at the club … what you allowed with Leroy, it doesn't change how I feel about you. I love you, but I can't deny this part of myself, either.  I need to feel alive … more than just a mom and wife … you know that, honey … you agreed to that…’

‘Is that what you want?’ I remember one of the young men asking Holly, smirking at her as he stroked himself. ‘You want to watch yourself getting fucked by all these big black cocks, huh?’

‘Please,’ she’d whispered, still some tiny sense of embarrassment holding her back, biting her lip as she looked him in the eyes, ashamed but too needy to hold back.

I remember how I’d felt as I’d watched this scene, as ashamed as Holly seemed as my own arousal spiked despite my sense of betrayal and anger, my cock hard as diamonds even as jealousy gripped my heart.

As these images and memories haunted and tortured me, I realized just what a twisted, tangled web we'd woven in our stupid, vein attempts to roll the clock back and allow Holly to relive the wild, single life she’d enjoyed at college.

And now, thousands of miles away from home, I found myself struggling to break free from the hold those memories had on me.

Trying to calm myself and wash the thoughts away, I decided to take a hot shower.

But with the hot water beating off me and the steam blocking off my vision, there was even less to block out the painful memories from Saturday night and the bitter argument Holly and I had when I’d told her I’d seen everything, knew she’d broken her promises and demanded she end things with Leroy and tell him to leave.

I tried to harden my heart and feel no sympathy, but still the little voice reminded me I’d done plenty to bring this on.  In front of Holly, I’d felt pure anger and rage, but here in the privacy of the scalding shower, I remembered how her face had crumpled with tears, her voice wavering as she’d pleaded for understanding.

‘Richard, please... I love you, but I can't just turn off this part of me. It's like... it's like denying who I am… let me see Leroy even just a little … every few days…’

‘Even just a little? Who are you? Holly, you're a wife and a mother, not some plaything for a thug like Leroy and his friends!  Eight of them!  Eight of them you fucked!  Eight, Holly … Eight!’

Even now, two days later, my body trembled even at the memory of the anger I’d felt as Holly had begged to retain even the slenderest connection to Leroy.

Finally escaping the scalding water, I peered into the bathroom mirror at my own gaunt features and admitted to myself it hadn’t just been anger driving my reaction.  Admitting that underneath the anger was something even more significant – fear. The fear of losing the woman who was the bedrock of my life and our family … of losing her to someone more exciting, more sexually capable and more capable of fulfilling her desires to escape middle-age and relive her wild past.

Still staring into the mirror, I thought I looked like shit … making me wonder if this was how I’d looked on Saturday night when I’d nervously waited while Holly had descended to the basement to talk to my nemesis, Leroy.

I’d not been able to see my face, but I’d never forget how sweaty my palms and armpits had gotten and how my stomach had churned like it was trying to consume itself. I remember thinking, ‘What if he convinces her to choose him over me? What if Holly walks out of that room and out of my life forever?’

Even two days and three thousand miles later, even the memory of these feelings sent a shiver down my spine, and I knew that however pathetic and needy it made me look, I needed to reconnect and hear her voice. She’d normally be busy with family stuff, so when I was travelling our normal agreement was that I’d only ring at the end of the day.  But right now, whatever the normal habits between us, my need was too strong.

~~~~~

Feeling overwhelmed by the storm of memories and emotions raging inside me, I picked up my phone and dialed Holly's number. My fingers trembled as I pressed each digit – putting my pride and self-respect aside as I prayed that she would answer and that somehow hearing her voice would put my fears to rest.

"Pick up, please pick up," I whispered, my breath short and nervy as the line began to ring, my heart pounding in my chest, anticipation and dread mingling as I waited to hear her voice.  The sweat forming on my brow, just as it had done just two days ago when I’d given her my ultimatum and I’d waited for her to return from talking to Leroy and making her decision.

The phone rang once, twice, three times... and then went to voicemail.

"Fuck," I muttered under my breath, hanging up without leaving a message. 

I might have put aside my self-respect to call her way earlier than normal, but I’d be damned if I was going to reveal the full extent of my anxiety by leaving some nerdy, needy message that would have shamed the most nervous of adolescent Romeos.

But Holly not picking up magnified my anxiety tenfold, my mind racing with worst-case scenarios. Leroy's taunting words from our last angry encounter echoing in my head, making my stomach churn.

‘Every time you're not with her, 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.’

Like all truly terrifying insults or nightmares, the power of Leroy’s taunt lay in the deep truth it was built on.  She may have used different words, but even before she’d ever met Leroy, hadn’t Holly virtually said as much?  Wasn’t that why she’d told me she felt frustrated and needed to feel alive like her newly single friends Tracey and Trudi?  And then meeting Leroy and experiencing the excitement, danger and power of his lovemaking had just taken that frustration with the limitations of what I offered and amped it up ten thousand watts.

That’s why his threat held such power over me.  That was why I was dripping beads of sweat as I prayed for Holly to answer the phone.  Every moment she didn’t answer giving my brain extra space to replay over and over again what Leroy had said.  To replay what I’d seen through so many nights during the two months when I’d allowed Holly and he to be lovers and spend so much time together down in the basement he rented from us.

I hung up and rang again – maybe it was just some technical fault.

It was my last chance to call before heading out for my afternoon meetings – the whole reason I’d dragged myself out of bed at the ungodly hour five-thirty. The time difference worked in my favor, it might be one-thirty p.m. for me in L.A. but it was only ten-thirty a.m. back in New York, and I knew Holly should be back home from dropping the twins at school.

That was her routine. 

That was always her routine.

That is, unless Leroy’s threat had already come to pass.

And she’d diverted to see Leroy at whatever dive he’d washed up on when we’d kicked him out on Saturday night.

Or even worse – if knowing I was away, he’d taken the opportunity offered by my absence to use his key to let himself back into our home so he could work his charms on Holly.

Had we taken his key away from him?  I didn’t remember doing something that organized and structured.  The whole of that Saturday night when Holly and Leroy had finally returned home had been so stressed and chaotic that I had no clear recollection of removing from him his ability to reenter our home and reconnect with Holly whenever the whim took him – whenever he knew or suspected I’d not be home.

Fuck, fuck, fuck! 

All these thoughts and a million others lanced through my over-stressed and pained temples as I paced the hotel room, trying to shake off the sick feeling creeping into my gut.

All those images of Holly and Leroy from their last two months together flashed in my mind, making me sick with worry and even sicker that a small part of me still found the idea of them together erotic.

What kind of a sick fuck was I that, even after everything that had happened, a small part of me was still turned on by the thought of the two of them together.  But I consoled myself that at least that bit of me was much reduced compared to what it had been.  Now it was just some vestigial organ, a small shadow compared to what it had been - the thought of losing her to the lifestyle and crazy wanton sexuality that Leroy offered had acted like a form of sexual chemotherapy on my enjoyment of their affair together.  Even now, just thinking of the two of them together and all the dangers that represented made my blood run cold.

"Damn it, Holly, where are you?" I whispered, raking a hand through my hair, my angst so intense my nails dug into my scalp before I realized what I was doing. My thoughts a tangled mess, torn between wanting to believe Holly loved me and the twins too much to go back on what we’d agreed just two days ago, and the germ of fear Leroy had so effectively planted into my skull.

Bastard! I knew Holly loved me, but could that love truly withstand the lure of her cravings for Leroy, his huge cock and his exciting and energetic love making? 

Still no answer.  I ended the call and dialed again – each new, unanswered ring making me imagine where she was and why she wasn’t picking up … making me fear that she was slipping away from me.


Chapter 2

I couldn’t wait any longer, I had urgent afternoon meetings waiting for me. The only upside of these meetings blocking my chance to call again was that at least they’d take my mind off what might or might not be happening between Holly and Leroy back in New York.

A short Uber ride across town represented the last unoccupied minutes for my brain as I was soon pacing up and down the main boardroom of a prospective new client trying to focus on the presentation slides displayed on the screen.

Compared to my normal slick pre-sales presentations, the figures and charts blurred together, and one of the clients asked me if I was okay as I looked a little peaky.

‘Maybe something I ate on the plane,’ I lied – I could hardly tell them the real reason and after a short break and a glass of water I continued.

‘Damn it,’ I muttered under my breath, rubbing the back of my neck as I struggled to concentrate.

This was a prospective mega deal that would add twenty percent to our divisional sales, but even so my thoughts were irresistibly pulled towards the images and sounds of Holly’s body writhing in ecstasy as Leroy’s friends had taken turns pleasuring her.

I tried to concentrate on what I was saying and on the questions coming back, but all my brain could hear was the moans and cries of Holly’s sexual fulfilment that had echoed through the club as man after man, cock after cock had taken her.

‘Get a grip, Richard,’ I whispered to myself, trying to force my attention back to my presentation. But alongside my voice that sounded like it wasn’t my own, all I could hear were the echoes of the lewd comments made by the horny young men and how my infatuated slutty wife had responded.

‘Hey, Holly, you’re still a real party girl, aren’t you! Bet you can handle all of us!’ ‘

Hey, Holl … bet you won’t be walking straight for a whole week after we’re done with you … but you’ll be smiling all the way back to that pencil-dicked husband of yours…’

Even as they laughed and taunted her, Holly had just giggled and blushed, unable to disagree with the youngsters’ comments.  If anything, she’d actually been spurred on and excited by the way they were treating her and egging her on.

The hours crept by – the first meeting giving way to a second meeting as I travelled across town and time seemed to pass with torturing slowness.

Between slides, I kept looking down at my phone.  Even if I couldn’t talk to her, surely if everything was fine Holly would see my multiple missed calls and would want to call or drop me a message?  What loving, concerned wife wouldn’t respond to three missed calls?

With every passing minute, the lack of calls or messages from Holly just ratcheted up the gnawing fear that Leroy was taking advantage of my absence and that even now Holly wasn’t reaching out to me as she was either in bed with Leroy or was listening to his efforts to seduce her away from me.

~~~~~    

I thought that second meeting would never finish. Thankfully, and not by chance, the client’s offices were in the same building as my hotel.  Meeting finally over, five minutes later I was back in my room on the thirty-second floor.

Five-thirty for us, two-thirty for Holly.  Just enough time to catch her before she went out to collect the twins from school – I rang again, feeling my chest would instantaneously explode if Holly didn’t pick up.

Going through the same routine as earlier, I was soon listening to that unanswered ring tone all over again.

"Fuck!" I slammed my fist into the dark wood of the hotel desk, startling myself with the violence of the outburst, the stress of the last few days finally erupting like molten lava. “This isn't helping. Just... just calm down, okay?” I told myself.

"Richard?" Holly's voice trembled through the phone, her concern palpable – she must have heard me. "What's wrong? Are you okay?"

"Nothing’s wrong … I’m fine," I lied, forcing myself to take slow, deep breaths as I fought to damp down my raging fears. "I'm just... I'm worried, Holly. When I rang mid-morning and you didn’t pick up earlier … well, I couldn’t shake the feeling that Leroy might have wormed his way back into your life while I'm away."

"Richard..." There was a long pause on the other end of the line, and I could almost see Holly biting her lip, searching for the right words. "I promise you, I am not with Leroy. We're done. You have nothing to worry about. I’ve come to my senses … yes, I might have enjoyed it all … but you helped me see it wasn’t worth the risk … that if we’d have carried on, it might have cost me you and the girls…"

"Are you sure it’s over?" I asked, my voice barely more than a whisper, still fearful despite hearing Holly, hearing her comforting words.

"I'm sure," she replied, firm but loving. "I love you, Richard. We'll work through this together, I promise."

The anxiety in my chest slowly ebbing as Holly's voice soothed me. "Richard, I'm sorry I didn't answer earlier. I had to drop the twins off for a pre-Christmas school trip and it threw my timings off."

"Ah, I see," I replied, feeling very foolish and embarrassed at my paranoid fears about Leroy.  Suddenly remembering last week’s discussion about the trip and its late start. Even recalling Holly joking about hungover teachers needing a lie-in after the staff Christmas Party the day before,

“I’m sorry, I forgot,” I apologized, hesitating - not wanting to admit my vulnerability. But the words tumbled out anyway. "I keep hearing those damned taunting words in my head … ‘Every time you're not with her, 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.’”

"You even sound a little like him,” she teased, trying to lighten the mood before sensing I wasn’t ready to see the funny side yet.

“Richard, you don't have to worry about that," Holly soothed. "Leroy was wrong. My priority is you and our family."

"Really?" I asked, still racked by fears I was unwilling to mask. "But what about the sex?"

I could hear the embarrassment in Holly's voice as she responded. "Yes, I enjoyed it, but it doesn't compare to the love you and me and the twins have together. Our family means everything to me. Leroy can't give me that."

The lack of doubt and hesitation in Holly’s voice felt like a warm, comforting embrace, and I felt the weight of my chest begin to lift. "Thank you, hun. Sorry I forgot … that’s just what I needed to hear … it’s still hard…"

"We'll get through this,” she reassured me, her voice suggesting her words were also intended for herself, before again she tried to lighten the mood. "Now, husband of mine … focus on your work trip … that college fund for the twins isn’t going to fill itself! "

"Will do," I groaned, like any father of young children, needing no reminding of the sea of costs that lay ahead … the one good thing being that fretting about this would distract me from those lingering fears about Leroy.

“Now, if that’s everything … are you okay if I head off to collect our daughter’s now?”

“Urgh, yeah … sure … love you…”

“Love you, too…”

And then the line went dead … the strangest thought being that how even saying the simplest ‘love you’ felt odd after such a traumatic last few days.

~~~~~    

The room felt suddenly silent and empty without the comfort of Holly on the other end of the phone – even though I could still hear her comforting words echoing in my head.

Sinking into the hotel’s plush armchair – twenty years old, had they never heard of minimalist or Scandi-Chic - I closed my eyes and tried to calm myself from the emotional whirlwind that felt like it had consumed my whole day.  Consumed and spat me out the other side. 

Breathing deeply, I pictured a calming sea shore, an idyllic vision of tranquility that felt the polar opposite of the day I’d just been through.

"Early days," I murmured to myself, remembering the doubts and insecurities that had bitten into my sanity all day long.  Despite what she’d said and how she’d said it, the very real fear that Holly would continue to be tempted by Leroy – like an addict craving a fix - gnawed at me, an insidious little voice whispering fears into my mind.

But it was a lot better than earlier - for now, her reassurances were enough to provide a sense of peace that was louder and stronger than my fears.

I opened my eyes and stared at the stack of proposal appendices on the table before me – work I really needed to focus on. ‘That college fund won’t fill itself.’ I smiled as I remembered the chiding, loving voice of my wife – her words another little sign that things were heading in the right direction.

With another deep breath, I turned my laptop on and forced myself to push aside thoughts of Holly, Leroy, and the dark fantasies that haunted our marriage.

"Time to get to work," I muttered, reaching for the first document and beginning to read, only occasionally flipping across to make an electronic change to fix something I’d not liked in the paper version.

‘If only fixing people, fixing relationships and situations were as easy,’ I sighed to myself.

‘Select, alt-delete.’ 

If only I could do that to Leroy … to his relationship with my wife … to my memories of everything they’d done together … especially those latter memories when things had gotten totally out of control.  Wouldn’t that have been nice!

Instead, I was stuck with half my mind trying to immerse itself in the world of dry business jargon while the other half of my brain was like a dog with a bone, wanting to wrestle with what it perceived as a ‘Clear and Present Danger’ to the longevity of my marriage and family.

As I waded through the endless appendices, I clung to the hope that Holly and I could weather this storm. It wouldn't be easy, and the demons of jealousy and temptation would no doubt rear their ugly heads again. But we had love, and that had to count for something.


Chapter 3

‘It wouldn’t be easy.’  That’s what I’d thought before Christmas, in that lonely hotel room in those painful first days after Holly’s betrayal and the tense night when she’d accepted my ultimatum to kick her young black lover out of our home and out of our lives.

One month had passed since that lonely trip and the last month had proven my views right – but evenings like this made me feel far more optimistic that we’d weather the storm and come out the other side intact.

Our family living room was filled with the laughter of Martha and Millie as they played Monopoly, all of us happy to be snugly settled inside while the cold of a January New York evening froze the pavements and rattled at the window frames.

They may have shared a womb and still shared a bedroom, but the rivalry between them was intense, their eyes lighting up with excitement every time they rolled the dice and moved their game pieces, each determined to outdo the other.

As their doting father, I knew enough of human nature to know they’d be the best and closest of friends throughout most of their lives. But watching them squabble and celebrate each ‘Go to Jail’ or negative ‘Chance’ card that afflicted the other made me think that day of bosom-closeness was still some way off!

Holly and I exchanged a glance, sharing a moment of proud and indulgent loving parenthood as we watched our girls play.

The happiness in Holly’s eyes shone through – as no doubt it did in mine -but beneath that joy I felt Holly’s sense of nervousness and fragility about our relationship.

The last month had been full of baby steps in the right direction, but I also knew the memory of Holly's entanglement with Leroy and how its claws had made her betray and break promises was still fresh in our minds. Fresh like a ghoul lurking in the shadows of our lives and home.

We had a new renter – a pretty young brunette sophomore named Cassie – but every time I looked down the staircase to the basement she occupied, I saw and thought of Leroy and all the nights he’d spent there fucking away between Holly’s thighs … unable to stop myself playing a reel of the sights and sounds of how Holly had screamed through so many intense orgasms on so many different nights.

"Ha! I got Park Place, Millie!" Martha shrieked, loud enough to break the local noise by-laws, triumphant in her acquisition of a prized property as she made the ‘L’ for loser sign to her sister.

"Beginner's luck," Millie replied, pretending a lack of concern at the rents she might be soon paying her sister as she took her own turn rolling the dice.

"There’s no need for that ‘L’ sign, young lady … remember what we’ve always taught you … family first…”

“Yes, Mom … sorry, Mom,” a chastened Martha replied, reading her Mom’s expression and voice - knowing she’d strayed a little too far.

“Apology accepted,” she smiled, patting our younger daughter on the head, turning to look at me with a pained look on her face.  Realizing the irony of teaching our daughters ‘family first’ after what we’d done … after what she’d done.

I could see the pain in her eyes.  I also knew we were both thinking the same thing – that Leroy’s angry, parting comments to me were the adult equivalent of our daughter’s mocking ‘L’ symbol to her sister.

‘Every time you're not with her, 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.’  If that wasn’t the verbal equivalent of a giant ‘L’ for loser sign I don’t know what was!  And the embarrassed way Holly was looking back at me told me she was thinking exactly the same … the natural symbiosis of a couple so close for so many years.

So close for so many years … until we let Leroy and our stupid ideas about turning the clock back come between us!

As the girls continued in their not-so-friendly efforts to stomp each other into the dust, Holly leaned over to me.  Her previously sparkling, mischievous blue eyes now slightly dulled through fear and guilt.

"Richard," she whispered, her voice hesitant and vulnerable, "I do love you, you do know that, don’t you?”

I smiled and kissed her – just as nervous as her.

“I want us to move forward. We can't let the past, let what happened with Leroy define us, define our future."

"Me too," I replied, kissing her again.  Happy that tonight, just a month after the worst weekend of my life, was shaping up to be one of the best evenings we’d enjoyed since that night of the long knives.

Tonight was a step forward in closeness and family happiness, even if I knew we weren’t out of the woods yet – that there were still daily dragons and demons for me to wrestle against.  Seeing what I’d seen … Holly and I experiencing what we’d each experienced not being something that’s easily forgotten or pushed under the rug.

Even at the time like this, when my mind should have been wholly on the fun and wholesome love in this wonderful family time, a part of my mind was focused on other things … focused on images of Leroy's powerful dark body entwined with Holly’s pale limbs. 

Images that still haunted me, that still stirred loud, angry feelings of jealousy and betrayal.  Emotions which were mixed with a quieter sense of guilt that I’d enjoyed so much of what we’d done and had been so responsible – a guilt that left me feeling both afraid and ashamed. 

Holly could see right through me – she could see exactly what ghouls were tormenting me and she reached across to stroke my face and connect through a tender kiss.

"Let's focus on our family, on each other, I know we can heal from this, get through it," she reassured me, even if I could also sense her own sense of nerves and guilt however much she tried to mask them.

~~~~~     

“Ha … Park Place … one, two, three … oh no, wait, that’s a nice big red hotel … that’ll be fifteen hundred dollars please, Millie!”

Just for a moment we thought World War Three was about to break out, but Millie paid the rent – mostly funded by money she’d taken from her preoccupied parents. 

Holly and I settled down to watch our daughters continue to play, both intrigued to see how the ever-changing dynamics between our twins would play out tonight. Both of us initially surprised at the speed with which Millie seemingly accepted she was going to lose.  Both chuckling to ourselves as the real Millie we knew and loved materialized as she switched to Plan B - taking her pleasure not from the prospect of winning, but by devising a non-stop stream of tempting offers for her sister. Offering Martha all manner of domestic gifts if only her sister would give up and call the game a tie.

‘Dishwasher fillings’ … ‘Dishwasher emptyings’ … ‘Cleaning out Fred the Hamster’ … ‘Changing the Goldfish water’ … ‘Tidying their shared bedroom’ … these and multiple other duties were offered up and summarily rejected as Martha mercilessly pursued bankrupting her elder sister.

All the time Holly and I just looked on, holding hands, trying not to burst out in laughter … knowing what we were watching was in some ways far more real and serious than our own petty troubles.

Or at least, that was what we were happy to tell each other.

~~~~~     

The warmth of our bodies mingled together, comforting and reassuring after everything we’d been through. Holly's soft, feminine curves pressed against my chest as we lay in the dimly lit bedroom, wrapped in the afterglow of our lovemaking.

Holly’s breaths were steady and slow, her fingers tracing lazy circles on my forearm as she savored the moment, feeling more at peace and reconnected than we’d felt for a long time.  ‘We can heal this,’ she’d said – and lying here like this, what she said felt totally true.

‘Why the hell had I ever put this all at risk?’ I wondered to myself as I felt the tickling, loved sensation of Holly’s fingers on my arm.

I’d done it for the right reasons – but even so … what kind of a big, stupid fool did that make me?

"Richard," Holly murmured, her blue eyes meeting mine with a mixture of tenderness and apprehension, "about Leroy..."

My chest muscles clenched at the mention of his name.  For the last month we’d mostly lived a tense truce, implicitly agreeing to not talk about him or what had happened.

Despite the taut feeling in my chest, I forced myself to maintain a neutral expression and to not shut things down. "What about him?"

"I just...I want you to know how sorry I am," she whispered, her gaze latching in deep into my soul. "It was never my intention to hurt you, for things to get so out of hand"

I grimaced, my mask momentarily slipping, anger and pain showing in my eyes and taut facial muscles.

"Does it...still bother you?" she asked, her voice halting and barely audible through her nerves. "Does it bother you … thinking about what happened?"

‘What kind of a fricking stupid question is that?’ I felt like replying, but kept myself in check, breathing deeply as I gave the best reply my pain allowed me to manage.

“Let’s not talk about it … about him … let’s not spoil the moment…”

“Okay,” she replied, her tone telling me she was disappointed but resigned to the fact it was still too soon … that even if she did want to talk about Leroy, for me the pain was still too raw.

Looking deeply into those beautiful blue eyes with which I’d shared so much love and happiness over the years – I comforted myself that I knew my wife had only opened the topic as her way of drawing the venom and cleaning the wound. But even so, I still wasn’t ready to go there yet.  The pain still hurt too much, and the fears were still too strong and fresh. 

Holly tried for another reassuring smile – but it came across more as a grimace of frustration.  But even so, she dropped the topic of Leroy, happy to go along with my lead. At least for now.

~~~~~    

When the game finally finished – Martha, as expected, winning despite all her sister’s blandishments – Holly and I shared duties of putting the girls to bed.

With the two of them safely tucked up and sound asleep, as we headed downstairs, I could sense Holly readying herself to have another go at getting me to fully talk about what had happened with Leroy.

But at the last minute she seemed to sense that right now that topic would be like treading on an unexploded landmine and changed tack.

“Phew … what a day … think I’ll grab myself a nice relaxing bath.”

I was happy that she was avoiding the topic, though part of me couldn’t avoid feeling a little hurt that she hadn’t asked me to join her.  A small but bitter voice inside me remembering that before we’d become parents, sexy baths together had been common … often leading in the direction you’d expect … even if we did have to change the sodden sheets afterwards!

Just for a few minutes I stayed downstairs, enjoying the memories of the happy family evening we’d all shared in the living room … the remembered sounds of the twins a balm to any negative feelings.

After a second small bourbon I decided to take myself upstairs, thinking that maybe Holly was right … that maybe talking might help exorcise my demons.

After touring around in my normal end of day lock check and light routine, I headed up – stopping by to look in on the twins and kiss their sweet little sleeping heads.

Closing the door to our bedroom, the first thing that hit me - undoing much of the evening’s positive effects – was the choice of the music Holly had made to help her enjoy her relaxing bath.

Rap music! 

Damned rap music! 

And worse even than the music itself was the fact that Holly hadn’t even thought as to the likely effect the music would have on me!

To her, after the slow build-up of their two months of flirting and then the full on intense two months of their affair - for Holly her newly discovered love of rap just seemed ‘the new normal.’ 

So ‘normal’ for her that even after all the earlier whispered reassurances, it didn’t seem to have registered with her how hearing rap wafting from the room where her naked body was wallowing in the hot water would make me feel!

Talk about insensitive – that damned music and what it indicated really pissed me off - irritating and frightening me in equal measure.

As I sat there on the bed, all the happier thoughts from our earlier family time and from how Holly and I had been turned dark. My insecurities and fears roaring back to life. All those thoughts about Leroy's much larger cock, about his greater sexual performance and what he did for Holly that I couldn’t … they all just crushed in on me, gnawing away at my mind, eating away at any ideas we were going to get through this thing.

‘Damn it,’ I muttered under my breath, clenching my fists in frustration. Why couldn't we just wipe everything away and go back to how things had been before Leroy?  Before Holly had told me how frustrated she was, and I’d so stupidly done that typical male thing of ‘trying to fix it.’

I laid on the bed, the youthfulness and brash confidence of the music’s pulsing beat … all those misogynistic lyrics about the violent gangsta world just seemed to be mocking me.  Why the hell would Holly like this kind of crap?  It was so different to the life she professed to love with me and the girls … a thought that answered the question for me.

Damn!  I may have succeeded in physically removing him from our world, but that music thumping through the solid door just reminded me of how deep he’d sunk his claws into Holly’s consciousness.


Chapter 4

As I screwed my eyes closed tried to focus on anything other than my insecurities and fears, Holly's phone buzzed on the nightstand.

We’ve never had secrets from each other and leaning across I welcomed the distraction.  Probably Debbie or Tracey or Trish … or maybe one of the other moms with school run or play date arrangements.

Leroy!

WTF!

What the hell was he doing texting Holly?

My hands trembled as I unlocked the phone. A mixture of anger, fear, and a shameful undercurrent of guilty arousal. A conflicted sets of emotions which just got even worse when I unlocked the phone and opened the actual message to be greeted by an image that made it feel like all the last month of progress had never happened.

Holly’s Pro Max screen showed a photo of Leroy's enormous, veiny and very erect cock. An image that made me feel like a small rodent gazing into the hypnotizing eyes of some dark, ominous hooded serpent.

Yes, part of me was embarrassingly aroused, but gazing at it my overwhelming feelings were anger and fear. That damned thing had nearly cost me my marriage and family and now he was sending uninvited images of that freakish piece of meat to my wife.

‘Uninvited.’

It had better be uninvited, I thought to myself as my shaking fingers scrolled down the message.  If I got even the smallest whiff that Holly was complicit in this, either she or I would be sleeping in the motel tonight!

‘Sorry things went too far, babe. I know you got feelings for me, and you miss this good dick. Hit me up, and we can work it out. Can't wait to have you back in my arms … to kiss your lips … to make you shake with ecstasy over and over as you scream my name.  Call me, I’d love to talk again like last week, here how the twins are, bring you up to date about jobs and exams.’

A wave of nausea hit me as I read the words, my heart pounding in my chest. He was brazenly trying to win her back, to insert himself back into our lives.

And what scared me most was that, however committed to me and the girls I knew she was; I knew that a big part of Holly still wanted to be with Leroy … to experience again the sexual thrills and excitement she’d so loved through their two-month affair. 

She’d never wanted to end it, trying to get me to agree to allowing them to continue together but in a more controlled, more low-key way.  It had only been my angry intransigence – ‘it’s him or me’ - that had finally gotten her to persuade Leroy to move out and end things.

And now here he was just one month later, sniffing around and putting temptation in Holly’s path in the most lewd and unsubtle of ways.

I stared at Holly's phone, the bile bubbling up as my chest tightened as I read and looked deeper at the message.

That last part of it could hardly have been clearer that this wasn't their first communication since Leroy had moved out; the earlier messages must have been deleted as there was no sign of them.

The thought Holly felt she needed to delete earlier messages ate away at me – what had she needed to hide so desperately? Was there something even more crude and damning than Leroy's blatant attempt to lure her back into his bed?

~~~~~

The sound of the bathroom door opening snapped me out of it, seconds later my mind in a totally different space as I felt my fears taking a second place to my arousal as Holly emerged with her golden hair damp and her body jiggling around provocatively as she towel dried her hair.

"Hey, what’s up?" she asked, instantly on guard, picking up on my tense posture and expression.

"Nothing," I lied, forcing a smile as I pretended to read my book, my heart racing as I struggled to keep my voice calm and mask what I’d discovered.

"Oh … your phone buzzed while you were in the bath,” I updated her, eyes still down on my book, voice as flat and disinterested as I could manage.

I watched as she picked up her phone, her eyes widening at the sight of the message. She bit her lip, a flush creeping up her neck and spreading full bloom into both cheeks. I could almost hear the gears turning in her head as her happy, relaxed mood from earlier and from the bath evaporated in an instant – her whole being consumed by the urgent need to decide what to share and what to hide.

"Thanks," she finally murmured, her voice tight with unconvincing nonchalance. "It's, uh... it's just Leroy."

"Really?" I feigned surprise. "What did he want?"  No attempt to hide the aggression and animosity in my attitude.

"Nothing much," Holly replied, evasive and defensive, "he was just... checking in, I guess. I hope he stops texting me."

‘Do you really?’ my internal voice answered, my external, audible voice replying with a very different, “Me too.”

There was a moment of silent stalemate – like two chess players each thinking through their next moves. How could I confront her and find out more without revealing that I'd snooped through her phone? Her gears running through the opposite problem. What to share?  Had I read the text, seen the image - what did I know already? 

I felt a flicker of relief that at least Holly had come clean that the text was from Leroy – a bare-faced lie would have undermined whatever salvage work we’d managed over the last month.

But now she’d owned up, how could I best probe further without tipping her off I’d read the text.  I needed to know she was sharing because she wanted to hold nothing back – rather than because she felt she had to as I was already clued in.

"Does he text you often?" I asked, the simple and plain words coming out even before I’d thought them.  It was a natural question for me to ask after her earlier admission – but even so, Holly hesitated before answering, her cheeks still flushed with guilt.

"A bit," she answered, her voice halting, a mix of guilt and defensiveness as our eyes locked, my frown telling her where this was headed.

"I'm really not sure if I'm okay with that," I told her forcefully – hardly a surprise to her, after all that’s why she’d not mentioned the previous texts.  “Why the hell didn’t you tell me before, when he first texted you?”

“I was nervous, honey,” she replied. Just like you’re nervous right now, my sweet pea.  “Things have been so good between us … I didn’t want to risk all that … over something so unimportant…”

‘So unimportant!’  I struggled to hold down my anger.  ‘So, if I asked you to open the message and show me the ‘dick pic’ he just sent you, you’d still say it was ‘unimportant’ would you?’

"Look, honey," Holly began, picking at the edge of the bedsheet nervously. "Like I said, I didn’t want to risk the progress we’ve been making … Leroy and me, we’ve stopped our relationship, it’s over … but I can't just turn my back on him ... Leroy’s a young man going through all the stress of college exams and finding a job … whatever the rights and wrongs of it, we became friends... you wouldn’t want me to just turn my back on him … that’s not the kind of people we are, Richard … is it?"

You could have cut the air between us with a knife – the tension was so strong.  So different to the happy evening we’d had with the twins.

The look in those blue eyes of hers told me her remorse and guilt at not sharing more openly before tonight – at least that’s what I chose to see in those steady, dilated pupils.  But I also sensed there was something else she still wanted to say. 

"Richard, I still have feelings for Leroy – but only as a friend," she insisted, her words heavy with emotion, her eyes looking deep into mine, begging me to understand and accept. "But I want to make our marriage work. You and the twins are my everything priority now, so if you want me to break of all communication, I will … but honestly, I’d prefer you don’t do that … we know it all went to shit in the end, but I don’t ever want you and me to be forced away from being who we really are … forced into being small-minded, mean-spirited versions of the people we really are … doing that, well … what kind of an example would that be for the girls?  And wouldn’t that be giving in … letting Leroy win … rather than me and you having the victory … being true to ourselves…"

Her voice was trembling with emotion.  There may well be more to it than she was saying, but I knew that she meant what she said – even if this wasn’t her only motive.  Even if nothing physical was happening between her and Leroy, she’d have been less than human if she’d not enjoyed a frisson of excitement at being back in touch with her young lover.  Even if her intentions were far more platonic than his obviously were.

Looking into those deep blue pools of love and emotion, I knew that most of what she said was true.  But just like her, I was human, not some moral machine of stone.  My heart, my whole being clenched tight at the fact we were discussing Leroy again.  All the images of them together flooding back to the front of my brain, fueling my insecurities and doubts.

"Alright," I muttered, trying to push those thoughts aside as I breathed deep and tried to calm myself. "I trust you, honey. Just ... please be careful … remember how things ended up before…"

Holly looked at me, those blue eyes filled with gratitude and a deep genuineness of love. The strangest of thoughts leaping into my mind.

‘Maybe this was for the best.  If I couldn’t trust Holly, then however painful, wasn’t it best to know that now rather than some point further down the road?’

Not the most positive of thoughts, but there was an undeniable truth to it.  A truth I reinforced with a secondary thought as we kissed and settled in for the night.  It wasn’t just my employer who could benefit from my IT skills.  Tomorrow I’d see if I could give myself a little inside track to keep tabs on what was really happening between Holly and her young ex-lover.


Chapter 5

The benefits of being tech-savvy.  It was only one day later, and I’d managed to procure the app I needed.

The twins were finally asleep, and just like the night before, Holly announced that she was going to take a bath. Even though I needed the time this would allow me, just like the night before I couldn't help but feel a pang of disappointment as she didn't extend an invitation for me to join her. A part of me wondered if Leroy had still been living with us, would she have invited him instead? A thought that stung even as I tried to swallow it down.

"Enjoy your bath, babe," I said, forcing a smile.

"Thanks, hun. I'm just so tired," she replied, rubbing her eyes before disappearing into the bathroom.

Five minutes was all it took.  App safely installed, I retreated to my den, settling in with my laptop to read the restored old texts between her and Leroy which Holly thought had been permanently deleted.

The first thing that struck me was the sheer number of the texts which had passed between the two of them.  The previous night when I’d asked Holly if Leroy texted her often, her exact reply had been ‘a bit.’

Even before I’d opened a single text, I thought that ‘a bit’ had to qualify as one of the most tortured uses of that word in the history of the English language.  ‘A bit’ to me suggested a handful … maybe three or four, or five or six.  But what I was looking at was a log that stretched back fully two weeks, where every day seemed to be marked by at least two or three texts from Leroy – with replies from Holly not so plentiful, but certainly far from rare.

Fuck!  He’d not hung around.  He’d barely been out of our home for less than two weeks before he’d started his persistent pursuit of Holly all over again.

Once I’d recovered from my shock at just how often the two of them had been texting, I summoned up the courage to start at the beginning so I could read each and every text.  My chest fluttering and my stomach clenched with a bewildering mix of fear and – I’m ashamed to admit – excitement.  I hated that he was back pursuing Holly, but I’d have been a liar if I didn’t admit some undercurrent of excitement and arousal.  After all, even though things had gone to shit in the end, for most of their affair I’d enjoyed watching and listening almost as much as they’d enjoyed the sex itself.

Fingers shaking, I opened the first few texts. 

They were all from Leroy and they were crude, sexual, and angry. He made all kinds of lewd comments about what he wanted to do to Holly.

I counted seven of these texts over three days before finally Holly replied to one.  The replies from her all having the same tone – as she responded with calm and cool replies, telling Leroy off for his crude comments, trying to get him to understand that they’d pushed things too far in their relationship, and insisting that all they could now have was a platonic friendship.  And that even this could only happen if he damped down his language and communicated more appropriately, as her focus was on her family and husband now.

This message seemed to have finally landed as the next batch of messages had a very different tone. Leroy’s messages became far less sexual and aggressive, far more conversational with nothing more than an occasional and mild piece of flirting.

In response, Holly's replies warmed up, becoming friendlier.  A knot forming in my stomach as I read them, sensing their connection rekindling, wondering what I’d find in the next batch of messages.

This final batch of texts started just four or five days ago and showed Leroy once again turning sexual. And it wasn’t just the messages – for the first time the texts were accompanied by close-up images of his enormous erect cock, the lens so close that nothing was left to the imagination.  Every gnarled contour, every throbbing vein and ugly knot on that thick ten-inch nightstick was shown from multiple angles.  Hell, he even managed to get a couple of shots of his dark flesh contrasted with the sticky white goo of his jizz as it coated his shaft and cockhead.

And for the last few days the messages themselves matched to the images. Describing in graphic detail what the young gangsta thug wanted to do to Holly's body.  How he wanted to suck and bite her breasts, how he wanted to stretch and pound her pussy, and how he wanted to fuck her non-stop through the night, making her scream his name as she came over and over again.  The messages he sent several times a day taunting Holly, saying she'd never be happy with my cock again, that she needed him because she knew that he was the only man who could satisfy her sexually now that she had experienced him and his huge cock.

Thankfully, Holly was still in the bath as I read her replies to the crude messages of the last few days, as my body was physically shaking, and my mind seemed to short-circuit with confusion.  In her replies, Holly didn't argue with Leroy – as I read and re-read her replies, although she was never crude or sexual like he was, it felt like she was implicitly agreeing that she did need her young ex-lover for sexual satisfaction. Her responses terrifying me with fear, even as I felt my heart start to race with excitement.

Several times I had to stop, the confusing range of feelings I was experiencing felt like they were going to consume me whole and spit me out the other side.

If I’d just felt anger towards Leroy and Holly, that would have been straight forward to deal with.  But reading the texts, looking at those images of his monstrous cock, also brought back a shameful arousal and set of perverted sexual desire back to life.  I hated myself for feeling like this, but I couldn’t deny the truth of these feelings – however much I was ashamed of them.

~~~~~

When Holly emerged from the bathroom, I had no chance to confront her as Martha seemed to have developed a stomach bug and Holly and I took turns to look after her until finally, at around three a.m., there were no more trips to the toilet, and she managed some fitful rest.

The next evening, when the twins had finally settled down, I was determined to confront Holly about those texts – starting out with how she’d totally misled me about just how many exchanges there had been between her and Leroy.

But before I could even open my mouth, she announced that she and Tracey were going out to visit an old friend.

Talking about those texts wasn’t something I wanted to do when we were pressed for time or couldn’t focus properly, so I decided it could wait either until later tonight or the next day.  Although the other thing that influenced my decision was the slightly excited, slightly evasive way she’d seemed and spoken when she’d announced her evening plans.

Maybe I was just being paranoid, or maybe it was knowing Leroy and Holly were back in contact – but whatever the reason, I had a strange feeling in my gut as I processed her announcement.

"Ok, have fun," I said, trying to sound casual as I watched her change out of her 'at home, mommy clothes' into something more suited to going out.  Her clothing choice immediately sparking my sense of paranoia – classy but with just a hint too much of sexy to be something she’d naturally wear if the ‘old friend’ was just another woman.  Her choice highlighting her long legs, shapely ass, and full breasts. Making my pulse race with desire for her, even as my heart thudded with fear.

I didn’t think Holly would full-on lie to me … but I did think she might feed me a ‘half-truth’? Absolutely I did, her ‘half-truth about how often she and Leroy had exchanged texts showed me I’d have been stupid to ignore the thought she was editing what she told me about her and Tracey’s plans for the evening.

“Have a nice time … say hi to Tracey for me.”

"Thanks, babe. We won't be too late," she replied, avoiding eye contact and blushing slightly.

‘Why didn’t I just ask her who the old friend was?’

Cowardice?  Fear?

In part, yes.  But also, because I’m ashamed to admit part of me was enjoying the adrenaline rush that had been such a part of my life all through that period of Holly’s affair with Leroy – even if I had absolutely hated where things had ended up in the end.

So, instead of asking where she was going dressed like that, I made a decision.

As soon as Holly left the house, I grabbed my keys and followed her, leaving our new female renter Cassie, to keep an eye on the sleeping twins.

The GPS tracker on her iPhone was invaluable to let me track her from a safe distance, watching as she headed over to the street where Tracey lived – the GPS just stationery for a few moments before it started moving again across the city.

As I watched the little beeping icon and followed at a safe distance, my heart pounded in my chest, adrenaline mixing with anxiety, unsure of what I wanted the rest of the evening to bring.

What if my suspicions were right? What if Holly was meeting Leroy again?  I knew I’d hate the deceit and danger – but my body was also shaking partly in anticipation.  Making me wonder, ‘Richard, since when has your life gotten so screwed up?’

~~~~~    

I followed for about five miles until the tracker stopped again. Driving slowly past the location, I spotted Tracey and Holly’s cars both parked outside a decrepit-looking, two-story apartment block.  At least that bit of Holly’s tale had been true – she was meeting up with Tracey, she’d not lied about that.  And if she was with Tracey, then whatever else this might be, it seemed unlikely to be some romantic assignation between my wife and her young ex-lover. 

Parking around a hundred yards further on, I jogged back and saw there were only lights on in one of the dozen or so units in the building.

Heading to the lit area - thankfully ground level at the back right - I already had a strong premonition of what I’d find inside.  None of Tracey or Holly’s friendship circle lived in anywhere as remotely rundown as this place.  The only vaguely innocent explanation I could think of was that maybe Tracey’s latest crush lived here.  But every other explanation left me feeling queasy as I thought back to all those texts I’d read between Leroy and Holly as he tried his damnedest to worm his way back into her life.

‘Get a grip, Richard,’ I muttered to myself, trying to calm my nerves. ‘You’ve handled everything Leroy and their affair has thrown at you, so how’s this any different?’

‘Alright, let's do this,’ I whispered, steeling myself for whatever lay ahead. The cold winter air combining with my fears to send shivers up my spine as I crept closer to the building - my heart pounding in my chest, my thoughts tangled in a mix of fear and excitement.

Nearing the lit corner of the building, I could hear faint voices.  It sounded like Holly and Tracey, but it was difficult for me to be sure as each lit window seemed fully covered by shut curtains or blinds and the windows all seemed shut against the cold of a New York winter.

The two voices seemed to blend together in a hushed conversation. I pressed my ear against the cold, damp window that seemed closest to the sound, straining to hear more, but their words remained out of reach.

"Damn it," I cursed under my breath, frustrated by the lack of certainty.

I needed to find a better vantage point, some way to see or hear what was actually happening inside.  Guessing was no good for me – I needed certainty.

I moved further along the corner, searching for some kind of opening - a half-opened window, a crack in the curtains, anything that would allow me a glimpse inside. And then there it was: a small window, slightly ajar, and with a half-drawn curtain, just enough space for me to peer inside without being detected.  And if I could balance on the small drinks crate nearby, I could hopefully even hear what they were saying.

Just for a moment, I hesitated, my heart pounding in my chest, as I asked myself if I had the strength to deal with whatever I might see inside. 

Would Holly be in Leroy's arms, her friend egging her on, enjoying the show? Or would I find her and Tracey simply catching up with an old friend, or Holly being the one enjoying the voyeuristic thrill of watching her friend getting it on with her latest crush? A pale and imperfect substitute for the sexual activities she’d lost herself when I’d insisted that she stop seeing Leroy.

All these possibilities scrambled on top of each other in my brain – overloading me with fear and arousal, my need for answers now urgent and almost physically painful.

Screwing up my courage, I took a deep breath and stepped onto the beer crate – praying it would hold my weight and I’d not be discovered as I crashed against the window.  I peered through the gap in the curtain, my eyes adjusting to the dim light inside. What I saw was both a relief and also cause for concern.

~~~~~    

My breath caught as I saw Leroy and Holly sitting close together on a battered sofa, the two of them engaged in intense conversation - Leroy's dark eyes fixed on Holly, full of seriousness and intent.  The two of them far closer on that sofa than was socially normal – Tracey sat just across, alone on another sofa, the only other piece of furniture aside from the unmade bed next to her.  The bedding recognizable from when Leroy had lived with us, marking this as the place he now lived and slept after I’d thrown him out.

"Look, Hol," he said, his voice low and seductive as he used the nickname which she’d been happy to let him use when they’d been an item. "Now that Richard’s calmed down after our little misstep, maybe we can talk to him. He might let us see each other again, even if it's just once in a while."

Holly remained silent, her gaze locked on the floor. She looked torn - I could almost feel the weight of her internal struggle. Leroy seemed to sense her hesitation, and with a cunning smile, he made his next move. To my horror, he unzipped his pants and pulled out his already stiffening cock. Gently but firmly guiding Holly's hand onto himself, urging her to stroke him.

"Remember how good this felt inside you?" he whispered, his voice like thick, liquid velvet. "I know you love him, Hol … but answer me honestly, did Richard ever make you cum like you came when we were together?  When you had this beautiful monster here deep in your tummy … stretching you, making every nerve in your pussy tingle … making you feel on fire and happier than you’ve been in ages…"

My stomach churned, jealousy and insecurity washing over me. I wanted to bang on the window or storm in there and put an end to this madness, but something held me back. I needed to see how Holly would react, whether she would give in to temptation or remain true to our marriage.

‘Maybe this was for the best.  If I couldn’t trust Holly, then however painful, wasn’t it best to know that now rather than some point further down the road?’ 

That’s what I’d thought after she’d owned up to the messages and asked me to let them carry on a purely platonic friendship.  Well, what I was looking at now was far from platonic, but the logic still held true. However hard it was, better to stay quiet and find out whether or not I could really trust Holly.  Although the fact she’d not told me about tonight, hiding it beneath her ‘visiting an old friend’ half-truth, set a very low bar about just how much I could trust her.

As I balanced precariously on the upturned beer crate watching the woman I loved touch her young ex-lover’s enormous erection, I couldn’t help but think how she seemed almost hypnotized by the damned thing.

Her hand was still – after he’d moved her hand up and down a couple of times at least she wasn’t stroking him of her own volition.  But even so, she seemed in no hurry to remove her hand and break the spell, break the contact.

She couldn’t stop gazing at that thick ten-inch love wand – my guess being that she was feeling its weight and power, thinking back to all those times she’d taken it deep and loved every moment of ecstasy it had given her.

From watching them on their first evening together, I’d known I couldn't compete with Leroy in terms of the physical prowess of his manhood or how his dark skin and dangerous demeanor thrilled Holly. But even so, I’d always believed that our love and the family life we’d built together would be enough to make sure that sex with Leroy would never really be a threat to us.

But now, knowing how I felt about Leroy, seeing Holly sitting there hypnotized and unable to take her hand off that huge snake of his, I was no longer confident that Holly would always put us first.

~~~~~     

Even with Holly’s left hand, rings glistening, still resting halfway up his shaft, Leroy was evidently frustrated that she wasn’t doing more, that she wasn’t actively stroking him, that she hadn’t fully given in to temptation.

Bile churned in my gut, and I struggled for breath as I watched Leroy turn his attention to Tracey, who sat silently watching from the opposite couch – neither encouraging or discouraging her friend.

"Tracey … I know how you love to play … how you appreciate ‘the better things in life,’” a none too subtle allusion to the various young men who’d shared her bed since her recent divorce. “Tell Hol it's okay," he urged. "You know Richard would be fine with it. He enjoyed watchin' us before, didn't he? Tell Hol to have some fun like you and Trish do, like you all did back in the day."

I held my breath, thinking to all the lewd conversations I’d heard between Tracey and my wife over the years.  Now I was truly fearful of where things might go next.  Holly was already showing signs of wavering – unable to bring herself to break contact with that thick snake that had given her so much pleasure.  My shoulders shaking with tension as I saw Tracey start to speak.

"Listen, Holly," she began, her eyes hard and difficult to read. "Never mind what he’s saying … he might be right, he might be wrong, terribly wrong … you need to stay strong and resist temptation. Richard and the twins are way too important to risk over some big cock."

Although I knew Tracey had been instrumental in causing all our marital complications, nonetheless I felt an odd mix of gratitude and relief as I listened to her continue.

"Holly, honey … wait until you've talked to Richard," she advised. "Yes, he did enjoy things before, but there's a real big chance he'll be really angry if anything happened with Leroy now after he forced him to move out. Remember how much he ended up hating and being pissed off at Leroy?"

As Tracey’s words sunk in, I could see the conflict playing across Holly's face.  Torn between the desire for the sexual thrills Leroy offered and that were an everyday part of her best friend’s life and the love and stability of a marriage and family she loved.


Chapter 6

“Holly?”

It was enough, the single word from her friend seemed to tip Holly in the direction of the angels, her grip on Leroy's long, thick erection slowly starting to loosen. Her eyes flicking between Tracey and Leroy, a storm of conflicting emotions playing across her beautiful face. For a moment, I held my breath, praying her friend’s intervention would be enough.

"Look, Leroy," Holly said finally, her voice wavering but firm, "we can still be friends … I’m okay with that … Richard’s okay with that.”

“But this,” she signaled, nodding at the cock she’d finally released, “this is not okay … I still like you as a friend, but... I can't do this … we can’t do this … I love my husband and children too much, and I don't want to risk damaging that."

As Holly continued speaking, I could see the disappointment and frustration in Leroy's face, his once iron-strong ability to bend my wife to his will now diminished by Tracey’s encouragement and Holly's resolve.

With Tracey's hand on her shoulder, Holly stood up and took a step back from Leroy. The silence between the three of them deafening, four female and two unseen male eyes locked on the young man who’d brought so much turmoil into our lives.  All three of us knowing him well enough to suspect he wasn’t done yet.

"Alright," Leroy muttered, his jaw clenched, "but just one last kiss, for old times' sake."

Same old Leroy, all three of us thought as one of us waited with bated breath to see how Holly would react.

I felt my stomach cramp with fear as Holly’s body leaned forward, their lips meeting in a long, passionate embrace. The sight, the length of the kiss sent a blade of fear right through my gut, my heart pounding in my chest as I waited to see if even now Holly would weaken and give in to Leroy’s seduction.

But as Holly broke for air, her hands slowly pushed away from his embrace – the youngster for once not sure of himself, chose not to try and force himself on her.

They broke apart, Holly touching his young face with a winsome look of remembered nights together.

"Goodbye, Leroy," she whispered, turning away from him with Tracey at her side.

As they turned, their line of sight passing over me, I silently jumped down into the long grass, ducking out of sight behind a nearby bush so there’d be no chance they’d see me as they headed back to their cars.

I carried on watching through the bush’s evergreen leaves as Holly and Tracey left the house, their voices low and serious as they stood outside Tracey's car.

"Thank you," Holly murmured, "I couldn't have done it without you."

"That's what friends are for," Tracey replied, giving Holly a reassuring smile before giving her a big hug. “I’d never forgive myself if I let something happen that hurt those two little angels of yours.”

One final hug and they drove off, allowing me to step out from my hiding place, my mind racing with thoughts and emotions. Relief flooded through me, feeling gratitude for Tracey's support and a twisted sense of pride in Holly. 

She may have been less than wholly honest about how many texts had passed between her and Leroy and about where she was headed tonight.  But in the end, even if it had needed the support of her friend, she’d done the right thing.  I may not have enjoyed tonight.  At times it felt like I was suffering a heart attack, but now it was all over, it actually felt like a big step in the right direction.  Giving me greater hope and confidence that things were going to end up okay for me and Holly. Holly had chosen us – her family – over the thrilling but destructive allure of Leroy.

~~~~~     

I slipped into the driver's seat, my hands trembling as I gripped the wheel. The drive home was a blur.  Back home, Cassie looked up from her textbook as I stepped through the door.

"All quiet with the twins," she updated me, marking her page. I nodded, grateful for her presence, but also eager for solitude to process the night's events.

"Thanks, Cassie. I've got it from here."

Once alone, I felt myself start to shake again at the delayed emotions of an evening that could have ended so differently.

My Holly, with her teasing blue eyes and long blonde hair, with her feminine curves that could sway the resolve of any man, chose us.  Chose her family, our love - over the raw, magnetic lure of Leroy's touch.

Even if I was now shaking - replaying what I’d seen and heard - what had happened tonight filled me with renewed hope and confidence. I felt a swell of pride at Holly’s strength and a huge surge of love for the woman who’d chosen us and our love over the temptations of Leroy. 

I knew the choice hadn’t been easy.  Us humans are so often weak, and I was realistic enough to know how strongly she must have been tempted.  But she’d come through the other side – our marriage had passed another test.

I wanted to be fit for her return, but I felt I deserved a drink, so I poured myself a small bourbon as I tried to calm myself by flicking through the sports channels.

The burn, the pleasant numbing … it all felt good … just what I needed after the painful intensity of the last couple of hours.

I allowed myself to relax and wallow in the effects of the booze, the only sounds in the house were from the soft breathing of our sleeping seven-year-olds. 

But as the minutes ticked by and reached the hour mark, doubts started seeping in.  Why wasn’t Holly back? Why hadn’t she returned?

The worm of doubt started burrowing deeper into my brain. What if Holly's resolve had cracked and rather than follow Tracey back to our side of town, she’d turned her car around and headed back to Leroy’s?  Maybe telling herself she owed him one final explanation.  Going there with that intent maybe masking more crude hopes, giving in to these hopes the moment she was back in range of his charms and the temptations he’d put in front of her. 

Hell – even with Tracey there to strengthen her resolve, she’d nearly given in.  If she had gone back, whatever her motives, without Tracey’s support, what chance did she have of resisting?

I kept staring at the sitting room clock, coming up with all manner of innocent explanations as to why she’d not returned yet, but deep down I was fearing the worst.

‘The GPS,’ I thought to myself, smiling and perking up.

But seconds later I was cursing the GPS.  No response, no signal – a fact that planted a newly destructive burrowing worm of fear in my head. 

Was this some kind of forensic countermeasure from a woman headed back to her ex-lover’s house? Or was the explanation simpler and more innocent?  A dead battery, an under-charged phone – something not common, but certainly not unknown for Holly.

Fuck!  I was back to square one, but now feeling worse.  Wishing I’d not taken that bourbon.

Another hour ticked by, each minute dragging out like a lifetime of torture. Then another thirty minutes until I couldn’t stand it any longer – praying to fifty-eight deities as I reached for my phone in the vain hope something would work.

The GPS blinked back to life, a digital heartbeat mapping out Holly’s location.

There it was—Tracey's apartment. Relief washed over me.

She hadn't gone back to Leroy. She was with Tracey - safe, the obvious explanation now clear as my mind was no longer fogged by my cloying fears.  She must have gone back to her best friend’s house to talk through what had happened.  To talk through the whole situation.  How could I not have known this was what she’d do?  She and Tracey talked through everything.  Had done for years.  How could I not have anticipated this?  Were my fears and paranoid myopia really that bad?

~~~~~    

The hum of the receding Uber, fading into the night, was my first clue something was up.  Where was her car?  I’d seen it with my own eyes outside Leroy’s place.

The front door creaked open, and there she stood - Holly, slightly disheveled, her long blonde hair framing her flushed, blank canvas of a face. Her scent - a mix of Leroy’s cologne, her own perfume and the unmistakable odor of alcohol - wafted over me as she stepped inside.  That explained the blank canvas face, even when the flushed red tone hinted at deep feelings and strong emotions.

"Hey, honeybun," she slurred, "I'm home."

"Hey," I replied, watching and studying her carefully.

The tension that had clawed at my insides for hours ebbed away, replaced by two-thirds concern laced with one-third humor. I wanted to grill her about her night, about Leroy, but the glassy look in her eyes stopped me. She'd resisted him, I reminded myself. That was what mattered – and right now her lop-sided grin told me there was little point in trying to have a serious conversation.  My residual anger at her for not being honest about her trip to Leroy’s diluted by my love for her and her half-cut cuteness.  It’s difficult to stay mad at your hiccupping, half-sloshed best friend – especially when she’s resisted temptation and come home safe and sound.

She swayed gently, her balance betraying the drinks she’d had, and I caught her arm, steadying her. "Easy there," I said, a half-hearted attempt at humor dancing on my lips.

"Richard..." Holly leaned into me, her warmth seeping into my skin. "I'm just... sad and confused. Can we go cuddle? I need you tonight."

‘Sad and confused.’  Not words I wanted to hear, but as I allowed her to hug herself into my chest, I knew a serious autopsy on what she meant by this would have to wait until she was sober.

Her drunken vulnerability was my undoing. All thoughts of confrontation and explanations dissolved as I wrapped my arms around her, leading her towards our bedroom sanctuary. We settled into the bed, bodies pressed together, her head resting on my chest. Her breaths were slow and deliberate, each exhale brushing against my skin.

"Richard?" she murmured, voice muffled by my shirt.

"Yeah, Holly?"

"Love me, please. Just... love me."

It wasn't a demand; it wasn't even a request. It was a plea. A plea I couldn't ignore.

Our cuddle morphed as I traced my fingers along her spine, eliciting a shiver that spoke more than words ever could.

Amazing myself at how swiftly my mood had changed from angry fear to caring love and celebration of our reuniting, I peppered her shoulders with tender kisses.  Then I trailed my hungry lips higher to the nape of her neck. Soft moans dancing between us, filling the room with a close intimacy that felt both familiar and nearly forgotten.

"Holly," I whispered against her skin, my mouth grazing her earlobe, "you're everything to me … I know we’ve had difficult times recently … but always remember, you’re my everything…"

"Show me," she breathed out, turning her face to meet mine, her eyes hazy yet full of a deep need, a deep yearning for things to be as simple and pure as they’d been before I’d allowed Leroy into our lives.  Before we’d allowed Leroy into our lives.

I did show her.

Our lovemaking was gentle - a languid, loving, relaxed dance of two bodies moving in rhythm learned over many years of shared love and intimacy. My hands worshipped the curves Leroy had so recently tried to claim as his own - reclaiming every inch as mine - as ours. Every kiss between us was a promise, every touch a testament to the love that rooted us despite the chaos of her desires for Leroy and for a lost youth that had threatened to upend our world. 

We climbed together, a slow and steady ascent, her soft cries crescendoing into the night. And when we reached the peak, it was with a shared sigh, a release that was as much about fear and need as it was about love and lust.

We laid there afterward, tangled in each other and the sheets, our breathing synchronized through our closeness.

A silence stretched between us, filled with all the things we didn't say, all the fears we didn't voice. But for now, for this moment, we found solace in the simple act of being together.

Alcohol was certainly one obstacle to what we needed to discuss, but I also sensed that my half-drunk wife was still processing and needed time and space before she’d be ready to talk.

~~~~~    

She’d stayed true tonight, resisted Leroy's magnetic sexual pull, but the question of 'for how long' haunted me.

Holly shifted slightly, snuggling closer, and I tightened my arm around her, feeling the press of her breasts against my ribs. It was an intimacy that spoke of years together, of shared secrets and whispered dreams. Yet now, it also spoke of unvoiced doubts and the specter of her desire for Leroy and all that he represented – a desire that threatened to overshadow our love and family.

"Richard?" Her voice was sleepy, a murmur that vibrated against my skin.

"Yeah?" My reply tried to match her softness, but there was an edge to it—a tightness born of worry.

"Thank you," she whispered, pressing a kiss to my chest. "For being here, for... everything."

"Always," I promised, even though the word tasted bittersweet. Could I always be enough for her? The thought lingered, unsaid, between us.

My mind replayed those texts I’d read - the crude imagery, the blatant challenge to our marriage.  I thought back over the half-truths from Holly – about tonight, about how often Leroy and she communicated.  The thoughts, the memories stung - igniting a primal sense of pain and jealousy within me.

And yet, even as I winced at the memories and how they made me feel, I couldn't deny the erotic charge that came from knowing another man craved her as I did.  And that she craved him physically more than she craved me – however much I knew it was only me who held her heart.

I felt guilty and ashamed.

I wanted to only feel anger and hurt, but the other emotions just wouldn’t go away – however hard I tried.  Whoever said that jealousy can be strangely enjoyable knew what they were talking about.  And it wasn't just the jealousy - it was the thrill of the forbidden, the voyeuristic rush that came from the idea of watching the woman I loved with another man.  With him – a man I by now intensely disliked, both as a person and because I knew he bested me physically in his ability to give my woman physical pleasure.

This conflicting maelstrom of emotions battled within me, fighting against the love and tenderness I felt for the woman lying next to me – needing me.  Fuck, it was like coke and caviar in one life – both enjoyable and desirable, but one giving such a rush it might well kill you.

As my half-cut wife drifted off to sleep, I laid awake, staring into the darkness. Our marriage was a canvas of complexities, and I knew when she sobered up, we needed to have the talk I’d planned before she’d headed out with Tracey to meet her ‘old friend.’

In that quiet room, I made a silent vow to fight for us, for the life we'd built. But after everything I’d read and seen, the fear remained. 

I kissed her forehead and pulled her closer, feeling the rise and fall of her chest once more. For now, she was here, with me. For now, that would have to be enough.


Chapter 7

It was now the end of February, and the weather had been unseasonably warm – making me forget the dark months of winter and look forward to the happier days of Spring and Summer.

And it wasn’t just the weather that seemed to have improved.  In the two weeks that had passed since I'd watched Holly go to Leroy's home and say 'no' to his advances, things seemed to be slowly improving between us, our relationship slowly rebuilding.

We’d made love most nights and things seemed to be on the up and up.  After reading the twins their normal bedtime story – or two, to be precise – I entered our marital bedroom and was about to suggest a bottle of red and an Amazon Prime movie when I saw Holly seemed to have other plans for spending Friday night.

There, in front of her dressing table, was Holly, putting on a black blouse over a very low-cut lacy bra I didn't recognize. Her long blonde hair cascaded down her back, contrasting with the thin dark material of the blouse. She sensed my presence and turned to smile at me.

“Hi, honey … hope you don’t mind, but I was hoping to catch up with a friend I’ve not seem in a while, meet her while Rachel’s still in town.”

She seemed to sense my anxiety, the slightest of blushes on her cheeks as she added, “Maybe you could meet one of your friends?  Cassie’s here to look after the girls … she told me she’s just got another quiet night in, studying … I’m sure she wouldn’t mind if we asked her up here and gave her a few dollars…”

There was just the faintest of awkward, strained pauses while she waited for my answer – and although I had no intention of meeting any of my pals, something deep within me made me answer her differently.

“Good idea … always happy to help the younger generation … I’ve got a couple of emails I need to do, then I’ll see who’s free … do you think twenty will be okay?”

“Just right,” Holly smiled.  I had the impression the smile wasn’t just because I’d pitched the money right, something in her body language told me she had other reasons to be happy.

As Holly turned back to apply the finishing touches, I felt a momentary twinge of fear through my chest. Was there more to her meeting than she let on?

She’d turned down Leroy when he’d tried to win her back, and after a few messages in the two days afterwards, there had been absolutely nothing between them.

‘You’re just being paranoid, Richard,’ I told myself.  Holly always liked to look good, especially after spending the day focused on her 'mommy duties' with the twins.

"Have fun," I told her as she kissed me, trying to keep my voice steady as I watched her give herself one last mirror up and down.

"Thanks, babe!" she smiled, giving me a quick peck on the lips before heading out.

I trusted Holly – especially after she’d rejected Leroy – and I wanted her to have a social life. ; that was the best way of making sure she didn’t feel a need to reconnect with Leroy. On the other hand, there was something in her demeanor gnawing away at me.

~~~~~    

With Holly gone, I tried my best to distract myself.  But there was nothing interesting on the TV or on the internet and my mind kept going back to her slightly wired mood and the new low-cut bra which I was sure I’d have remembered if it wasn’t new.  Prompting the question I just couldn’t shake – did any woman ever waste a sexy new bra on just meeting an old girlfriend?

I really wanted to trust Holly.  Her rejection of Leroy, the lack of contact between them warranted trust.  And if we were ever to fully rebuild things, we had to have that total trust we’d always had before – rather than me always acting suspicious and snooping like some private eye.

But after an hour of struggling, in a moment of weakness, I grabbed Holly's phone and checked the GPS tracker.

My heart dropped like a stone when I saw the location: Leroy's small house across town.

"Shit," I muttered under my breath, panic rising in my chest. Lying to Cassie – using Holly’s suggestion of meeting friends - I asked her to keep an eye on the twins and drove off a lot faster and more stressed than was good for my safety – my physical safety the last thing on my mind right now.

As I approached Leroy's house, my mind swirled with images of what might be happening inside. I tried to stay positive, tries to remind myself she’d rejected him once before – but it was a hard ask.  If she was going there to reject him, why the hell had she been wearing that new lacy bra?  The possibility of what Holly might be doing filling me with a terrible mix of emotions.  Betrayal, jealousy and anger – but also a confusing arousal that I wanted to push down deep and pretend didn’t exist.  The best I managed being a lame, ‘You’re only human, Richard … confusion’s okay … just remember how shit you felt about everything before … when it all went to shit … got out of control…’

‘Get a grip, Richard,’ I whispered, trying to slow my racing heart as I parked a distance away around the corner and started moving towards the house, reminding myself how last time Tracey and Holly had worked as a team to resist Leroy’s best efforts to worm his way back into our lives.

~~~~~    

Damn!

Hadn’t Holly said that Tracey was going away.  Going away for a long weekend with her latest boyfriend?

‘Maybe she’s changed her mind,’ I thought to myself, wincing with pain as I rounded the corner, hoping against hope to see Tracey’s car parked outside Leroy’s home.

Shit!  No car!  Only Holly’s car and Leroy’s car … so much for my thin, vain hope that Tracey was there to act as conscience-cum-chaperone like she had a fortnight ago.

I swallowed hard, feeling my throat tighten as I tried to push down the panic welling up inside me.

‘Keep it together, Richard,’ I whispered, pressing myself against the side of the house, trying to stay hidden from view as I moved towards the same vantage point as last time.  ‘You don't really know what's happening in there.’

But as much as I tried to reassure myself, I couldn't shake the dark cloud of suspicion that hung over me. My mind already filled with images of Leroy's hands on Holly's body, filled with the sounds she’d made through all those nights he’d lit up her life with newness and variety after so many years of just me and the numbing sameness of married life.

My heart pounding furiously, my breathe borderline hyper as I reached the window, crouching down, trying to stay hidden – my last slither of hope a thought that maybe Holly had picked up Tracey – after all, I’d not tracked her all the way.

But as I peered through the same gap in the curtain – I swear nothing had moved, not even in two whole weeks – there was no sign of Holly.

Instead, all I saw was Leroy and Holly sitting on the sofa, seemingly closer together than they had been during their previous encounter.

Was it just my imagination, or was there something different about their body language this time?

I felt my chest tighten as I watched and listened as Leroy chatted casually with Holly, discussing mundane topics like his studies.

“And what about Millie and Martha, Hol?  Do they miss me?  Do they ask after me? How are those little princesses?  Still as sweet and smart as ever?”

I wanted to rush in … break his damned face!  After everything, hearing the names of my two beloved little angels in his mouth seemed the ultimate trip switch.

But something held me back.  A mixture of needing to know what would happen next – of needing to know whether or not I could trust Holly.  And that damned annoying, infuriating tug of excitement that kept pulling me back towards the edge.

‘Please, Holly,’ I whispered to myself, ‘Don't give in … don’t go along with the snake … resist his oily, seductive charms…’

And for the most part, I meant … wanted nothing else … but there was still that voice that kept me from rushing in and ending it.

~~~~~    

As Holly fell for his rouse, regaling him with tales of what they’d been up to, Leroy took the chance to rest a hand on her leg.  At first it was innocent – near the knee, almost capable of being interpreted as just one friend touching another.  But as she continued, Leroy’s dark hand moved higher, moved up and under the hemline.  Holly’s eyes widening, even as she carried on talking about the twins.

Only when her words had finally stopped - and his hand was so high it must have been right near her pantie gusset – did Holly look at him with anything resembling nerves and challenge.  Her eyes now wild and nervous, her voice tight, only able to say one word.  “Leroy!”

“Come on, babe … what did you expect?” he grinned, chuckling and nodding at her clothes.  “You must have known I’d try it on … and by the look of you, you dressed to please … I’m not the only one missing ‘us’!”

“Leroy, please,” almost begging now.

“Look, I’ve been thinking a lot about everything … last time, Hol … it wasn’t wrong … not really … Richard wanted it at the beginning … wanted it for you, wanted it for himself … trouble was, we just pushed things too far…”

He stopped, letting his words sink in, my brain in a panic. Her skirt now hitched up, the sight of Leroy's hand resting at the top of Holly's thigh sent a chill down my spine, his dark fingers in stark contrast to her pale skin.

I could feel the jealousy boiling inside me as she didn't remove his hand, instead allowing it to remain there as if it belonged.

"Remember, babe," Leroy said, his voice smooth and persuasive. "Remember how much Richard loved watching us together. That wasn't the problem – we just took things too far."

My heart pounded in my chest as I saw Holly's eyes flicker with uncertainty, her cheeks flushed both with the memory of their past encounters and the painful truth that he was reminding her of. That however much I’d hated it in the end, for most of their affair I’d been mostly supportive,

"Tell you what, Hol … maybe we should have some fun tonight," Leroy continued, his hand now inching even further up Holly's thigh. "See how Richard reacts when we tell him or send him some photos. Just a little high school-style make-out session. What do you think?"

I watched in disbelief as Holly hesitated, her breath coming more rapidly as Leroy's fingers crept ever closer to the evident dampness shown on the front of her panties.

She was like a deer caught in the headlights, unable to move or speak, just staring at his face – the face she’d kissed so often, stared at so often.

His other hand started slowly unbuttoning her blouse, revealing Holly’s newly acquired low-cut bra underneath.

“Oh, Holly, babe … you shouldn’t have,” the tattooed young black gangsta joked.  “I love you just the way you are … you didn’t need to go to any trouble for me.”

‘Please don't,’ I whispered under my breath, but like Leroy, I took what I was seeing as the surest of signs that Holly had come here tonight not looking for platonic friendship or chats about the twins.

She may have stayed silent – the opposite of her over-talkative young black predator - but from the way Holly bit her lip and her chest rose and fell with desire, none of the three of us had any serious doubts as to which way things were going.  

The only question left was whether even now, one minute before midnight, she’d summon from somewhere the strength to resist the toxic mix of her desires and memories and his all too persuasive arguments.  Was it too much to hope for – her love for me and our family might even now give the latest of Hail Mary passes.

As I stood there, frozen and powerless, I questioned my own reactions to what unfolded before me.

‘Richard, you fool … why aren’t you jumping in?  Why aren’t you stopping this?  After everything … after everything that happened before … what is it … have you got some kind of death wish?’

Despite the anger and betrayal slashing at my heart, a grating voice in my head wondered if Leroy maybe wasn’t right – that maybe, deep down, this was what I wanted all along.  That I missed the raw excitement and sexuality that he’d brought to our marriage for the two brief months we’d opened our marriage to him.


Chapter 8

My own head totally confused, even as I felt my chest tighten and my muscles tense, I knew I wouldn’t intervene – even as I watched Leroy take things to the next level.  His dark, inked fingers rubbing vigorously at the dark patch on the front of Holly's panties.

“Missed me, babe?  Missed me … the excitement … someone hot and new … someone to stop the boredom?”

Holly was too busy wriggling her hips, trying for extra stimulation, to bother to talk – alternating between closing her eyes to focus on the pleasure and staring almost disbelieving into the face of the young man finishing what he’d started two weeks before.

As he continued to rub and she continued to squirm, he knew he’d won – it was written all over his ugly, grinning face.  His spare hand now reaching to unclip Holly’s newly purchased bra.  So low-cut her full, round breasts didn’t have far to fall as gravity pulled them into that beautiful, natural curve. Holly’s thick pink nipples already swollen from arousal even before he reached out to rub them even harder. Her chest heaving with each ragged breath.

"Unzip my pants, Holly," Leroy commanded, and my emotions surged as she hesitated. Was this the moment she’d find herself?  Find her inner strength – way her love for me above her physical desires?

But when her young ex-lover repeated his order in a firmer, more commanding voice, Holly obeyed – obeyed because she wanted to, remembering how good his huge penis had felt in her hand just two weeks before.

"Get on your knees, babe, and put me in your mouth, suck me, babe … show me how you missed me, how your back for me now," the black youngster instructed.

My heart pounded in my chest as I watched Holly lower herself to the floor. Conflicted dread and excitement tearing me apart, overwhelming my senses.

Despite the pain and anguish, I couldn't bring myself to look away or intervene.  Having supped the Kool-Aid aid once, there was some kind of bizarre fascination that held me captive.  If it had been like that before, how far would the Kool-Aid take us this time?  Would it taste better or even more exciting, more dangerous than before?

And so, I watched – powerless to stop, torn between despair and heart-pounding fascination and cock-hard arousal.  As my wife succumbed to her primal, animalistic desire for a man much younger than me who she already knew could give her sexual satisfaction she’d never had or have from me.

The sight of my wonderful blonde wife on her knees, her warm, eager mouth slurping up and down the full thickness of that gnarled, knotted ten-inch spear was a sight that confused the fuck out of me.  Making me want to cry and stroke myself all at the same instant.  Envious that I wasn’t as blessed as him.  Doubly envious and, however much she loved me, fearful from the way Holly looked up at him with an excitement and anticipation she’d never given me.

"Damn, babe, you're just as good at this as I remember," Leroy chuckled, loving the loyal adoration another man’s wife was giving him. Her oral worship telling him beyond doubt that Holly was his to do with as he wanted for the rest of the night.  All his earlier talk of just a ‘high school make out session’ shown for what it was – just window-dressing to get what he really wanted.  Holly back in his bed … Holly back in his life.

After several minutes of Holly worshiping his huge cock, the youngster pulled my wife back to her feet, but not before he’d made her remove her panties.  A final act to show to both of them that he’d truly broken her will to resist.

With his dark, inked hands pulling firmly at Holly’s long blonde hair, Leroy pulled her in for a passionate open-mouthed French kiss that seemed to go on and on.

I watched, part terrified and heartbroken, part insanely aroused, as their tongues fought – a stark reminder of all the times they’d fucked and loved before – most of them with my full-blown approval.

~~~~~    

Leroy positioned Holly in the middle of the bed with practiced ease – they’d fucked so often before he’d pushed me too far. Without a moment’s hesitation from either of them, he quickly moved to kneel between her eagerly spread legs - his massive cock hovering above her glistening love lips. My emotions swirled within me – fear, jealousy, betrayal. 

‘Could our marriage, could our love survive another go around with Leroy,’ the question that tortured me even as, to my shame, arousal lit up my body even stronger than before.  Somehow, the fact this was all illicit, all in secret seemed to make it even more exciting than before.

"Is this what you really, really want, babe?" the black youngster asked, his voice dripping with seduction, with the desire to have and to own Holly. Taking Holly's slender white hand and wrapping it around his thick shaft, guiding her fingers along its impressive length.  Letting her feel what she could have if she told him what he wanted to hear.

Just for a moment, Holly hesitated, her eyes darting between Leroy and his engorged cock. It was as if she was caught in a trance, torn between her loyalty to me and our family and her overwhelming need for him, his huge cock and the excitement he’d given her after so many years of a normal and staid family life.

As much as I wanted her to resist, I couldn't help but feel a twisted sense of excitement at the prospect of her giving in.  I hated it, but I also sensed it something that today or tomorrow we’d need to walk though.  To understand and resolve.

My own chest was beating as a serene calm seemed to descend on Holly – as finally, with a soft moan any doubts passed into the background.

Holly began to slowly and carefully, inch-by-inch insert all those thick ten-inches deep into her pussy.

It had only been two months she’d been without him, but still she bit her lip as she fed him in, screwing up her face from the intensity of the pleasure coursing through her body. The look on her face was one of pure ecstasy and surrender – an expression I hadn't seen since he’d exited our lives, since it had only been her and me.

~~~~~     

Once she’d fully taken all ten inches in, Leroy reached behind Holly’s neck and pulled her head forward for a long, slow, passionate kiss. Their lips met with urgent, needy ferocity – two months of thinking about each other bit without any outlet driving them into a fury of need.

That kiss seemed to go on forever.

I was unable to look away, transfixed by the sight of my wife and her lover locked in such an intimate embrace. Part of me hating it, part of me loving it, but hating myself for loving it. ‘Richard, what the fuck are you doing, man … will you never learn your lesson…’

When Leroy and Holly finally broke that ‘two-months in the build’ kiss, Leroy looked deeply into my wife’s eyes and asked her how she wanted him to take her.

"What do you want, Hol?  Slow and loving, or hard and deep, to make up for lost time?"

My heart felt like it stopped beating as I waited for Holly's response. She hesitated for a moment, her cheeks flushed with embarrassment before she replied, "Hard and deep... then you can make slow, gentle love to me afterwards."

‘Oh fuck, babe,’ I thought, ‘The worst of all answers … but also the one that feeds and swells my cock more than you’ll ever know.’  My chest tightening at her words - a vise closing around my heart.

Hearing her answer, seeing her like this after just two months on the wagon – I wondered if our marriage could ever return to normal.  Or whether it would now always have Leroy or someone like Leroy as a core part.

~~~~~    

I felt almost physically sick as I took in the contrast between the dark, thrusting hardness of Leroy and the pale, yielding softness of Holly.  The contrast seeming extra sharp from the way their limbs entwined together as Leroy followed Holly’s request, pounding hard into her as he lay between her splayed thighs in the classic missionary position. 

She moaned hungrily, she dug her fingers into the hard muscles of his back, she locked her legs tight around his back … all different signs telling me the same thing.  Just how much she wanted him, just how much she’d missed him – and that even the tiniest hint of resistance was impossible, however mixed her intentions may have been earlier.

Holly's excited sobs and squeals of pleasure seemed to fill the whole room as Leroy impaled her on over and over again on that thick, ten-inch cock of his.  The dimensions of that monster and the way it glistened with my wife’s juices every time it reappeared making my cock throb as much as it made my heart break – how the hell could I ever compete with this?

After Holly’s first screaming climax, at first he was gentle as his dark, inked hands gently moved Holly’s ankles from where they were locked around the small of his back.  But then he switched into a rougher mindset as he bent her in two, using the full weight of his body to bend Holly’s pale legs all the way back until her ankles were right next to her ears.  Leaving her even more exposed and vulnerable, forcing her to take him even deeper. The sight and sound of her climaxing almost instantly in this new position sending shivers down my spine as I watched her shake from head-to-toe

Before Holly had time to recover from her second orgasm, Leroy spun her around by the shoulders. In one smooth, deep stroke, he pushed all his long, fat cock back deep inside her making her mewl with a base, guttural sound of almost bestial fulfilment.  The kind of sound that wouldn’t have been out of place as a bull bred a cow or a stallion was covering his favorite in heat mare.

The continuous slapping sounds and groans of their coupling aroused me as much as they hurt me.  After everything that had happened and knowing Holly was doing this all behind my back gave the cocktail a different taste than before.  Before Christmas, it was something we were doing together – mostly pleasure with just the smallest of bitter aftertastes.  But now, now this was different.  This was fifty-fifty, or sixty-forty. The hard cock the same, but the burning … the sting, that was more pronounced than anything I’d experienced before Christmas.  However demeaning it had been on occasion to know Holly was being bedded far better than I could ever manage.

Pushing these thoughts away – reasoning, introspection, planning could wait until later – the way Leroy was giving Holly the rough fucking she’d demanded dragged me back to the here and now.  It wasn’t just the lightening pace of his hips behind her ass and the loud slapping and moans, but the way he was yanking her head back by her long blonde hair … the way she was loving being dominated like this, it worried me sick. 

She was loving it, absolutely loving it … and it took me all the way back to that party night which had been the straw that broke the camel’s back.  Each rough pull of her hair, each glistening inch of his cock sliding in and out of her wet core, left me feeling more and more powerless and uninvolved.  Left me feeling more and more afraid for the future, even if I was almost as aroused as Holly.

As Leroy’s thrusts started accelerating, he found a way to make things even rougher and Holly seemed to love it. As her young lover tightened his dark hands around her throat, half-choking her. Her reaction the opposite of what I expected. Instead of resisting or panicking, she seemed to only grow more aroused, her moans increasing in intensity until she climaxed again, her entire body trembling violently for a third time.

‘Fuck, why am I still watching this?’ I thought to myself, my own arousal holding me still and passive, even as I felt a crushing weight of guilt and heartache. ‘Why don’t I just walk in there and put an end to this nightmare? What kind of man am I?’

I had little doubt that if I did burst in there, Holly would fall in line.  Her own guilt at going behind my back enough to make her follow me home, her tail between her legs.

But even though I believed this with all my heart, something held me back from doing this.  I’d always been a thinker, a planner – and that was certainly part of it.  A kind of ‘Act in haste, repent at your leisure’ attitude.  Part of me did want to think it through, see where it led and what I could do.  But that was only part of it – however much Holly’s betrayal hurt, a part of me was getting off watching more than I cared to admit.  Even to myself.  Especially to myself. 

Even as these questions plagued me, I couldn't tear my eyes away from the two of them. The raw passion, the roughness, the dominance of her young lover … all of it was undeniable, and part of me – the darkest, most twisted part – wanted to see how far they would go. Where it would end up. It was as if I needed to know just how thoroughly Holly would betray me, to see the full extent of her emotional and physical surrender to this dominant bull.  There was almost an ambulance-chasing morbid fascination at seeing just how far Holly would fall off the wagon after two months sober.

~~~~~    

Holly had wanted a mix of rough and loving sex – but the loving bit would have to wait.  Holly gasped for breath as Leroy half-choked her, his powerful hands wrapped around her throat as he fucked her hard.

My wife’s eyes locked on his with an intensity that told me just how deep he’d sunk his claws into her, just how deep her desire for him ran.

Still on her hands and knees, she twisted her head back, straining to press her lips against his in a desperate, passionate kiss.

"Whose pussy is this, Holly?" Leroy asked, his voice dripping with the need to take and totally dominate.

Holly hesitated, her eyes suddenly frightened as she looked deep into Leroy’s dark brown eyes.  Suddenly reluctant, even with the young man’s cock already deep in the most sacred parts of her body, to betray me anymore.  Fully aware of the significance of the words he wanted her to speak.  Of the words that could never be taken back, that would forever form a bond between them and create something he could use to claim her and hurt me.

He asked twice more, but Holly just stayed silent.  She didn’t want to say it.  She knew just what it meant.  But when Leroy pulled all the way out and repeated his question a fourth time, she finally broke.

"It's your pussy, Leroy... your pussy."

Even before she’d finished, I felt myself sag … my knees weakening and I almost buckled into that dirty, glass strewn little yard.  I had to grasp the windowsill; the pain of hearing Holly surrender herself so completely to this young man she knew I hated threatening to overwhelm me.

"Is it my pussy, not Richard's?" Leroy pressed, grinning as his hand gripped Holly's ass tightly as he pulled his cock back until only the tip remained inside her.

"Y-yes," she stuttered, her voice trembling with both fear and excitement. "Your pussy, Leroy... not Richard's."

With a satisfied grin, Leroy slammed back into Holly, driving her body forward with the intense force of his thrusts.

“Yes, baby … yes … good to know … good to finally hear it,” he smirked, giving one final, deep slamming thrust into her before withdrawing and rolling her onto her back.

After such a long and passionate session, their bodies were slick with sweat. They were both panting and gasping for air, as they lay face-to-face, looking into each other’s eyes, smiling softly at each other.

Holly giving in, Holly telling Leroy her pussy belonged to him rather than me … that way they were looking at each other … it all told me things were different from last time.  Told me that things were more intense second time around.  Partly because there were only the two of them in it this time, and partly because Holly had fought the attraction and lost, making them both aware things were deeper this time around. 

As if to prove my point, after bestowing a smile and a small kiss on his lips, Holly turned and nestled her head against Leroy's chest, enjoying their newly rediscovered intimacy as her fingers traced circles over all the different parts of his muscular form she could reach.

~~~~~    

My gut felt like it was full of squabbling rodents.  I could hardly bring myself to watch the closeness between them – this was worse than watching them have sex as they slowly caressed each other, their fingers tracing tender patterns over dark, hard muscles and soft feminine curves.

"Hol, baby," Leroy murmured, his voice lispy as ever, "I'm so glad things are back to normal between us. I've really, really missed you these last couple of months."

Holly seemed genuinely surprised by his emotional outburst, lifting her head and giving him another small smile and kiss.

"I ... I've missed you too. But we need to be careful this time, Leroy.  Not go too far like last time," she told him softly. "I'm still Richard's wife and I’d never want to hurt him.  And I'm still Millie and Martha’s mom – I’d never do anything to hurt any of them."

Leroy nodded, his dark gaze never leaving her face, surprising emotions and empathy showing there, where before it had seemed more about power and sex for him.

"I understand, for now," his last words seeming strangely out of place before he moved on.  “So, if we don’t want to hurt them, then what do we do next?”

There was a long silence, before eventually Holly spoke.  “I don’t know … I honestly don’t … leave it with me … let me think about the best way to handle things…”

With no obvious discussion adding solutions, the two of them seemed to come to a telepathic decision to start the ‘slow, loving’ part of their time together.  Holly rolling on top of Leroy and him more than happy as she lowered her head, and they shared a long, slow, sensuous kiss while their hands carried on exploring.

My phone buzzed in my pocket, making me jump and nearly lose my footing on the beer crate.  When I’d recovered and made sure I’d not been spotted, I retreated from the window to read the message. It was from Cassie: Martha had spiked a fever and was vomiting.

My thoughts torn between concern for Martha and selfish thoughts – ‘does someone up there really hate me?’  Knowing I had no choice but to abandon Holly here alone with Leroy.  With no idea what time she’d drag herself home.  It was Friday night, so no school tomorrow.  Giving her minimum guilt and maximum opportunity to stay out into the small hours – not something she’d ever do on a school day.

‘Damn it,’ I muttered under my breath, torn between my concern for my child and the desire to stay and protect my marriage from the fox in the chicken coop.  A fox I’d willingly allowed to enter in what now felt like the biggest fuck-up since the Trojans had brought that huge wooden horse inside their camp.

But however much I wanted to stay to see what happened next, the choice was clear: I had to go home. And anyway, if I’d not already intervened – what the hell would staying longer achieve, aside from letting me know the full details of the danger we faced.  That and allowing me to get my rocks off as I continued to live this ultra-weird new part of our marriage.

With one last, tortured glance at my wife and Leroy, I slipped away from the window and hurried back to my car. As I drove through the darkened streets, my mind raced with conflicting emotions. Worry for Martha, heartache and fear at Holly giving in to her desire for Leroy, and maybe worst of all - a shameful thrill that we were back with an illicit source of excitement in our lives.


Chapter 9

Driving back across town like a maniac, I felt like a total shit. 

‘What’s wrong with you, man?’ 

I knew I’d been through a helluva lot about Holly and Leroy this evening. But even so, my mind should have been wholly on my sick child. But at best, Matha’s fever was only lighting up half my brain.  The other fifty percent was stressed by what I’d just seen between my wife and our ex-renter.

‘Only two months … only two months … and he’s back in our lives! ‘Less than two months and she’s unable to resist him … unable to say no … to stick to her promises … fuck, fuck, fuck … we’re right back at square one … only this time it’s worse … she’s gone behind my back … and the whole secrecy thing’s creating a different vibe … something more dangerous … more intimate…’

These pained thoughts kept tormenting me, crowding out thoughts about my sick child.  ‘What kind of a father does that make me?’ I wondered. 

‘A damned confused one,’ I thought to myself as the second barrel of guilt unloaded foursquare in the middle of my forehead.  ‘Why didn’t you stop it, Richard?  Why the hell didn’t you stop it?  You’ve stopped them before … damn it, last time it went to shit, you kicked him out!  So, what’s changed Richard … what’s changed?’

~~~~~    

Arriving home, after an hour or so focused on Martha – Cassie and me working as a team to make sure she was comfortable – all the demons from my journey home came flooding back.

Denied the comfort of parenting distractions, as I awaited Holly’s return, images of Martha’s absent mother and Leroy together having sex flashed through my mind.

‘Fuck!  Why does it still excite and arouse me? Was that why I’d not burst in and put a stop to things?’  Two linked thoughts I hated with almost equal venom … two thoughts I pressed down on as hard as I could … trying to pretend they weren’t there, until I finally slumped back in the armchair and admitted they were true.

I thought admitting these truths might make things better, but in the end, it just prompted an even more painful thought.

‘So, Richard … when she gets home, what ya gonna do?’

~~~~~     

“Hey honey!”  I greeted her, trying to keep my voice and smile upbeat and tension-free.

It was now after two in the morning – nearly three hours since I’d left her in flagrante at Leroy’s.  Two a.m. - even on a Friday night, just about the latest time she could get away with arriving back without making me suspicious. After all, supposedly she’d just been ‘catching up with an old friend while they were still in town.’

“Hey babe,” she smiled - looking tired, but seeming genuinely pleased to see me.

My heart was racing.  I could feel the heat as the blood rushed to my face as I desperately tried to keep it all together - hoping Holly wouldn’t notice anything off in my reaction.

“How was your evening with Rachel?”  I asked, my throat so dry and constricted the words sounded like sandpaper. 

I’d still not decided what to do.  ‘Play it by ear … see what happens,’ I told myself.

“Oh … same old Rachel,” she replied, weariness in her voice, her face showing no obvious signs of guilt.  Maybe her long fuck sessions with the young black gangsta had left her too exhausted for guilt.

“So, what did the two of you talk about for so long?”

I meant it to sound innocent, but I saw her muscles tense slightly … a jolt of fear-induced adrenaline shrinking her pupils. Transforming her face into one alert and on-guard.

“Oh … this and that … kids and family … old times at college … nothing really,” she answered trying to sound casual.

Our eyes locked – dueling, even as we both tried to hide it.  She was trying to read me, to look into my mind, see if I believed her or was suspicious.  Trying to interpret my failure to respond, trying to interpret what me meeting her gaze meant.

“Sounds nice…”

That was all I could squeeze out, forcing a constricted smile to the corners of my lips.  Since when had this become what our marriage was about?  One of us lying, one of us forcing a smile.

The smile Holly gave me back was equally fake and forced.

“Sorry, babe … I’m really beat … can we talk about it tomorrow?  I need a shower and sleep right now … in the morning?”

My heart was racing.  I gazed at her.  Loved her so much.  My anger mixing with my love and arousal in ways I can’t begin to describe.

“Sure,” I forced out.

“You can shower,” my fake smile encouraged her.  “See you upstairs in a few minutes.”

“Thanks, hun,” she smiled, her smile genuine and warm.  A smile of relief and escape as she turned and headed up the stairs, not coming near me for a welcome home hug or kiss – no doubt afraid of what I might smell on her.  Leroy’s smell – or the smell of a fresh shower, difficult to explain when she’d only been ‘catching up with Rachel.’

~~~~~    

I hardly slept that night.

It was a truly surreal experience, lying next to the woman who’d shared my life for so many years knowing she’d flat out lied to me, and she was so unaffected by it she was sleeping like a baby.

I laid there by her side, staring up at the ceiling, the peaceful untroubled sound of her breathing taunting me to do something.  To do anything.

Wake her up? Demand an apology? Tell her to pack her bags … tell her I’d had enough? That she’d used up her last chance.

All the time this voice taunted me, told me to act, my mind was running replays … replays of what Holly had looked and sounded like when she’d been begging Leroy to fuck her rough … but telling me she also was a greedy girl who wanted his tender touch as well … a greedy girl who gave in and told him what he demanded to hear … my mind remembering how he’d smiled when she’d told him he owned her pussy now.

For hour upon hour, the two sides of me warred.  Fighting and tormenting me until a third force appeared on the hill … the force that had started this whole troubled farce … the little voice which reminded me this whole thing had only started because of Holly’s needs and frustrations and my own desire to make her happy and fulfilled.

In the end it was two on one.  My memory of why we’d started things with Leroy working arm-in-arm with my own shameful arousal to overpower my simmering anger and betrayal. Finally allowing my own exhaustion to claim me – the last thought I remembered being I didn’t have the strength for what confrontation would mean right now.

~~~~~     

They say time heals everything – and it’s true that a lovely family Saturday with Holly and the twins had me feeling a lot better about things.

When we’d left home, I’d been on edge – thoroughly disoriented by everything that had happened in the last few hours, half expecting some other Holly-Leroy based calamity to jump out from behind something or someone to make things even worse.

But all through the car ride, ice skating, lunch and a trip to the playground, Holly had been nothing but the perfect loving wife and mother.  Attentive to me whenever the girls didn’t need her, holding my hand, snuggling up close next to me in the cold of the rink while we watched our two little angels.  And that night in bed, she was even more attentive.  Wearing her sexiest night clothes, kissing me all the way from my face to my groin before lovingly taking me in her mouth – the entrée before kissing her way back up my tummy and chest so she could mount me and ride me until we both came in a welter of declarations of undying love and commitment.  My own mind unable to focus on two things … only able to focus on Holly and our shared love, not on all the grievances simmering away just below the surface.

~~~~~    

Sunday morning started in an equally wonderful way and equally physical way – Millie and Martha having been picked up for a Sunday morning play date. 

By the time the twins had been returned and I looked into the kitchen to see Holly cooking dinner like some 1950’s domestic goddess, Leroy had (at least for now) gone clean out of my head.

That is, until I received a painful reminder.

We were sitting down as a family, enjoying the wonderful Spaghetti Carbonara that Holly had prepared for us when totally unprompted, Millie piped up: “Mommy, Daddy … when he’s done with his exams, do you think Uncle Leroy will come and visit me and Martha?”

The expectant, hopeful look in her young face was nearly worse than what I’d seen on Friday night.

Holly was dishing plateful number two, but she was as cool as a cucumber - a tiny, juddering pause in the movement of her serving spoon the only giveaway as she looked up beaming at our elder daughter.

“Would you like that?”

“Yes, Mommy … I’d like that.”

“And what about you, Martha?” Holly beamed, not missing a beat.

“Yes, Mommy,” our younger twin answered, before her innocence made things even worse.  “And what about you and Daddy?  Would you like to see Uncle Leroy again.  You and Daddy and he were such good friends…”

~~~~~    

That night in bed, as Holly rode me - eyes shut tight, fingers interwoven with mine as she slammed her hips up and down on my pelvis as we enjoyed a wonderful, shared climax – I couldn’t help but wonder if it was me or Leroy she was thinking of right now.

As I felt her soft, blonde hair covering my chest as we snuggled afterwards, my paranoia was given an extra jolt by her next words.

“What do you think about the twins’ idea?  They’d love to see Leroy again … make sure they don’t feel abandoned … think they did something that means he doesn’t love them anymore.”

Her head was still on my chest, but now she was looking up at me.  Her words guilting me even as her eyes revealed more than she intended.

“I know it’s a big ask … you know, after everything … but maybe it would slay a few dragons … for the twins and for us,” she suggested, her eyes almost pleading now.

I looked across at her, my eyes burning with rage – my eyes rather than words doing the talking for me, Holly suddenly looking nervous at my reaction, as if she regretted bringing the whole thing up.  I was just about to burst, to let fly with my anger, but something held me back, both of us knowing this was a lot more complex than just a torrent of expletives, a quick sorry and an awkward next twenty-four-hours.

~~~~~    

Two days later, the middle of the week, my feelings were all over the place.

I’d never explicitly agreed to it, and I’d certainly not requested it, but as Holly had gently, but persistently, done all the running, my grunted responses to all her positive thinking hadn’t said yes and hadn’t said no.

“It’ll be good for the twins … so they know Leroy still loves them … you know how important he’s become to them … you wouldn’t want them carrying round the baggage of rejection, would you?”

“It’ll be good for you and him … give you both some closure … that’s gotta be healthy, right?”  (A sweetly smiled observation that left me chuntering to myself, ‘and we all know why you don’t need closure, don’t we, darling … closure of your legs certainly wasn’t on your mind last Friday was it…’)

“It’ll help Leroy get everything straight in his mind before his exams … we owe it to him…” (We don’t owe him squat … apart possibly from a fist to the jaw and a trip to the ER…)

But however much I chuntered to myself, and however much my anger was always on slow simmer, I could never bring myself to grab Holly by the shoulders and shout ‘STOP’ at the top of my voice … a scene I must have pictured in my head a hundred times in those two days between her floating the idea and Tuesday early evening.

My lack of veto driven by a realization about myself that I tried to bury away and deny, but one which I increasingly knew was true – however painful it was to admit it.

‘Richard, old man, face it … you’re just as addicted to the excitement of all this as your wife is.  Yeah, you hate the fucker … and yeah, you’re a good guy … you want to keep Holly happy, deal with all that shit she laid on you last year … but be honest with yourself, bro … your just as hooked on all the excitement, on all the highs as she is…’

But facing into this truth was a step too far for me anytime soon…

~~~~~    

“Richard…”

“Leroy…”

There was a slight lowering of the heads, a slight nod to each other, him going first – but certainly there were no handshakes or fist bumps.  However much Holly - standing to the side sporting the world’s most nervous smile - might have wished.  Too much water had flowed under the bridge for that.  Too many inches given which had turned into mile-long fucking chasms … and that was even before the events of the previous Friday.

‘Tell me again … why am I allowing this?  Allowing him back in our home,’ I silently asked myself.  ‘Addiction, old man … addiction,’ an annoying little voice answered, before my ego stomped all over it.

“Thanks, Richard … Thanks for letting me come and see the twins … and letting me come and apologize to you mano-a-mano … apologize for how things ended, how me and Holly took things way too far … how we abused what you gave us … sorry man!  Really sorry!” he said, hand outstretched in a sign of contrition to back up his words.

Fuck!  Fuck!  Was that a hint of a smile hiding behind that fixed face?  Was that why his muscles were fixed?  Because behind the mask he was laughing at me?  Offering words of contrition – likely coached by Holly – while in his mind he was actually laughing at me, not meaning a word of it, just another part of his sick, powerplay mind games?  Especially after what he and Holly knew had happened less than a week ago.  ‘Let’s laugh at the cuck … laugh at the hoodwinked cuck … right here in his own home … before his kids get back … before I play with his kids, accept their hugs, accept their kisses … just like I did with their mom less than a week ago…’

It felt to me these thoughts, those words were more likely what was behind that fixed smile and difficult to read eyes.

But what could I do?  Cause a scene?  Throw his supposedly genuine apology back in his face – especially after he’d made the first move.  And with the twins due back from their play date any minute and excited to see their beloved and recently absent ‘Uncle Leroy’.

That wouldn’t go down well with Holly … with the twins … it would just play straight into his hands … give him the power, the leverage.

Reaching out felt super-painful and super-significant as inch-by-inch my slow-motion arm moved forward to accept his hand – supposedly offered in friendship and heartfelt apology.

“That’s okay,” I heard a muffled, underwater voice sounding like my own say, “these things happen … we all make mistakes…”

‘And then some, you cunt,’ a silent voice sounding much more like my own added in my head.

I forget what was said next … I was too stunned and traumatized to remember details … but I do remember Holly smiling silently at the side, happy she’d somehow engineered some kind of détente to allow her ex-lover back into our home and back into our lives.  Even if it was ostensibly just for a single afternoon – for the benefit of the twins’ happiness, for the benefit of closure for the adults.

~~~~~    

About two minutes later, the twins came barreling through the front door, their little snouts like truffling pigs, nosing round one corner after another until they found their prey.

“Uncle Leroy, Uncle Leroy, Uncle Leroy,” they squealed, nearly knocking our squatting visitor over with their manic energy as they ran into Leroy’s outstretched arms, leaving me feeling decidedly insecure and jealous.

When they’d barreled through the front door, I’d been glad their return had taken the edge off our hyper-awkward situation.  But seeing their love and enthusiasm for the young man who’d been their nightly bedtime story guy, who’d frolicked in the pool with them and patiently sat through their countless princess tea parties soon had me feeling a whole new kind of bad.

Inevitably, our two little munchkins monopolized his time – no way he was coming out of that pink-bedecked bedroom anytime in the next hour … more likely two.

‘Payback’s a bitch, you sucker,’ I told myself, unable to stop the thought, however much I loved my girls and didn’t want to think of them as punishment.  My mood further improved by Holly snuggling up close – with me, not with him – her smile saying, ‘Didn’t I tell you all along this was a smart move.’  My own returning smile much more guarded, only one thought on my mind.

‘After tonight … after what I’d seen and heard last Friday, what the hell happens next?’  Right now, Holly was with me and her focus was me and the girls.  But just what the hell would happen next time Leroy came knocking?


Chapter 10

~~~~~     

The next few days were spent fretting about the meaning of Leroy’s visit to see us.

Of course, the simple, mature thing to do would have been to sit down with Holly and get into it.  Tell her what I’d seen and tell her it all needed to stop.

But something just kept holding me back.  Sometimes I felt like the inside of my head was possessed, so loud and numerous were the different voices fighting for control.

‘Tell her she’s in last-chance saloon’ … ‘Sit her down, ask her just what the hell does she think she’s doing … last Friday, and now this, pulling him back into the family home…’

These voices made sense … were worth listening to. 

But the one voice I didn’t want to even admit existed – let alone listen to – was the quiet, persistent voice that kept whispering to me that maybe, just like before Christmas, I still liked what Holly had resumed doing with our ex-renter.  That sadistic little voice often whispering, ‘Hey man, this is just like pre-Christmas, only boosted like it’s on steroids by all the secrecy and second-guessing.’

Even though I didn’t want to admit this voice existed within me, it was strong enough to stop me from doing what would have been so much more straightforward.  So instead of pulling Holly aside and talking about what was happening, I just allowed myself to swim around in a pointless and contradictory pool of conjecture.

Each drive to and from work, each spare moment was filled with pained strings of ‘what-if’ statements built precariously on top of each other.  Some taking me in a positive direction, some making me fearful for the future.

One moment I’d convince myself Holly was playing some sick, sadistic game … that her engineering Leroy’s Tuesday visit was some evil masterstroke aimed at enforcing some kind of psychological cuckolding on me – whilst simultaneously reconnecting him with the twins, to make him more difficult to uproot and remove from our lives.

The next moment I’d tell myself that the exact same objective facts meant the very opposite.  Meant that Holly was racked by guilt by what had happened last Friday – that her loving attentiveness was proof of this.  And that her engineering for Leroy to come around on Tuesday night had been her way of allowing a farewell for both the twins and herself.  That this was why she kept talking about closure.

By the time we’d gotten round to Friday, I’d just about convinced myself that the latter explanation was the true one.  But then I arrived home late from work - after dinner, after bedtime for the girls – to face a moment of truth.

~~~~~    

Dinner with the twins was perfectly normal, perfectly lovely.  Afterward, Holly and I had a close, couple’s couple of hours laying together on the couch, enjoying the closeness of our physical connection as we channel hopped and discussed our respective days.

As our faux grandfather clock – Holly has always been a sucker for antiques, genuine or fake - chimed eight, I gave Holly a forward-looking open-mouthed kiss which she seemed to welcome, then I headed up for bedtime and reading, happy to have time with the twins after a day at work.

But when I’d finished and was just at the top of the stairs, Holly called from behind my back.

“In here, honey … I forgot to mention … we’ve got another girls night out.”

My heart did a zero to sixty like it was pumping nitrous and I had to hold myself and calm myself before entering our bedroom.

Holly was already halfway through her getting ready, going out routine – her face seeming to show a heightened flush with her eyes sparkling just a little more than normal.

Hearing me come in, she spun round on her chair.

“Sorry, hun … I forgot to mention … I’d love to stay in, but I’d feel terrible if I missed it … you don’t mind, do you?”

Was it my imagination, or was she smiling a little?  As if she knew I knew where she was likely going.  Was there just a hint of a sphinxlike smile that couldn’t be easily explained in another way?

“Urgh … umm … I guess…” was all I could say by way of a stumbling reply, feeling sure my own blushing cheeks were giving away I knew this was more than she was admitting.

Entering and laying on the bed, pretending to scroll my mobile phone, I laid there silently fuming and confused as hell as to what to do.

Call her out on it … give her both barrels, let her know exactly what I was thinking … or give her one last chance … maybe it was like I’d sometimes thought over the last couple of days, she was heading there to tell him last Friday had been a mistake and that he and she were done.  Or maybe, I had it totally wrong – genuinely it was a girls’ night out she was getting all dolled up for.

Fuck, fuck, fuck.  It was just like last Friday when she’d given in to Leroy’s seduction and I’d been unable to decide what to do.

As I lay there fake-surfing, watching her spoon her generously proportioned boobs into her tight strapless black bra, my cock was frighteningly hard and I wondered how to interpret the outfit she’d donned. 

A classic ‘little black dress’, I’d seen it many times before – Holly had always worn it before when she wanted to rev me up and give me a treat.  Made of a black, silky material, it was backless with thin spaghetti straps and an ultra-low-cut frontage.  The skirt was equally short and revealing, with pleats that were mirrored around the bust – the waist being super thin, the whole outfit showing off Holly’s boobs, hips and ass in a way guaranteed to get me and any other man with a pulse thinking the horniest of thoughts.

And now she was wearing this for a supposed night out with the girls – it was far sexier than what she’d worn last Friday when her trip to meet ‘Rachel’ had turned out to be nothing more than a cover for meeting up with Leroy.  Then, she’d limited herself to sexy new lingerie under a more normal blouse and skirt.  Whereas tonight the whole outfit – bra, panties and dress – was super sexy.

Finally finished, as she turned to face me, I saw that enigmatic smile was back.  What did the way she was dressed mean?  It was the kind of dress she’d wear on a night out with the girls.  But equally, it was exactly what she’d wear if she wanted to rev up her young black lover.  Fuck!  Why had I married a woman so clever and crafty?  And that damned smile – I swear the smile was almost taunting me – just made matters a million times worse.

‘Call her on it, Richard, call her,’ forty-nine percent of my soul called – but the fifty-one percent of me had it beat.  The fifty-plus being a bewildering mix of fear, an arousal I didn’t want to own and a loving part of me that still wanted to give her the benefit of the doubt.  After all, dressed like that was her normal modus-operandi for a night with the girls.  Right?

“You okay, honey?” she smiled.  There it was again, that damned smile.  “You look a little off color … you sure you’re okay with me going out to meet the girls?”

Damned – ‘the girls’ – now it seemed like those simple words were imbued with some kind of sarcasm.  Surely if she were going to meet Leroy, she wouldn’t be talking about ‘the girls’ and lying so blatantly?  Surely…

“No, I’m okay … you head on out … have a great night … say hi to them from me…”

One fragrant, careful kiss – she didn’t want to spoil her make-up – and she was gone.  Leaving me swimming in a pool of self-doubt and tortured hesitation. 

Staring at the little tracker icon showing her phone moving across town left me not the wiser.  She was heading in the direction of Leroy’s home – but that was also the direction of most of the clubs and bars her, Trish and Tracey and the rest of the gang favored.

It was only after twenty minutes when the blinking icon got to the nightlife area and carried on going that I knew for certain where she was going.

But even then, I was still in two minds – part of me wanting to believe she was going to tell Leroy last Friday was a mistake, that she’d allowed him one last visit to the twins and that now it was ‘goodbye and goodnight’ as far as the two of them were concerned.

‘Yes, it could be that,’ I told myself.  But dressed like that?

Giving Cassie some feeble excuse or other and handing her a twenty, I grabbed my keys and raced across town, even now not sure what sight would greet me or what I’d do.

~~~~~    

Only slowing when I drove past, I parked in the normal place and hot footed it back, threading my way through the garbage strewn yard with an ironic sense of easy familiarity.  Shit, I even remembered where the broken glass and large pile of poop was – a depressing sign of my over-familiarity with the shadowy parts of Leroy’s neighborhood.

When I got to my vantage place, I was relieved to see the curtain and open window unchanged from the previous Friday.  Knowing Holly was inside, if I’d been unable to watch or hear what they were saying, it would have killed me.

But instead, with my heart racing, I looked through the crack in the curtains and was overjoyed to see Holly was still fully clothed. Surely a good sign as, given the head start she’d had on me, she must have already been here for the best part of half an hour.

The two of them were sitting together, knees touching, turned in towards each other on the sofa. Leroy had one hand on Holly’s knee while the other rested on her shoulder – but despite this, there was a nervous hesitancy about him.

“Look, Holly … I get that you’re conflicted, that part of you is telling you to end things … but don’t actions speak louder than words?  If you really wanted to end things with me, why did ya come here tonight?  And why ya dressed like this?”

Holly just blushed, unable to break away from his gaze as she stayed silent.

Leroy’s hand moved off her knee, moving higher, pushing the short hem of her skirt higher.  “If all you wanted was to end things, you could have just called … or met somewhere public … but me thinks your little kitty-kat down here,” he grinned, nodding down at her now exposed and damp pantie gusset, “wants another taste or two of Leroy’s big black kitty-kat tamer…”

Holly stared at him, visibly shaking, unable to speak as he inched one finger and then another under the stained black fabric, crooking them before a sharp upward movement made Holly wince as she bit down on her lip, her hips spreading by involuntary reaction.

“You see, Hol,” he chortled, rubbing the front of her pussy wall before slowly thrusting his digits in and out, “this was what you wanted all along … excitement … fun … sexual fulfilment … all the things I give you … that Richard can’t…”

By now Holly’s chest was rapidly rising and falling, her breathing coming in quiet, needy moans, her eyes screwed shut as she let Leroy have his way with her. No thought of anything but the pleasure he was giving her – certainly no thought of contradicting what the youngster had just said about my inability to satisfy her.

Just staring at her screwed-up face, he continued to grin to himself as his fingers went progressively faster, getting more and more shiny and slippery as Holly’s hips started bucking up and down off the sofa as her orgasm approached.

“No, no you don’t,” he smirked, suddenly stopping and pulling his fingers three-quarters out.  Holly’s eyes snapped open, looking totally confused as her hips wriggled around like a fish flapping out of water on the dockside – eyes and hips signaling her need for satisfaction.

“No, no … my little white mommy queen,” he grinned, “you don’t get to cum tonight … not until you get all this nonsense out of your head … all this nonsense about you and me stopping … not ‘til you admit to yourself that you and me belong together.”  All the time he spoke, staring into Holly’s eyes, gently stroking her clit – her wriggling hips saying ‘yes’, even as her face showed her struggle with confusion.

Leroy stood up and in an instant was stripped naked, standing a foot away from Holly stroking his huge veiny cock as she just stared and listened.

“No more of this ‘stopping’ bullshit, this is what you came for, Hol,” his face and tone now impatient and a little angry, waving the huge thing at her like it was some nightstick or truncheon. 

“Now get out of those sexy clothes you put on to look so hot for me … get out of them and lean forward over the end of the sofa so I can give you what you came here for tonight…”

She looked just like a wild animal caught in the headlights, hypnotized by indecision as she looked over at her young ex-lover, her gaze alternating between his face and that huge slab of meat he was fisting.

Then her expression slowly started to change, the look of indecision replaced by a mix of sad resignation and anticipation as she pulled down the dress’s black spaghetti straps.  With an almost slow-motion deliberateness, next she pulled the pleated dress front down over her chest so she could shimmy out of the dress.  Her charms now only covered by bra, panties and matching black heels.

“Good girl,” he beamed as Holly did as he’d told her, moving to lean forward over the left-hand end of the sofa as Leroy took up position behind her.

“Ummm … I missed these puppies,” he chuckled, unclipping her bra and squeezing my wife’s swollen nipples as her boobs fell free.  Savoring their soft, spongy feel as he rolled the nipples to make them even more prominent, squeezing at the flesh with a motion that wouldn’t have been out of place in a milking parlor.

“Mmmm … hhhhh,” Holly half-sighed, half-panted, eyes now firmly squeezed shut as she leaned forward over the arm of the sofa and let our young ex-renter play with her hanging boobs.

Leroy allowed himself a few moments of feeling Holly’s boobs, all the time getting her more worked up, and more excited.  Then he pulled her panties down and, holding his cock like a giant black salami, he started rubbing his swollen, seeping cockhead up and down the entrance to my wife’s pussy.

Still panting and moaning and now only in her black heels, Holly squirmed her ass back on him, trying desperately to trap his cock so she might enjoy even just the head of it. 

But Leroy wasn’t going to let her get off so lightly, holding her hips in his vicelike grip, so all her squirming did was stimulate her clit even more as she aided him to rub that oversized circumcised plum on her sensitive nub.

“Tell me whose pussy this is,” he demanded, all the time driving her need higher by rubbing himself on her clit.

“Yours, Leroy … yours,” she sobbed, all resistance spent, the only thing she cared about in the world not me or the girls, but her urgent need to feel Leroy’s enormous member reaming and stretching her depths.

Not content with this, he started slapping her clit from underneath with his giant shaft, making her sob and squeal even more.

“And you’ll come and fuck me whenever I want?  I can have my pussy whenever I want?  No matter what your pussy of a husband says?”

“Yes, baby … yes,” she whimpered, “just please fuck me, please, baby, please…”

“And all this stop nonsense is gone … next time you’ll give me my pussy and your sweet mommy body without any of this fight shit?” Slap-slap-slap…

“Yes, baby … anything, Leroy, anything … I’m yours, whenever you want…”

“No matter what Richard says?”

“No matter what Richard says … I’m yours, baby … yours… but please, please, just fuck me now…”

Leroy had what he wanted and was done teasing – now he gave Holly and him what they both wanted as in one smooth motion he rammed his thick ten-inches all the way deep into her belly.

“Hhhh,” she sighed in satisfaction, both of them loving the moment, as Leroy just held her hips tight and motionless, both of them luxuriating in their respective nerve-tingling sensations.  The young black gangsta loving the warm, moist feeling of Holly’s pussy enveloping and stretched out, owned by him.  Holly mewling and sighing as she savored the feeling of being stretched wide and having nerve endings that I couldn’t reach stimulated by a cock twice as long as mine.

And if they loved it, despite everything, in my own strange way I was almost as excited as they were – even though I hated myself for it.  Despite the nighttime chill, sweat pouring off my brow, my cock painfully hard as it tented the front of my pants, as my psyche tortured me.  My breathing shallow with excitement, even as my mind told me what a fool I was for not stopping them.  As it told me how dangerous this game was, that I should be disgusted with myself for not bursting in and putting an instant stop to my wife’s submissive cheating with our ex-renter.

“Good?” he chuckled, after Holly moaned especially loud as he drove extra hard and deep, then just held it.

“Amazing!” she replied, voice full of happiness, almost laughing with the intensity of release, finally getting what she needed.  What she’d enjoyed all those weeks the other side of Christmas, but which I couldn’t give her.

“As good as you remember?” he smirked.

“Better!” she smiled, twisting her head around to look back at her young lover, her eyes calling him in for a long, passionate kiss that said even more than her words about how she really felt about the sex he was giving her.

When they finally broke for air, Leroy began to really fuck Holly in earnest, his inked fingers digging into her hips as he held her tight.  His deep thrusts so fast and powerful if he’d not held her so tight, he might well have fucked her right off the arm of the sofa.  Even in the low light, it was impossible to miss how Holly’s pussy lips were reddened and stretched tight by the sheer girth of the youngster’s cock.  A sight both painful and hugely erotic to me – similar emotions searing my soul as I stared at Holly’s big boobs every time he hammered in and they swung pendulously in synch with that ten-inch stake opening her depths.  My eyes staring wide in fear and excitement, her eyes squeezed tightly shut as she chewed on her lip, squealing wantonly as Leroy fucked her in a way I never could.

“This is why you’re mine, Hol … why we belong together,” the youngster panted between breaths, all fat ten inches now glistening with Holly’s juices.

I hated to admit it, but however much my heart hurt and my soul was in turmoil, the two of them looked amazing together.  The contrast in their skin tones, the contrast between my wife’s mature femininity and his youthful over-confidence drove me wild – drove me wild as much as he drove Holly wild with lust.

We were right back to where we’d been before Christmas.  It was as if Holly choosing me, Holly and me kicking him out had never happened.  The intensity between them, the way his youth and over-sized manhood took her to places I could never reach seemed to be a force we couldn’t control, a force that made me wince and shiver with fear, even if my cock throbbed with brainless lust.  A fear that just amped up as Holly’s body started to shake and spasm as Leroy gave her a huge first orgasm.

“Ahhhhh! F-f-f-uck… arrrr...” she sobbed and squealed as her body quaked like she’d been shot through by old sparky himself.  Leroy just grinning as one hand gripped her hip to stop her collapse or escape, while the other squeezed down hard on her nipple and boob, almost like he wanted to inflict pain and pull her teat until it came off.

“That’s it … that’s it, my little mommy slut … show Daddy what an obedient little slut you are,” he cackled, savoring every sob and ripple he was extracting from Holly’s flushed and subservient body and soul.

~~~~~    

When Holly had finally stopped shaking, Leroy pulled her back off the sofa armrest and looking into her eyes with a tenderness that squeezed the pit of my stomach, he moved her around, so she was sitting almost normally with her swollen pussy on the edge of the sofa.

He could see Holly was still slightly out of it from the intensity of her climax, so he took his time as he gently nudged her thighs apart and knelt in front of her.

Another long, slow tender kiss followed as he mashed his lips onto hers, Holly’s eagerness and involvement growing the longer kiss went on, the more she’d recovered.

“You want more?”  Now he was rubbing his bulbous cockhead up and down her love lips – the look on his face soft and caring, even if he was teasing her and playing a power game.

“Please,” her voice barely audible as he hoisted her legs up over his shoulders, sinking himself smoothly all the way in before resuming their kiss.  This time Holly sufficiently recovered that her hands went behind his head to play with his dreadlocks and pull him closer.

I’d seen enough.  I knew how this was going to end, how the next few hours would play out and despite the lust I experienced watching, my sense of self-respect finally kicked in as with a pain in my chest my feet started carrying me away.  It was going to be a long evening, waiting at home for Holly’s return – but staying and watching would have seemed even longer.  The only thing I didn’t really know was what I’d say when Holly did finally return from her ‘night out with the girls.’


Chapter 11

“Honey, would you be a darling … would you run out for some more Coke?”

‘Right, that’s just what a dozen hyperactive seven- and eight-year-olds need … some more sugar, some more caffeine!’

As a rule, we didn’t allow the twins to drink fizzy drinks, but it was Martha and Millie’s eighth birthday party and so they and their friends had the special treat – at least those whose parents had signed off on it had.

“Sure, baby,” I answered, smiling, thinking how strange the life Holly and I shared had become.  Part normal, loving family events like this one – married couple, kids, grandparents in attendance.  Part sexual and emotional secrets.

It was a beautiful spring evening, and two months had now passed since that naïve evening when hope had died for me.  When I’d let my optimism and trust in Holly overcome commonsense. When I’d hoped beyond hope that, after Leroy’s visit to the see the twins, Holly’s visit to him only two days later had been so she could end it all.

Looking up at Holly, I couldn’t help but think how beautiful and sexy she looked, how her eyes had a special sparkle.

Did she know that I knew?  Was there just a hint of a teasing, knowing smile on those cherry-red lips?  Lips colored far more brightly and fully than she normally did for this kind of event.

No.  I didn’t think she knew that I knew – although I couldn’t be sure.

“Honey?” she gently nudged, breaking me out of my mental stall.

“Sorry,” I smiled apologetically – saying one thing, thinking another.  A common thing for us these days.

‘And maybe I’ll take an extra few minutes, leave you to cope singlehanded with all those sugar-rushed youngsters.’

A not unpleasant thought - a tiny portion of payback for how I felt whenever I thought about how things had become these last two months.

But even if I thought of her handling all those sugar-doped kids without me helping, from everything I’d seen these last two months - I knew Holly would handle those dozen overactive little monsters with a big smile and no end of patience. 

Because the truth was that ever since she’d gone behind my back to restart her sexual relationship with Leroy, she gone from being in a funk to being permanently smiley and happy.

Ever since our Millie and Martha had been born, she’d always been the most loving and caring of moms. But these last two months, she’d been something else again.  Not even a single cross word that I could recall.  Not even one.  A level of achievement that any parent will tell you is almost supernatural given the ability of children to press the buttons of their parents.

But Holly was so happy these days (cloud nine in human form) that even when they’d been over-tired and really petulant at the end of their eighth birthday party, Holly had been love and patience personified. 

If it sounds like I’m complaining about Holly’s happiness, I’m not.  It’s just that any time I thought about the causes of her permanently happy mood – which has been often these last two months – it’s left me feeling confused and fearful.

On those slow, congested drives across town to work, I always had plenty of time to think and whenever I thought of why Holly was now so permanently happy, my mind came full circle.  Right back to those conversations from the year before when she confessed how frustrated she felt and how she yearned for the same kind of fresh excitement her newly divorced friends Tracey and Trish were experiencing.

Because that was why she was always so damned happy these days.  Because despite me kicking him out and telling her it was him or me, she’d settled back into a happy rhythm of frequent hook ups with her well-hung young lover. 

Only now it was different to last year, when I’d allowed and even encouraged it.  Now it was behind my back, done in secret as Holly lied to me and made one excuse after another for why she had to head out for a few hours.

All through March, all through April this sex with Leroy had given her exactly what she’d told me she needed, so it wasn’t surprising she was so happy. 

Part of me didn’t begrudge her this – after all, I’d wanted her to be happy and fulfilled.  Despite her going behind my back, part of me was even still happy for the fulfilment she was getting.  And thought I tried not to dwell on it, part of me was excited and aroused by her trips over to ‘the dark side.’  

But a huge part of me was also terribly jealous and feeling terribly insecure – knowing I could never give her the amazing sex Leroy could.  And another part was maybe even more worried by the easy way she lied to me every time she wanted to meet up with Leroy.

~~~~~    

‘Coke?’  She’d lost me to my inner thoughts and demons again.

“Sorry, darling … going now,” I said as I grabbed the car keys and cantered towards the front door, my face flushed with embarrassment at how consumed I’d been by thoughts about the sordid triangle that seemed to dominate our lives these days.

My sense of guilt at my selfish pre-occupation had me running and in such a hurry that, as I opened the door and bounded out, I nearly ran straight into him.

Leroy!

Fricking Leroy!

What the hell was he doing here?

“Hey, big man, how ya doin’?  Long time no see!”  Not strictly true, I’d spied on him fucking Holly at his place just last week.  And ‘big man’ … was he incapable of opening his mouth without some backhanded insult masquerading as a compliment?

“Hey, Richard … hope it’s okay … I know things ended a little rough between you and me … but I thought the twins would never forgive me if their favorite uncle didn’t make an appearance and bring them a birthday present or two,” he beamed, holding up two large and garishly wrapped boxes.

I was in such a state of shock from his appearance – Leroy here in the inner sanctum of our family life, here with all our family and friends – that my jaw was hanging down as I stood blocking the doorway.

“Gonna let me in, Richard, old man?” he asked, the latter words said in a friendly, matey way. 

“Promise I’ll be on best behavior … won’t try and seduce Holly,” he grinned, said in a less friendly way, with just enough ambiguity so I wouldn’t shout him down.

“That ship … the good ship seduce Holly sailed long ago,” he grinned, enjoying his little joke at my expense. 

To an outside observer, he was admitting defeat, suggesting that thoughts of him and Holly lay well and truly in the past.  But to himself, it meant the polar opposite, knowing full well there was indeed no need to seduce Holly.  Why would you need to seduce someone who willingly did your bidding – lying to her husband and coming running whenever you clicked your fingers?

Slowly recovering from my stunned surprise, as he waved Millie and Martha’s presents in my face, I slowly moved to the side.  My pulse was racing, my chest felt like twenty atmospheres were dancing on my ribcage, making breathing and speech impossible, which was just as well as if I’d had speech, I wouldn’t have been responsible for my actions.

“Honey, is that Leroy?”

Oh, goody, goody – at least one of us isn’t surprised.  Holly’s words sending another shiv straight through my heart.

“He said he might pop in to say hi to the twins on their birthday … he reckoned they’d never forgive him if their favorite uncle didn’t come to their party, bring them a present.”

Better and better.  Nearly word for word with how Leroy had explained his presence here.  It was almost as if they’d pre-agreed it and rehearsed it.  The app I’d installed on Holly’s phone had said nothing about his visit – in fact they barely seemed to text at all these days – so most likely they’d agreed it all during one of their nighttime rendezvouses.  Either that or through some secret phone or messaging app I didn’t know about.

I shook my head, tried to snap myself out of it.  What did it matter how they communicated.  What mattered was that the fox was well and truly here and in the hen house, as I strode to catch up as he strolled towards the poolside gathering as if he owned the place.

“Hey, Leroy,” she smiled as she crushed him in a big hug.  “The twins will be so pleased you’re here.”

It was Holly’s twin sister Debbie who was hugging him, telling him the twins’ thoughts about one-tenth of a second before he felt their little arms and heads hit his hips and midriff.

“Leroy … Leroy … Leroy … you’re here!” they squealed in perfect harmony.  Excited beyond description at seeing Leroy for only the second time in the four months since he’d moved out.

At least, that’s what I thought – although so many things seemed to be happening in the heart of my family without my knowledge that part of me wondered if there had been visits which I knew nothing about.

For the next few minutes there were the strangest set of sight lines. 

I stood grimacing and hyperventilating just inside the kitchen, watching Holly – Holly had an enigmatic, loving smile on her face as she watched Leroy and the twins – and Leroy squatted down to the same level of the twins as he handed them their gifts and made them feel like they were the center of his universe.

And the final piece of the sightline triangle was a fourth, trapezium creating set of eyes.  Eyes that belonged to Holly’s twin sister, Debbie.  A sister who knew Holly better than anyone except possibly her college partners in crime Tracey and Trish.  And a sister who right now was looking at Holly, looking at me, and was trying to work out what the hell was going on to a family for whom she deeply cared.

Debbie was closest to me and stepped two paces closer.

“Everything okay, Rich?”

A damned good question.  A question to which my whole soul wanted to cry, ‘Hell no!’

But now wasn’t the time nor the place for that – for confrontation.  The two little girls who Holly and I loved more than life itself were squeaking and giggling and feeling excited … feeling honored by the surprise visit from their ‘Uncle’ Leroy.

And, however confused, jealous and insecure I felt, I wasn’t going to take that away from my girls.  So, I sucked it up, painting the most fakes of smiles on my face as I beamed at Debbie and strolled to wrap my arm around Holly.

“Never been better, Deb … never better!”

“Really?” she replied, eyebrow arched in disbelief, “Well maybe someone should tell that to the rest of your face, coz from where I’m standing your face looks like a bulldog that’s just swallowed a hornet!”

Fuck!

Busted!

Our eyes locked together for what felt like an eternity, my brain scrabbling for purchase as I tried to work out what to say, tried to interpret that piercing, penetrating gaze of my wife’s twin sister that saw right into my soul.

She knew.

She fricking knew.

How had I been so dumb.  So slow.  They may have different personalities, but for heaven’s sake – they were twins, identical twins.  For nine whole months, they’d shared a womb.  If that isn’t the definition of closeness, I don’t know what the hell is.

“Not here … not now,” she added quietly, touching my arm, giving me a look that mixed pity and concern.  “Later come round to our place, make an excuse … tell Holly one of my girls left a toy here and you’ve got to pop over to return it…”


Chapter 12

Four hours later I was ringing the bell, feeling like a condemned man as I waited for Debbie to answer the door.

My mind had been a confused soup of clashing emotions – none of them good.  Partly my brain was still stewing at Leroy’s presence at what should have been an event just for Holly, me, the twins and our family and friends.  He’d hung around for what seemed like forever, nearly all that time spent with Holly and the twins.  The fact that my two little angels had hung on his every word, had loved the presents he bought them more than the one I’d chosen and had insisted he stay all the way until bedtime so he could read them a bedtime story had all come together to saw off the branch that was my ego.  Making me curse and spit his name by the end of the party.

As if those emotions hadn’t been hard enough to deal with as I tried to concentrate on driving, the other side of my brain was desperately trying to convince myself that Debbie didn’t know what was happening in the sordid little love triangle that had been playing out between Leroy, Holly and me these last couple of months.

I tried to convince myself she’d invited me over to talk as she was just concerned about my general state of happiness, as I’d been so unconvincing when I’d told her I’d ‘never been better’.  After all, she was my sister-in-law, we’d known each other for the two decades that I’d been together with her sister, and she loved me like a brother.  Given all of that, and the unconvincing look she’d seen on my face, why wouldn’t she invite me over for a quiet talk where we wouldn’t be disturbed, so I could unload my burdens.  ‘A trouble shared,’ and all of that…

But honestly, that was more my desperation speaking.  Sure, there was a chance she didn’t know about Holly and Leroy, but there had been something in the way she’d observed me looking at Holly and Holly looking at Leroy that told me different … whatever the theoretical possibilities. 

The most likely situation was that she knew all about Holly and Leroy – and I’d been stupid not to think of this before – and that the only thing she didn’t know was the extent of my own knowledge.  Of what I knew and didn’t know.

~~~~~    

“Hey, Richard,” she beamed, wrapping her arms tight around my neck, the soft kiss she planed on my cheek feeling wonderful.  The scent of her perfume lighter, more floral than Holly’s. 

The contrast between someone who looked identical to the woman who was driving my tormented state and an aroma that was so different utterly confusing.

Any lingering doubts about what Debbie did and didn’t know about the state of my marriage to her sister were instantly dispelled the moment she ushered me into their den - once again wrapping her arms tight around my neck.  This time, less social welcome, more comforting reassurance.

“I know!”

It was all she had to say.

~~~~~    

“Do you want to tell me all about it?”

No signs of other family members – I didn’t have the strength for small talk with her husband or kids - she’d led me by the hand and seated me next to her on their small two-seater.  Its dimensions forcing us together, as she still squeezed my hand, her fingers intertwined through mine. Just like her sister had so often done, although that was normally a prelude to something sexy – this was more about comfort and the confessional.

“Okay, Mister,” she smiled.  She might be quieter and more conservative than her twin sister – a Martha to our noisier Millie.  And she might have worn her blonde hair in a shorter and more understated bob that stopped just short of her shoulders.  But her voice, the way she spoke … even her choice of words was scarily similar to her sister.  Her ‘okay, mister’ exactly the turn of phrase her sister would have used in a situation like this, to lighten the mood whilst getting me to talk.

“You can share as much or as little as you feel comfortable with Rich,” she offered, the concerned look on her face showing she knew this might be the most painful of topics for me.  Discussing my wife, her sister, running around with another man behind my back.

“As much or as little,” she smiled softly, “but you are going to talk, Mister … that look I saw earlier at the twins party told me you need to unburden yourself to someone … or you’re likely to explode and do yourself a mischief.”

She squeezed her fingers through mine again, “And that someone may as well be me … after all, I get it, I understand the pain of situations like this?”

Now she had me thoroughly confused, my quizzical look causing her to blush and look down into her lap.  “David … David my supposedly loving and caring husband … quiet and staid Professor Taylor, doyen of the university’s Archaeology faculty, expert in Roman antiquities, has been doing the wrong kind of digging … digging in a site that doesn’t belong to him … wetting his archaeologist’s spade in a dumb little red-headed post-doc student of his for the last twelve months…”

WTF! 

I was stunned.

We’d come here to salve my wounds, discuss the whys and wherefores of what I should do … and here we were with Holly’s twin sister exploding a not so small nuclear device in my mind.

My jaw fell open.

I was unable to speak.

Totally poleaxed, feeling like the world had stopped as my senses only returned at the slowest of paces.

“Debbie … I’m so sorry … so sorry…”

She’d tried to put a brave face on it … the way she’d exploded her bombshell by telling things half humorously … but however much she tried to hide it, her face and eyes told the truth.  They’d been together as long as Holly and myself and her husband had traded her in for a much younger model … the bastard … the fucking bastard!

“Thanks, Rich,” she smiled softly, a sad, almost faraway look in her eyes, her fingers squeezing again … this time in thanks, this time for her own comfort.

“You see … your troubles aren’t so bad, in comparison … that bastard husband of mine, he’s been carrying on a real affair … not like Holly and Leroy’s … that’s just a pretend affair…”

“Excuse me?” I choked.

“Oh, come on, Rich … sure, you and Holly have hit a bit of a bump in the road … but before this last couple of months, you were fully on board with her and Leroy … happy that fate had found you a great solution for Holly’s frustrations and itchy feet, her scratching an itch mid-life crisis…”

Spoken just like her ten-minutes older sister.  Sometimes I hated having such smart, perceptive, cut past the bullshit women in my life.

“I told her it was him or me … we kicked him out … she chose me … and now she’s back with him … running around behind my back … telling me all kinds of lies so she can sneak out two or three nights a week … whenever he tells her to get her ass over to him … so she can get herself fucked by that big, ugly dick of his…”

“And you love every minute of it,” Debbie challenged, eyes burning as she defended her sister, temporarily forgetting her own troubles.

“She tried to resist, tried to say no, but she couldn’t … because of the seed the two of you planted together … TOGETHER,” she emphasized, like I was some particularly backward toddler. 

“So, grow up and get over yourself … and be honest with yourself … if you didn’t like it so much, you’d have put a stop to it by now … just like you did before!”  Her verbal accusation ended, but the smoldering look in her eyes told me she wasn’t done sharing her views yet.

Fuck!  I thought she’d invited me back to help and comfort me, but this conversation was far from what I’d expected.

And then, all of a sudden, a switch seemed to flick in her brain as Debbie’s facial muscles softened and she smiled and stroked my face.

“Look, Rich … you and Holly, you’ll work this out … she chose you … and she really did try to resist Leroy … the two of you just need to talk … when you’ve worked out what it is you want … whether you want her to stop with Leroy … continue like it is … or continue in some other way…”

She made it sound so simple ... and I hated to admit it, but her core argument was sound … if I really did TOTALLY hate what Holly was doing, I would have stopped it by now … my lack of action these last two months proof positive that despite Holly’s cheating and lying, a big part of what she was doing still excited me and got me hard…”

Damn!  I knew her heart was in the right place, but even as I struggled with all my painful, conflicted thoughts and feelings, she was staring right at me … seeing right through me, just as Holly would have done if she was here.

“The only question, it seems to me, Rich, is whether you want to take the safer path … talking to Holly about all of this, getting the Holly and Leroy thing out in the open … or whether deep down the whole ‘cheating on you, lying to you’ thing adds more excitement for you that you want to keep that going a little longer …”

Arrgh! I groaned outwardly. Even though she tried to hide it, my discomfort making her smile just a little. 

How did she know all these things?  Shouldn’t she have been focused on her own struggling marriage?  Instead, it seems she’d been talking to Holly more than Holly had been talking to me.  Her deep knowledge of our love triangle suddenly made a question flash, neon bright, in my head.

“Does she know?  Does Holly know that I know?”

“Wouldn’t you like to know?” she grinned back, teasing, enjoying her power before taking pity on me.  “No, from everything she’s said, she thinks you might be suspicious, but she doesn't think you know…”

“So, she doesn’t know I follow her and waaatttccc…” I started asking … oh shit … even less than halfway through, the response on her face started freezing my heart in shame, time slowing to a crawl, and I felt my face burn molten red with shame.

She’d been trying to be supportive, but this was the point she lost it - Debbie’s smile now wide and happy like a watermelon, her shoulders vibrating as she tried to quell any outward laughter.

We just stared – me burning bright red, her trying to bring her humor glands under control - another battle she won as she deep-breathed herself back in control while my face still looked like a baboon’s ass.  Inevitably, Holly’s twin sister being the first to feel confident enough to speak.

“To answer your question, Rich, honey … no, my cheating, lucky skank of a big sister doesn’t know that you sneak out after her and secretly watch whatever nasty games her and her young black boyfriend get up to as he plays ‘hide the sausage’ in her married white pussy … although, from what she tells me, maybe that should be ‘hide the salami’ …”

I didn’t know whether or not to be relieved at Debbie’s answer or embarrassed by the way she seemed to find the whole thing so funny. 

Our whole interaction had started with me experiencing gut-churning anger and angst as I watched Leroy strutting around like a cross between a Peacock and a Cuckoo in the nest that was the celebration of Millie and Martha’s eighth birthday.

And now Debbie – Debbie who’d confessed to the near death of her own marriage - had not only turned the whole thing around to challenge me about what I really wanted, but now she was making fun of the whole situation that to me had seemed a matter of life and death.

“Oh, come on, Rich … don’t look so damned glum … Holly loves you … she’s just letting off a little steam … she’s only flesh and blood … and you gave her a new stallion to ride, when she’d only been used to her favorite ‘My Little Pony’ … then you took it away … what did you expect her to do?  But she loves you, loves you and the twins, so she tried to be a good girl … but then…”

Now it was Debbie’s turn to leave a sentence unfinished … but unlike me, there was no hint of shame or embarrassment on her face …

“And … talking of letting off a little steam,” she smiled, her intertwined fingers moving from my hand to the inside of my thigh, “I’m pretty sure from all of our chats that my beloved sister wouldn’t have a problem if you and me provided each other with a little mutual comfort eating … comfort eating of the sexual kind…”

By now her hand was rubbing at my crotch.  Rubbing insistently as she looked deep into my soul.  The whole experience, the whole turnaround from what I’d expected to happen, deeply disorienting. 

At one level deeply uncomfortable – she’d been more like a sister to me these last two decades. 

At another level, confusing, but hellishly hot – the way she looked at me with such desire and need.  Looking so like her sister – so like the woman who I’d temporarily lost to Leroy, at least in terms of who she preferred for sex and excitement 

Even as my cock hardened, my brain raced, tried to make sense.  It was like I was being granted a do over … like I was being transported back all the way to the first time Holly had invited me back to her place and we’d been intimate.  It was like two decades and two kids were all being wiped out and I was in some surreal ‘Back to the Future’ moment – just waiting for the strike of lightening to show it all as fake.

But it was anything but fake.  Debbie’s rubbing and then the sound of her unzipping and delving inside the most real and unfaked of experiences a man could feel.

Just struggling with the physical experience would have been confusing enough.  But add on top all the complex web of guesses and second-guesses and my brain was in meltdown.  Was this all some clever plan - hatched between sisters?  Was I being played?  The whole thing plotted, from Leroy’s arrival at the party until now?

‘Fuck it’.

‘Fuck it.’  I didn’t care.  I couldn’t care.  Couldn’t afford to care.  Thinking and caring and planning had gotten me into this whole damned mess.  Right now, just following my dick, following my heart … could it get me in more of a mess?

A little voice said ‘maybe,’ but I was past that … I really didn’t care, and I leaned forward and grasped Debbie’s face roughly between my hands.  Forcing my lips onto hers, forcing my tongue deep into her mouth, feeling her sigh and respond, sigh and respond before she fought me back, hands running through my hair, nails digging into my scalp as her own troubles and sense of release mixed with my own.

We pulled at each other’s clothes like two ravenous beasts … like two people denied food and drink for years … like two people used to being on the receiving end, now suddenly free of fear and breaking out into the light.

Maybe not normal, but through all my years with Holly, my mind had never imagined making out or fucking Debbie.  So suddenly squeezing the soft, spongy breasts and biting at the lips of a woman who wasn’t my wife but who looked exactly like her was a hugely exciting but deeply confusing experience.

“I want you … I want to fuck you … fuck you hard,” I heard myself saying as I pulled her hips to the edge of the little two-seater and readied myself to enter her – hoping beyond hope my sister-in-law hadn’t been lying about Holly’s attitude to the two of us doing the nasty together.

“Yes, babe … fuck me … fuck it out of me, fuck me like there’s no tomorrow,” she sobbed, her voice gravelly and needy, her words as much about her situation as about mine … us proclaiming our worth, even if our partners preferred their pleasure elsewhere.

“Huuuhhh,” she sighed contentedly as my cock slid all the way in … not as big as Leroy’s, but enough for my wife’s twin sister as she locked her legs around the small of my back, her hands squeezing my cheeks as she forced her tongue into my mouth.

“Fuck me, baby … fuck me hard,” she sobbed, her blue eyes begging me - somehow Holly’s but also not Holly’s at the same.  A confused paradox that just made me more determined than ever to slam my hips into hers as hard as I could, returning the favor as I grasped her face, and mouth fucked her with my own tongue.

“On your knees,” I ordered, Debbie – normally so cool, so in control – surprisingly submissive as she turned over.  Placing her hands up on the wall and presented her ass on the edge of the two-seater for my attention, giving the smallest of ass wiggles to tell me what she wanted.

My lack of inches always eroding my confidence, I’d always been nervous about this position, but with Debbie … with Debbie in this situation, it just felt right.  So right … so animalistic ... what we both needed, me asserting and claiming … her, rejected, needing to be claimed.

Squeezing her boobs, slamming into her as hard as I could, I tugged at her hair, forced her to turn and face me as once again our tongues dueled in a way that was a million miles away from all our earlier interactions.  Family parties, Thanksgiving meals … all of it washed away in a storm of need, a storm of immediacy and lust-dulled pain.

Her skin felt so good … so warm, so connected … she was so into it, so into me, so into the hard fucking I was dishing out…

“Yes, Rich … yes, do me, so good, baby … so good … yeeesss, yes, babe … do me harder … do me deeper…”  I was in heaven, in cock heaven … even those last words, words Leroy wouldn’t have heard, couldn’t break through my happiness.  Never mind what Holly did with Leroy, what she might even now be doing with him … I had my cock balls deep in Holly’s twin sister … in a woman who looked just like Holly … whose pussy squeezed me tighter than Holly’s pussy squeezed me these days … whose legs wrapped tight round me, wanted me more than Holly wanted me right now.  Holly loved me … I knew that, but I was under no illusions as to who her favorite sex partner was these days … her favorite sex partner since she’d first tasted his cock the year before.

Shit, she felt so good … felt so good at the physical level, at the emotional level … our mouths trying to bite each other’s flesh off as our joint pain and frustration gave way to the most brutal, most animalistic lust … our hips racing faster, racing more violently as our pulses raced towards overload … until we exploded, exploded together … my fiery, hot jizz scalding a path right into the core of a woman who looked just like my woman, but who wasn’t my woman … but who nonetheless wrapped me tight in her arms, pulled me close, held me tight … her pussy muscles milking me, squeezing me, even as the tiny muscles around her eyes fluttered in a morse code pattern of ecstasy, as she loved it all just as much as me … maybe even more, the delightful little smile of blushing guilt told me … a smile more of a timid teenager than of a confident, mature mother of three … but then again, I guess that’s what the crushing effect of a real affair between your husband and a younger model does to a woman … even one as strong and confident as Debbie.


Chapter 13

The day after, unsurprisingly, I’d overslept and had to rush out the door.  A kiss on top of each of my little munchkins’ heads and a kiss on Holly’s cheek all that I had time for as I grabbed a slice of toast and said my goodbyes.

Ten hours later as I arrived back just in time for dinner, I was operating at a far more sedate pace.  I doled out the same three kisses, only this time I had more time to stop and savor them – to savor the three females in my life.

“Hey, baby,” Holly smiled, turning her face so my lips missed her cheek and landed on her lips, “how was your day?”

Pulling back, she seemed to be analyzing me, taking in every signal and muscle movement of my face.  “You look happy … something good happen at work today?” she asked, something about her smirk making me wonder whether she was really asking about my work … or was actually sending me a coded signal … her only way of asking me a very different question while the twins were around, with their normal ‘not listening but hearing everything’ antenna on full alert.

Shit!  Had she and Debbie already talked?  

If they had talked, well at least Holly’s smiley, happy, demeanor told me Debbie had been telling the truth – that she did indeed have Holly’s implicit or explicit approval to sleep with me.

And if they hadn’t talked, then I might still be in for a world of pain when she did find out about me and her twin sister.  But at least she was in a good mood – although that would then beg the question why she was in such a good mood?

As this mental decision tree formed in my mind, the twins were in the middle of some schooltime discussion which I didn’t pretend to fathom, but then I felt Holly’s gaze breaking into my thoughts.

“Oh, I almost forgot,” she said, so casually, “one of my old college friends called earlier … she’s in town, just for one night … asked me if we could meet up … you don’t mind, do you, honey?” she asked, barely able to control her smirk, before she fired off the second barrel.  “If you’re okay with that, maybe I could invite Debbie around to keep you company?”

Part of me wanted to slap her face.

My emotions were so confused.

The night before I’d thought I was winning some kind of victory.  Nudging up the dial of my self-respect.

But now, by the simple act of giving permission, of making the suggestion, it was like she was even taking that small victory away from me.

Gritting my teeth, I determined not to give her the pleasure of rising to the bait.  I could do what I needed tonight, and I could do it with Debbie.  Do it after we’d enjoyed some mutual comfort eating.

“Sure, honey,” my sandpaper voice spat out between clenched teeth, “you go and enjoy a night with ‘your friend’ … Debbie and I have got plenty to talk about…”

She may have started the game, but she wasn’t such an expert as to be able to fully hide the cloud of worry that briefly rolled across her face. 

Just as I intended.

~~~~~    

“Ummm,” that was wonderful Debbie cooed happily, my seed already starting to ooze from her reddened pussy as I felt her long nails trace absentminded patterns over my chest and tummy.

It felt good to be so appreciated … to be the most important man, sexually, in her life.  (Never mind if the competition was on the other side of the world in some Tuscan tent, bedding a young woman half his age.)

Eyes closed, loving the moment, I felt her nails carry on tracing – including a couple of trips further south, into or near to the tropics – but then I felt her weight shift in the bed.  Even before I opened my eyes, I knew what I would find, and I wasn’t wrong.

There she was, propped up on one elbow, on her side, smiling tenderly at me, with the same understated determination that had been such a part of my life for so long.

“So … have you thought about what I said last night?  You know, about working out what it is you really want…”

“Give me a chance,” I spluttered, “work was busy today … and last night, well, I was kinda preoccupied by a woman I met.”

That won me a tiny smile, but just like her sister, she wasn’t to be denied.

“Rich … you know as well as I do, that’s just an excuse … you know in your heart what you really want … don’t you!”

“No … that’s just the thing … I’m not sure I really do!” I shouted, months of frustration and confusion boiling over.

A painful silence descended between us – but she didn’t take her eyes off me.  Eyes that challenged, but that also comforted, that I knew were rooted in wanting what was best for me, best for Holly.  And maybe best for Debbie.

It felt good to fuck Debbie.  To have her want me to fuck her.  It felt even better to have her here now helping me through this.  Forcing me through this.

“I’m afraid, Debbie … I’m afraid,” I blurted out.  “I know Holly loves me … but I’m afraid that when she’s with Leroy, he’s got this power over her … that he can get her to do anything … almost anything he wants … that he’ll use that power against me … to drive a wedge between us … to take her away from me, to destroy what we have as a family…”

Just for a moment, I thought Debbie was going to tell me not to be so silly.  But then she caught herself, paused and thought again.  “Okay, I get that … I’m not going to tell you you’re wrong … but what I am going to tell you is that you need to talk to Holly about that … but I’m also going to challenge you to face something else … to face the fact that you love it … that you love having a hot wife who’s getting herself fucked to heaven and back by a big black dick .. whose playing all kind of mind games on you … that, for whatever reason, you absolutely love it…”

“Rich, I’m gonna tell you that Holly’s not the only one whose hooked on having Leroy in her life … in your own way, Rich … you’re just as hooked as Holly is…”

“That’s simply not true, I can live without that … without him,” I shouted angrily, forgetting what we’d shared just moments earlier.

“Really,” she smiled, her voice as thick and sweet as molasses, “so if I was to suggest you turning on that GPS tracker you’ve got locked into Holly’s phone … and that you and me go together to whichever bar she’s meeting this ‘friend’ at … well, of course, you’d say no … coz Rich is in control … Rich doesn’t need this…”

~~~~~    

“I wonder what kind of a club this will be,” she teased, her hand in my lap as I drove, giving me help I hardly needed … wasn’t I already proving her right … Debbie’s presence with me somehow making what I was now doing both better and worse … if that was possible.

Our destination, that decrepit little one-story home, was a far cry from the conservative, neat and tidy life that Holly’s more buttoned-down sister had always lived.  As I held her hand, guiding her through the broken glass and beer crates of Leroy’s yard, I felt like some footman guiding the princess on a visit to the oppressed masses.  A thought almost as strange as looking at her in the half light of the streetlamps – looking at a woman nearly identical to the woman currently inside getting her brains banged out.

I was just about to guide her round to my customary viewing position at the back when I felt her arm holding me back.  Turning back to look at her, she was smiling at me, holding a single Yale key in front of my nose.

I’d already been fighting my sense of shame at giving in to temptation and proving Debbie right – but now that shame was swamped by a tidal wave of confusion.  Suddenly the whole evening felt far more significant than just a joint voyeur’s trip to stand in the shadows and secretly watch.

If my wife’s sister had a key – why?  And who’d given it to her?  And to what purpose?

~~~~~    

Looking quizzically at her, I saw no hint of a clue in her expression.  All I saw was her waggling the key again … waggling it and smiling … the same smile she’d used earlier when she’d first tempted me by mentioning the GPS on Holly’s phone.

‘Fuck it!’ I told myself.  ‘I was still in control here!  Even if I took the bait, that didn’t mean I couldn’t do whatever I wanted once I was inside.’  Or at least, that’s what I told myself.

Grabbing the key, I did something else impetuous … pushing my hand through the buttons of her blouse to give Debbie’s right boob a savage, angry squeeze.  Just a small amount of payback, although one the smile that came after she winced told me she liked.  Especially when I doubled down on it, pulling the cup down, squeezing and rolling her nipple hard until she whimpered. Looking at me with suddenly blank and fearful eyes – giving me a companion in my anxious state.

I kissed her hard, still rolling and squeezing, my eyes now just inches from hers as I took in her change from fear to lust.

‘Fuck!  This was so screwed up!  But damn it, it felt good to be the predator, not the prey … well, at least in part.’  Thoughts that made me smile, kiss her again and double up squeezing and rubbing all her assets.

‘So screwed up!’

A husband come to spy on his wife making out and having sex with a young black man he’d forbade her to see … a young black man barely half her age, but with a cock twice the size of what she was used to.

A husband who was feeling up his own wife’s sister, making her whimper and moan with pleasure as she panted with anticipation of watching her own flesh and blood having sex with another man.

And a wife who’d used up all her reserves of resistance and who seemed to be at the beck and call of a lover who gave her sex and climaxes better than she’d ever known before.

Taking a deep breath, and dragging my sister-in-law behind me, I put the key in the lock and twisted it, pushing quietly, with no idea what I’d find inside.

What I found inside stunned me and forced me to confront what I’d been desperately trying to avoid for many months.


Chapter 14

Holly stood there naked.  Stood there, her pink nipples swollen with desire, even as her eyes shone with fear.

And she wasn’t standing there alone.  The paleness of her beautiful, soft body contrasted with the slightly taller, heavily tattooed black body that was pressed next to her. 

If Holly’s eyes were full of fear, Leroy’s eyes were full of determination.

If their nakedness – when Debbie and I were fully clothed – felt strange, then the presence of Leroy’s huge fat baton of a cock hovering between us made the scene feel positively bizarre. 

Holly wasn’t stroking him or touching him or stimulating him in any way – but that damned thing stood there, seeping pre-cum and bouncing around seemingly with a life of its own.  Standing directly up, near vertical from his groin – reaching past his belly button as it throbbed and pulsed in its ten-inches of veiny, gnarled ugliness.  How the fuck did he stay so hard at a moment like this?

“Hey Richard … Hey Deb!” he greeted us, for once no smirk or mind games, just a serious intent.

“Richard, there’s been far too much dicking about, far too much lack of honesty from all of us these last few weeks…”

He certainly had my attention, our two sets of eyes locked together, only aware of the two sisters in our peripheral vision.

“Richard … when this all started … it was all done out in the open … nothing hidden … all good … all good for all of us…”

“And, sure … a couple of times, me and Hol screwed up a little … but, hey man, I’m young … young and dumb sometimes … so I’m gonna make mistakes, right?”

“But, man, you went totally overboard … totally overreacted … kicked me out, even though I had a legal contract…”

“Screwed up a little … screwed up a little! Is that all you think it was … getting a whole roomful of your buddies to fuck her!  If that’s only ‘screwing up a little, I’d hate to see what your idea of really going off the rails looks like!”

Leroy just scowled back at me as I refused to give him the satisfaction of breaking off our stare-out – even if Holly was still by his side, the way her face was coloring up in shame at the memory made me happy.

“And when you knew that Holly had promised to do the opposite … to be on best behavior … so, if you acted like that then, just what the fuck makes you think I should trust you now?  Wouldn’t I have to be a totally stupid dickhead to trust you know?”

We just stared at each other, two males dealing with what had been building for months.  The whole room full of tension, the two women present oozing fear at where this might head.  He may have been younger, taller and more muscular than me, and his gang background no doubt gave him an edge – but I’d certainly not go down without a fight.  I’d certainly bloody his face and crack a rib or two, even if I may still get the worse of it!

The only thing lessening the tension between our two rutting egos was the way that somehow Leroy’s club of a cock still managed to stay iron hard – bouncing around absurdly whenever he changed his stance, thwacking against his six pack with a thud that made me deeply envious.

Holly’s hand gave his hip an almost imperceptible little squeeze – she wasn’t comfortable with all this testosterone charged aggression.  She didn’t want her two men coming to blows and the youngster’s expression softened slightly.

“Look, Richard, man … I’m sorry if things went too far … like I said … I’m young and dumb,” he sighed, giving Holly a little of what she wanted, before his jaw tightened and he went back on the offensive.

“But whatever Holly and me did or didn’t do in the past ... the last couple of months, how she’s been … how you’ve been have showed all of us what’s what … what’s real … what’s fake…”

His face suddenly softened … he even reached out with a conciliatory touch to my shoulder, making me wince as his black club rubbed against me.

“Look, Rich … it’s never crossed my mind to do any kind of damage to you and Holly … to you, Holly and the twins … but at the same time, I don’t want to be treated like some kind of disposable garbage … which is how you treated me when you kicked me out…”

He'd achieved the unachievable, making me feel some sense of sympathy and guilt at my own behavior, as I remembered how I’d encouraged him and Holly right at the start.

“I don’t want to damage things, Rich … I just want us all to face truths … Holly’s truth, that she needs something new and different, something you can’t give her … my truth, that I want a relationship with Holly, that I love fucking her, that I love being with her … and your truth, Richard … that you love me and Holly being together so much, that your love of it is way stronger than your fear … that you hate to admit it, but you love it almost as much as me and Holly do…”

Another touch to my shoulder – telling me there was no shame - another involuntary spasm as his huge club rubbed against me again.

“Look, Richard … I’ll be graduating soon, and I’ve got some big decisions to make … I’ve got offers back in California … and I’m trying to work out what to do … which is why you’re here tonight … that’s why the key … no more pussy footing about … I need to know where this thing’s going…”

He saw my confused look and decided to make things crystal clear.

“As you weren’t ready to talk … me and Hol did some talking … and we agreed … we’re about to make love, Rich … make love with you right here … and if you leave, or if you protest, then fine … that’ll be the end of it … that’ll be our last night … I’ll take one of those offers back in California … and no hard feelings … although I guarantee you’ll be looking for another big, black cock for Holly before long … and maybe it won’t be attached to someone as moral and honest as me…”

“Oh … so that’s it,” I spat back.  “So that’s what it all boils down to, Leroy … I should let you do what you want with Holly because what might come after you might be ten times worse!  Fuck, Leroy … I just hope, for the sake of whatever lucky team hires you, that your sales pitches get a helluva better when you finished that precious degree of yours…”

Fists clenched, I could see him physically holding his breath … Holly’s hand squeezing his hip the only thing holding him back from grabbing me.

“No … Richard, that’s not what it all boils down to,” he said with sarcasm even heavier than my own, not even thinking to look away or back down.  “What it all boils down to is those twin truths … what Holly wants and needs … and what you want and need, even if you’re not prepared to admit it to yourself … even if you’re not man enough to own what you like and what you are…”

‘What you are…’

For the first time I could see him back down a little, realizing he’d gone too far with this final accusation.

“Look, Richard … sorry man, I misspoke … but I promise you, on my mom’s grave, I don’t want to do anything to harm you and Holly … your marriage … your family…”

“And I should trust you why? Exactly how many times have you lied to me since I opened my home to you?” I shouted at him.

Strike one for Richard - he blushed a little at this.

Then his eyes hardened again. 

“You mean since you opened your home and asked me to fuck your wife … to give her what she needed … or were you going to leave that little bit out of your pity play … as if each story doesn’t have two sides to it!”

My anger flared … then simmered … I’d give him that one … I could tell he was only trying to even the score, and I couldn’t deny the truth of what he’d said.

“And I should trust you why exactly,” I repeated, this time calm and in control.

“Do you really have a choice, Richard?”  His voice as calm and reasonable as mine.  “Remember those three truths me and Holly have been talking about?”

Fuck!  I was beginning to wish I’d never come here tonight.

I felt totally boxed in.  Surrounded on all sides, with no good choices here.  And the fact that the young fucker was now being almost reasonable and magnanimous in his rightness made it all even more frustrating.

When I’d allowed myself to be baited by Debbie, I’d assumed I was in for nothing more than some hot but embarrassing wife-watching, followed by some wild sex with my wife’s sister.

But now I was being confronted by life-changing choices ... and all at the worst possible time, when I could feel my half-sized cock throbbing just as hard as Leroy’s was … when I could feel Debbie pressing her body next to mine and subtly rubbing at my inner thigh.  As if, for her sister and herself, she was trying to weight the roulette wheel towards their favored number.  Ten-black.

“But, Richard … if you stay and watch … if you stay and watch with Debbie … then I’ll see that as a positive … I think we’ll all see that as a positive … and we can talk, talk and get things sorted … sorted as to what’s best for the three of us … for the four of us.”

Oh fuck!  How had Holly and my lives spun out of control so far?

The positive side of me should have been happy that I was being offered a choice.  Wasn’t that all that I’d wanted all along?  

But the realist in me saw it for what it was – the most massive of forks in the road.  One which I was looking at when I was way to aroused to make any sane, long-term decisions.

Fuck!  I knew all the talking, all the scene setting was done.  I knew Leroy and Holly were about to test me and I’d be forced to make a life-changing decision.

~~~~~    

Leroy moved away from me, kissed Holly softly and started leading her by the hand towards the bed next to the wall.  Leaving me feeling like a third wheel – I’d watched in the open before Christmas, but this felt very different.

Looking around, trying to find a crevice to shrink into, I saw that Holly’s twin sister had taken a seat on one of the two small sofas – the smile on her face telling me she was looking forward to the show.

Fuck!

Leroy had posed it all as a question, but did I really have a choice?  Holly hadn’t spoken – Leroy had spoken for her, but seeing the strangely mixed emotions on her face, I knew Leroy had accurately been describing her needs.

‘Is it true?  Is it true, Holly?’  I wanted to shout at the top of my voice – but in my heart I knew the answer, and hearing her say it out loud would have killed me with shame.

And as much as I hated to admit it, storming out and not watching, would likely lead to just the kind of outcome Leroy had described – a few months of peace and quiet, followed by a leap back into the unknown, a new big-cocked lover in our lives that might be even more dangerous.

It was really no kind of decision, and that was even before admitting to myself that Leroy’s descriptions of my own needs had been accurate.  I was sweating and struggling enough already, I didn’t need to own up to my own demons right now.  So, feeling the air hissing out of my body, my shoulders physically deflated as I slunk over to sit next to the woman who looked just like my wife.  A woman who looked like her, but who wasn’t her, as my wife preferred to be on the bed with her gifted and young black lover.

Just as I felt my heart might break and felt my legs ready to leave, Holly looked past the black youngster on top of her and made eye contact.  Her eyes full of emotion as she mouthed the words ‘I love you’, sending a comforting warmth rolling through my body.  We weren’t through the woods – far from it – but she’d given me just enough to hold onto until we could be alone together to really sort things out.

She blew me a kiss – another ‘I love you’ following – then she turned away, my gut cramping as her eyes were now smiling up at the youngster laying between her thighs.

“Don’t they look good together,” I heard as Debbie’s warm breath whispered into my ear – telling me something I did and didn’t want to hear, whatever the reality of her statement.

Turning to look at her, I was back in a world of confusion.  Smiling at a woman who looked just like the woman on the bed, but who was squeezing my hand and who I was pretty sure I’d be fucking later.  That is, when she’d enjoyed the show and wanted sex herself.

“She loves you, Rich,” she whispered, words I was much happier to hear as I felt her hand rub at my groin.  “Go with the flow, Rich … don’t feel guilty or worried … Leroy’s a young guy … he wants to be with Holly, but he doesn’t want to destroy your marriage … so just enjoy watching … you know THIS is what you really want…”

“And didn’t you always tell my little sis you’d always do ANYTHING to make her happy?” she grinned, squeezing my cock through my pants.

Fuck!  There was no way out of this.  Three people and my own inner demons were all pushing me in one single direction.  Maybe Debbie was right, I should just go with the flow and enjoy what was going to happen anyway.

Unzipping me, reaching inside, the feeling of her soft fingers squeezing directly onto my flesh made me moan with satisfaction.  “Get them off,” she whispered into my ear, “I want to do you properly while we watch … you should be as naked as Holly’s lover … and I’m gonna make you cum just like he does … when he does…”

‘Oh fuck,’ I groaned to myself.  I’d always taken Debbie as the more strait-laced of the twin sisters, but maybe I’d had it all wrong.  Still waters run deep, and all that … maybe she was even dirtier and nastier than my wife. ‘Something to explore later.’

“Richard!”  She was serious.  I blushed as I stood, dropped my pants and boxers, stepping out and suddenly feeling very exposed as I sat down and felt her cool hand grasp me again.  “Good boy!”

~~~~~    

All this sideline action was lost on my wife and her lover.

They only had eyes for each other as I saw Leroy’s hips drop and Holly’s body tense as she took his first few inches.

How many times had they fucked these last two months?  They must have lost count – but I could tell this was super special for them.  A watershed moment – no more sneaking about, no more lying.  The two of them fucking and making love out in the open – in front of me in the most blunt and honest of ways.  Their need for each other no longer hidden – put up high on the hill for the whole world to see, challenging me to put up or shut up.  To make it their last time or give them my blessing to continue their relationship.

Even with Debbie’s hand pulling my foreskin back and rubbing me up and down, I only had eyes for what was happening on the bed.  Even if Leroy and Holly only had eyes for each other, Holly smiling as Leroy sank the rest of his huge cock in and then lifted her long legs up onto his dark shoulders.

“This is what she needs … what we both need,” he grinned, turning to look over at me, even as Holly just looked up adoringly at him … too besotted and infatuated to think of blowing me kisses any more.

Turning back, he dropped his head and kissed her hard, Holly responding by running her fingers through his long dreadlocks and kissing him back almost as hard.

They were lost in their own little world as Leroy’s dark ass started pumping up and down, driving that huge stake of his in and out of my wife’s moaning body with a frightening power and speed.

“Fuck, yeah … fuck yeah, baby … do me … fuck me like I need … give me your huge black cock…”

The way she stared up at him, totally besotted, totally lost in her need and lust, scared the shit out of me.  But even so, I was powerless to stop looking or do anything about it … I was as hypnotized and out of control as Holly was.

“Don’t they look hot,” she whispered, Debbie’s teeth nibbling my ear lobe before her warm tongue licked round my ear. “You’re such a loving husband, Rich … letting my sis have Leroy and his big cock whenever she wants … maybe if me and David had been so open, we’d still be together.”

I don’t know if it was some wistful sense of sadness, but she seemed a little bit mean in the aggressive way she was now pulling at my cock.  Her grip suddenly much, much firmer … the speed of her strokes matching the accelerating way Leroy was slamming into my wife.

“So, hot … so hot,” she teased, looking deep into my soul, “my sis must really love that cock … hell, any woman would really love that cock.”

“And you must love it almost as much, Rich … after all, you’re still here, aren’t you … even though Leroy made clear what that means,” she added mischievously.

“I never agreed to his conditions … I never spoke when he said all that shit.”

Still stroking me, she just laughed.  “Tell yourself what you want, Rich … all I know is that if you go back on your deal, you’re in for a hell of a fight,” she grinned, “and I don’t mean with Leroy … he’ll be the least of your worries!”

I felt the color draining from my face as she painted this picture of future troubles, until my mind was pulled back to the bed by a loud shriek.

Her legs still up high over his shoulders, even though Leroy’s dark, inked hands were gripping Holly’s hips tight, her whole body was shaking like she was having a fit.

“Fuuuu-ccc-kkkk …. So good … sooo gooood,” she babbled, eyes snapping back open, looking up with begging need at her young black lover.  “Please don’t stop baby … please never stop … never…”

Seeing her like this, knowing I’d never do this for her, I so needed some little sign from her … some little connection.  But right now she was lost to me … her whole world was the giant black cock that was ten inches deep in her tummy and the young man who was so skillfully using it to bend her to his will.

“Don’t you worry, baby … I ain’t going anywhere … I ain’t ever gonna stop fucking you, Hol … never!”

He didn’t care that I was there, just feet away … the two of them didn’t care about anything else in the world right then.  I just had to hope that the bond between them was mainly physical … that what he’d said about not wanting to damage us had been the truth … not just some deceitful bargaining ploy.

“Come on, let’s leave them to have their fun,” Debbie cooed, her touch on my dick now back to a gentler rhythm.  “I’ve had enough of watching someone else have fun … I want you to take me back home and fuck all your angst out … see if you can fuck me as hard as Leroy … see if we can have as much fun as them…”

Not the most flattering offer my ego had ever received, but I was glad for the distraction.  Watching Holly and Leroy together like this was incredibly erotic … but it also gnawed away at my soul, and worried me for our future.  Right now, I could do with some plain old-fashioned fucking … especially with a woman who I knew loved me and who looked just like my wife … although even that was a double-edged sword.

“You drive!” I ordered her, enjoying her look of surprise.  I had plans to get my own back for the way she’d treated my cock.  We all know the jokes about women drivers, even if they are statistically safer – but I couldn’t help wondering how safe and focused her driving would be with three of my fingers reaming her puss while my thumb played stairway to heaven on her little nub.  Leroy wasn’t the only one who had a game face … or at least that’s what I intended to prove to the one sister he’d left available tonight.


Chapter 16

Six months later

“You do know I love you,” she beamed, eyes watery with emotion. “Right?”

Friday evening and we were sat on our lounge sofa enjoying a quiet cuddle at the end of a long week.

“I know,” I replied, my voice slightly tired and a little jaundiced.

Too smart not to notice, I thought I’d better head it off at the pass.

“I know you love me, hun … and I love you too … it’s just … well, it’s just sometimes I wish things could magically just go back to the way they were before … things were so much simpler then … so much more straightforward …”

She winced – my words were painful for her.  Precisely because she did love me, love me so much.  “I know … sorry, baby … I don’t know if you’ll believe me, but sometimes I feel the same way to.”  I did believe her, knew she was telling the truth.  “But sometimes, we both just know there’s no putting the genie back in the bottle … there’s no going back … for either of us!”

And that was the hardest bit to face – which was why, in her own loving, painfully honest way – she was forcing me to confront it.

If this was just about Holly wanting ‘new and exciting’, ‘bigger and better’, then things would have been a whole lot easier.  We’d maybe have already moved on from here.

But this was also about me being honest – that I was just as much hooked on this new game, this new way of life as Holly was.

It was just a million times easier for her to own what she craved than it was for me to admit to myself how hooked I was on watching my wife being railed by her big dicked young black lover.

Whatever rationale arguments I spun myself, admitting it, admitting how hooked I was on watching her cum all over a big black dick would always feel deeply emasculating.  I never felt the day would arrive when it would feel normal for me … however much Holly reassured me of her love … however much time passed … however much I got to experience the side benefits.

“And the world’s not come to an end … these last six months?” she asked in her best leading-the-witness, non-confrontational voice. 

“Our love … our family … still all intact … despite ‘everything’,” she cooed, the extra emphasis on the last word intentional – her way of referencing what she knew I still preferred not to discuss.  Even though it was now an established part of our everyday lives.  Even though I could no longer imagine life without the agony and the ecstasy brought about by the ‘everything’ she so delicately alluded to.

I pursed my lips, returned her gaze – unable to bring myself to confirm out loud what we both knew was true.

Smiling contentedly – and why wouldn’t she, what woman on earth wouldn’t envy her position – she leaned across and kissed me.  At first, sweet and romantic.  Then a little bit more heated, a little bit more tongue action.  My hand coming up to cup and squeeze her boob as I felt myself uncurl and harden in my pants.

My hand only enjoyed a fleeting squeeze – quickly removed by my smiling, giggling wife.

“Not tonight, baby … not tonight … tonight’s not your night,” she laughed nervously.  “Can’t you count, baby … tonight’s the first Friday in the month … you know what that means!”

I groaned.

Had that part of the month come around again already?

~~~~~    

I loved Holly – I’d always love Holly – but this part of the month always carried a triple dose of angst and excitement.  And truthfully, I wasn’t sure I’d ever truly adjust and get used to it.

These special ‘first Friday of the month’ arrangements were a relatively recent invention – I think this one would be the third.  Whatever the excitement, the weekends themselves were challenging enough. 

But maybe what was even more challenging was the question they begged.  If Holly had assented to this type of escalation after only four months of these new arrangements – then what might she assent to in another four months?  Or in another four months beyond that.  And would I have the slightest say in it?  Or would I feel similarly boxed in as I’d done that night six months ago when it felt like I was a husbandly marionette dancing for their pleasure as the two older twin women in my life jerked my strings back and forth.

The developments leading up to that first ‘First Friday in the month’ had been nerve-shredding enough. 

One week after Debbie baited me to the ambush planned by Leroy and Holly, Leroy and Holly had made love back in their ‘alma mater’ – both of them loving the nostalgia of fucking each other’s brains out where it had all started, in the basement we’d rented him all those fateful months ago.

Then, just a few days later, while Debbie distracted me in a most pleasurable and atypical way for a sister-in-law, they’d had a repeat fuck session in their old stomping ground.

Only this time, when I returned from work the next day, there was no sign that Leroy had left the basement.  He pretended to be studying away for his last year exams, but I suspected he’d be up inside Holly the moment she returned from dropping the twins off at school.  And remained with his cock deep in her pussy until Holly dragged herself out of bed to play the dutiful wife and mother.

At bedtime that evening, Leroy was still down in the basement apartment, and it was only by distracting me with her sex charms that Holly stopped me from going down there to confront him and ask him what the hell he thought he was doing.

Holly fucked me twice that night – no doubt part of her plan – but ‘magically’ she still had the energy so that when I woke halfway through the night she wasn’t there sleeping by my side, tired out from two rounds of our sex.

No, she was absent without leave.  Absent without leave, on maneuvers in the basement with her young black lover and his over-sized cock.  After all, she’d likely only been fucked by him four or five times during the hours she had when the twins weren’t in the house.

The next evening, Leroy was wise enough to make himself scarce and it took all of Holly and Debbie’s combined arguments and efforts to persuade me not to rescind our earlier arrangement.

“After everything … everything that happened before, you think I should let him move back in … why on God’s green earth should I let that happen?  Answer me that,” I’d screamed at them jointly … temporarily unconcerned about waking and shocking our young daughters.

Holly claimed to hear something in the twins’ room, and with her absent, her sister Debbie went for a less rational, more physical form of argument. 

Sure, she whispered in my ear about how I’d enjoy being able to spy on Holly and Leroy. And how the mental torture of knowing their new proximity would allow them to sneak off to kiss or fuck at almost any moment would amp up my cuckold ecstasy.

But as she whispered these words into my ear, she was stroking my hardness and pulling my hand onto her boob.  With the permanent break up of her marriage, her physical need for me was even stronger than her need to help her sister.  A need that made me feel better about myself as I forgot all about Holly and what I’d lost to Leroy and focused instead on the pleasures of sticking my cock in a new woman who looked remarkably like my old woman.

~~~~~    

That night, more than five months ago now, had been a watershed moment.

Leroy never moved back out of the basement, and having been manipulated by Holly and Debbie - the Mata Hari twins – I found myself soon maneuvered into a new pattern of bed partners with two women who looked similar but had different preferences.

Debbie, now officially separated from Dave the snake, would come around regular as clockwork every two nights to get her fill of cock.  Which, by a happy coincidence, then meant her twin sister Holly was then freed from her wifely commitments to me.  Freed so she could sneak down for her own fill of Leroy’s much larger cock.  An arrangement which – as her own side of the bed was occupied by some ‘random blonde floozy’ as she described her sister – had to last until the very early hours of the morning.  When she’d sneak up from the bed she shared in the basement with Leroy to start making breakfast for the twins and me.  Or, more accurately – the twins, me and Leroy.  It was only Debbie – with her own three children to look after at home – who had to sneak back home to take care of her morning mommy duties.

Ah, the twins!

The young twins – Millie and Martha – that is.  No prizes for guessing that they were overjoyed in the first few nights after Holly and Debbie had managed to scheme for the return of their favorite bedtime storyteller.

In the crazy, mixed up, surreal world that was what I felt the Wilson family home had become, my heart warmed to see Millie and Martha’s overwhelming happiness at seeing ‘Uncle’ Leroy back where they believed he belonged.

The only thought that scared me witless was the day that - as they matured into young women and discovered boys – their eyes would be open enough to see the looks and other flirty signals that passed between their mother and their favorite ‘Uncle.’  But at the grand old age of eight-and-a-half, that date was hopefully many years off.

~~~~~    

I’d just about adjusted my mental ballast tanks to this new reality of a new and different blonde sister in my bed every other night when Holly had upped the ante.

“Rich, honey … me and Deb were talking … while Mom and Dad have still got the energy … and before the kids all become moody, angry teenagers … we were thinking maybe once a month they could stay over at Mom and Dad’s … we’ve sounded out Mom and Dad, and they love the idea … we were thinking to make it a regular thing, like first weekend every month … take them around Friday, collect them back early evening Sunday, to get them ready for school the next day…”

Oh, what a happy fool I’d been!

Explained like this, it had seemed a wonderful and deeply healthy, family-centered thing.

Oh, how naïve!

~~~~~    

I reached and squeezed at her boon again.  She’s just been telling me how much she loved me – so surely this part of my husbandly estate wasn’t out of bounds, off limits tonight.

“Not tonight, baby … not tonight … tonight’s not your night,” she laughed nervously.  “Can’t you count, baby … tonight’s the first Friday in the month … you know what that means!”

I groaned.  She was sticking to her guns, the jerk of her head as she looked towards the door alerting me to a change.

“Hey Deb!” my wife beamed happily

“Hey, yourself!” her twin sister beamed back – every day seeming to look a little more like her sister Holly as she let her hair grow from its previous short bob to more resemble my Holly’s long, slightly wild mid-back style.

‘My Holly.’

Not tonight, and not for the next few nights.  That’s what Holly had been reminding me of.  Because Debbie hadn’t been on a solo mission to drop our kids and her kids over with her folks.  She’d had help taming the five little monsters from their favorite Uncle. 

The recently graduated young man standing directly behind Debbie, grinning from ear to ear.  The young man who seemed more deeply ensconced in our family life with every passing day.  Ensconced as he wheedled his way into the hearts of Millie and Martha’s cousins just like he’d done with our two.  And like he’d done with their mother before them – and come to think of it, even though it was me not him she often shared a bed with, from the way she often looked at him, I think Debbie had a not insubstantial crush on the twenty-year-old black youngster.

Ensconced, entrenched, established, cemented … the list could go on forever to describe the role Leroy had carved out for himself in Holly’s bed and her daughters’ hearts.

A role that five times out of ten when I thought about it made me wince at what I’d lost and how diminished I sometimes felt when I thought about the two of them and what they’d become.  My brain and feelings telling me that love and time were both zero sum games – that if someone gained time and emotional closeness, someone else had to lose the exact same things.

The lost time I could just about cope with – especially if I more often than not received the consolation prize of Debbie in my bed for these lost times with Holly. 

But any time I thought about their growing closeness and what it might mean for me, I quite literally shivered in fear and pain.  It wasn’t so much where things had gotten to between today that terrified me – they were close, they certainly had feelings, but I was sure it stopped short of the love Holly had for me.

Rather what terrified me was the thought of where it might go. 

After an on and off first few months, ever since that night six months ago when I’d allowed this bizarre foursome to wind its steely tentacles around our lives, the last few months seemed to see Holly and Leroy on an ever closer glidepath of physical and emotional closeness.

Holly and I talked about it periodically – more often would have been too needy and too painful – and I truly believed her when she didn’t deny the growing closeness but was adamant in her view that it represented no kind of threat to her and me.  Her views pretty much always the same, word-for-word.

“Yes, honey … Leroy and I are close, and yes, the sex between him and me is sexually and emotionally off-the-charts amazing … but at the end of the day, honey … he’s just a boy … a boy with his whole life ahead of him … one day soon he’s going to meet a nice young girl, fall in love and settle down … then all this will just be a memory for us…”

I never quite had the balls or the honesty to say it, but whenever she said this, two big neon-signed thoughts ached at the front of my mind … ‘from the way he looks at you, just how sure are you that he’s not already met that girl, and that that girl is you…’ and ‘Holly, honey, you may be right about that now, think it’s all safe … but given how much things have developed these last few months, are you still going to be saying the same thing in six months or a years’ time?  Or are you going to be sitting me down for the verbal equivalent of a ‘Dear John’ letter?’

I thought these thoughts, but never said them out loud or discussed them with Holly - instead allowing myself to be reassured by her blander and less enquiring assessment of how Leroy and she felt about each other.

~~~~~    


Chapter 17

“Love you, babe!” she offered me, kissing me on the cheek as she excitedly bounced up off the sofa and skipped to the other side of the room. 

Narrowly missing Debbie heading in the other direction as she wrapped her pale arms around Leroy’s neck and gave him an altogether longer, more passionate kiss than the peck I’d received. 

Honestly, the way they were sucking face and tongue fucking each other – you’d think they’d not seen each other for months or years.  To be fair, Holly and I had enjoyed a lovely romantic meal and evening the night before – having two men fighting over her was doing wonders for my lovely wife’s quality of life – but the night before that Holly had spent the night in Leroy’s bed while her sister had kept me warm.  So, ‘no, you don’t need to kiss like that’ – not that I really had much of a say in it.  And, trying to be balanced, any say like that would have been more than a little hypocritical as big sis was copying little sis and I was hardly passive in how I responded.

“See you Sunday, babe!” my lovely blonde wife grinned as she blew me a kiss – the last kiss I’d receive for the next forty-eight hours.

‘See you Sunday.’  My gut cramped – did she mean it figuratively or literally? 

Our home was small enough to make avoiding each other for a whole weekend quite challenging.  But, then again, Leroy and Holly’s little basement love nest had been remodeled to give whoever rented it maximum autonomy and independence.  It was by no stretch of the imagination luxurious, but it had everything they’d need in terms of cooking and bathroom and … and fucking! 

The only thing ‘their’ basement (as I was increasingly coming to think of it as) and our family home shared was a front door.  So - unless they eventually got tired of fucking and cuddling and generally just spending time together as a couple - and decided they wanted to go to a club or for a drink, there was no reason I would see them again before Sunday evening when Debbie and I would make the return trip to collect the five kids from their doting grandparents.

The only other reason I’d see Holly before Sunday evening would be if Leroy decided he wanted to play some of his mind games – coming upstairs to flaunt his relationship with Holly in front of me.  And to be fair to him, since he’d returned into our lives, he’d been happy enough to just enjoy the relationship I allowed and didn’t seem bothered with mind games any more.

It wasn’t that I thought Holly didn’t want to see me – it was just that I knew from the two times before just how much Holly loved these first weekends of the month.  Weekends when she could push the whole world away and wrap herself up in the make-believe cocoon, she and Leroy had constructed for themselves in their little basement love nest.

Honestly, every time I thought about it, it made my stomach twist and turn, my chest tightening at the mix of pain, fear and eroticism their little basement world represented.

It felt like in one little microcosm it represented everything that the macrocosm of our life had become – both good and bad!

~~~~~    

As I watched their receding backs as Holly led our young black renter down the stairs so they could have their wicked way with each other, I blushed at the thought of the only other reason I might see Holly before Sunday evening.

The thought that, just like last time and the time before, I’d weaken.  Weaken and make some excuse to Debbie and quietly head down into the utility area next to the basement apartment.  Head down there and spy through one of the four small spyholes I’d surreptitiously installed when no one was at home.  Two that looked out into the bedsit area, two that looked into the bathroom – after all, shower fucking was one of their favorite pastimes, for both of them!

Every time I even thought about these four little spyholes, my face colored up with shame.  Holly and I had always prided ourselves on having no secrets from each other, and even after every liberty I’d allowed her, a part of me still felt bad about keeping those spyholes secret from her.

In my warped mind, spyholes had felt less creepy and less intrusive than installing some little spy cameras.  (And also, less likely to cause a meltdown if ever Holly discovered them.)  And I rationalized away my guilt by saying what I was doing and keeping secret was an absolutely tiny thing when set against all the freedoms I was allowing Holly and Leroy – and also compared to the sneaking and cheating they’d both engaged in for two full months.

But I did still feel guilty!  I know, I know … go figure!  Deep down I knew the real reason for the guilt wasn’t that I felt I was being unfair to Holly.  I was being more than fair!

No, the reason for the guilt was that me needing to cut and install those spyholes spoke volumes about how my voyeuristic need to watch Holly with her young black lover had sunk its claws so deep and taken full control of who I was and how I lived!

I knew this was true, but most of the time in these last few months I’d become hugely adept at ignoring this elephant in the room.

Except, that is, when I quietly padded down the stairs and pressed my cheek and eyebrow tight to the wall to spy as I gently stroked myself.

~~~~~    

“Don’t be mad at me!” Debbie pleaded with me, her expression suggesting she had news to impart.

I’d just returned from the bathroom, and before returning to the bed beside me, I’d seen her peeking through the curtains towards the street.  But now we were back lying next to each other, both savoring the warmth and pleasurable softness of lying next to another human after you’ve shared the most intimate of physical acts.  Both of our chests – Debbie’s far sexier and more alluring than mine, with her full boobs and swollen nipples – rising and falling after our recent exertions.  Debbie’s face a look of emotional and physical fulfilment – happy for the sex and orgasms we’d just shared, happy for the emotional escape it gave her from the pain of her recently destroyed marriage.

“Don’t be mad at me because?” I asked, rolling onto my side and elbow as I casually stroked her long blonde hair.  For about the millionth time wondering at the bizarreness of making love to my own wife’s twin sister.  Making love to her in such a fantastical life situation – a situation so weird none of our friends would ever believe it if it came to light.

“Maybe it’s best if you see it for yourself!” she grimaced, our faces suddenly showing near identical confused looks.

“Oh, come on, Rich,” she chuckled as her confusion disappeared.  “Don’t worry, I haven’t told my sis about them!  But you didn’t really think that all those times when we’re in bed together and you had to mysteriously ‘pop downstairs’ … you didn’t seriously think I wouldn’t get suspicious and follow you?  Did you?”

Weird!  Truly weird!  Even after everything, I found the exposing of this single little secret was enough to make my face blush deep red.

“It’s okay, hun … your secret’s safe with me,” she grinned.  “After all, if I were tell my sis, then I wouldn’t be able to enjoy the holes myself!”

She grinned at the shocked look on my face.  “What!  Do you think it’s only a guy thing?  Do you think us girls don’t also get excited watching someone we love being fucked six ways to Sunday and screaming their orgasms at the top of their lungs?”

“I know I’m meant to be the quiet, conservative one of the two of us … but these last few months with what that snake of a husband of mine has done, I’ve learned ‘screw that’ …”

There was a real proudness and assertiveness on her face as she declared what the new Debbie had learned.  Before she remembered how this whole conversation had started, and her face went back to looking a little worried.

“Like I said, Rich … better you see for yourself … and if it’ll make it easier, I’ll keep you company…”

Her offer half out of genuine compassionate care, half no doubt driven by the same prurient excitement she’d just been telling me she and plenty of other women shared.

~~~~~    

Padding down the stairs, all kinds of thoughts and images sprang into my head.  And just what was it that had suddenly sparked Debbie from her peaceful, contended post-intercourse mood into a state of fear at how I might react to whatever she’d be planning to tell me.  Before the conversation had veered away towards me seeing rather than being told.

After everything Debbie knew I’d become accustomed to seeing her sister do with our young black renter, just what the hell could she have seen that she thought would make me mad?  It was a thought and a question that had my gut churning as if I’d not eaten in weeks.  I could almost feel the acids burning through my stomach linings, almost feeling the ulcers of fear popping through one by one.

Fuck!  It had to have been something she’d seen when she’d popped to the curtains while I was in the bathroom.  ‘But what?’ I asked myself, racking my brain as I silently and carefully descended the steep basement stairs.

Just what the hell was it that she’d seen?  That she thought would make be mad?

Earlier we’d both heard the customary ‘thump-thump-thump’ of Leroy’s headboard thwacking against the basement wall.

Whenever he knew the twins were at home, he was more careful to keep things quieter – even if this meant my wife having to bite down into a duvet or a comforter as she sobbed her way through one of her nightly orgasms with her young lover. ‘Oh, the inconvenience … the sacrifices a mother and wife will make for her children and her husband!’

But on the few occasions he knew they were absent, he loved to enjoy this one small mind game of sending a sexual morse code rattling through the frame and walls of our home … leaving me in absolutely no doubt at all about what he was doing to my wife and how much she was loving it.  And this was one of those nights – and then some!  From the banging, screams and sobs me and Holly’s sister had heard for much of the evening.

But things had been near silent for the last half hour, twisting the knots of doubt and questions in my mind even more.

Finally reaching the bottom of the stairs, looking across at Debbie for some kind of moral support, I took a deep breath and stepped forward to one of the two spyholes that looked into Leroy’s bedsit area.


Chapter 18

Fuck!

No!

No way!

Not after everything!

Not after what Holly and Leroy both knew had caused my Christmas time meltdown!

Fuck!  Did the two of them have a death wish?

I physically spluttered and half-choked.  It felt like ten-thousand volts had just been shot right through me.

The scene Debbie and I were staring in on through our two little spyholes was nothing more than the ultimate showstopper.

Holly, my dear sweet wife, mother of my children, loving aunt to Debbie’s three, kneeling obediently on her knees surrounded by what seemed a sea of black cocks.

Something troubling and deeply masochistic in my make-up forced me to count the young black bodies that surrounded her pale, naked figure.  One, two …. I counted fully eight of them … eight young black guys being orally prepared by my wife’s happy, worshipful, sucking mouth.  Being prepared to take on or other of Holly’s three holes as she really did do her best to relive the wildest of days she’d enjoyed back when she was single and just a student.  Before me and the twins came along to give her a more wholesome life.

I felt Debbie’s hand slip into mine, felt the warmth of her body next to mine as her warm breath landed in my ear.  Pleading in mitigation for her sister.

“Rich, sweetheart … don’t think too badly of her … she does love you … nothing will ever change that … her love for you, for the girls … but she’s been holding back this wild side for so long now … honestly, it’s amazing she held it together for so long … that really proves just how much she loves you!”

I’d pulled away and was looking directly at her. I saw a smart, caring woman who loved me and her sister deeply … a smart, caring woman telling the truth.

She must have noticed the change in my eyes as she squeezed my hand and continued.

“Rich, baby … when you gave her freedom to have fun with Leroy … I know it was done out of the of best motives … but you were untethering a monster …. You weren’t to know, honey … but this,” she waved her hand at what was happening on the other side of the wall, “this was kind of inevitable … it was just a question of when … and with who…”

“And honestly, sweetie … compared to others, who it could have been or still could be … Leroy’s not too bad!”

“Rich,” she continued, squeezing my hand tight, looking deep into my soul, “I know part of you hates seeing her like this … but you have a choice, even if it’s not the choice you want … you can have the vast majority of Holly, of her heart, her love, but always with a little bit of this … or you can cry into your beer … cry about how unfair life is … and kick her out, and have no Holly in your life … and a family that’s no longer together and there for the twins … with visiting rights picking them up on the weekend while Leroy’s with them and with Holly during the week…”

She paused to let the picture she painted sink in ... to let my thoughts percolate as I shivered at the options she’d laid out, especially the picture of a future without Holly, where for a good part of the week Leroy, not me would be by Holly’s side with my beloved daughters.

“It’s just so unfair … so damned unfair!” I shouted through gritted teeth, never having felt more frustrated.

She looked deep into my eyes – love and concern flowing between us.  But there was also a steely realism.

“Rich, baby … you’re too smart to think that the world’s always a fair place … fair was never on the list of ingredients,” she smiled softly, trying to soften the blow.

“Looking for fair doesn’t matter … the only thing that matters is what you’re going to do, Rich.  Are you going to take the huge love an imperfect, flawed woman has for you … forgiving her for her flaws and working through it?  Or are you going to cut off your nose to spite your face?”

I already knew my answer.

I could claim to have been skillfully manipulated into the decision I knew I was about to make – but that wouldn’t be fair (that word again!) or accurate.

Holly’s twin sister had just laid out the facts – however painful and difficult they were to look at.

“Come on, Rich … nearly all of Holly and most of her even more stunning sister’s not a bad outcome,” she gently teased, seeing the change in my demeanor, knowing I’d chosen the sane but imperfect path over a path of mutually assured destruction.

“And besides, there are other benefits aside from your wife’s slutty, sexy sister … you get to let those kinky, peeping, cucky demons of yours have the time of their life tonight,” she chuckled softly, her hand casually grazing against the front of my pants as she spoke.

“Now, shall we get back to the freak show that my freaky sister seems so determined to put on for us?”  This time there was nothing casual about the way her hand touched the front of my pants.  This time her motion wasn’t a graze, it was a full-on squeeze to my shaft, before she kissed my cheek, patted my head and gave me my marching orders.

“Come on, back to the cheap seats … let’s not let the show go to waste!”

Looking back through the little hole, I saw the woman I loved floating on a cloud of happiness.  From the look on her face and counting the number of newly drooping cocks, four of the eight young guys had shot their loads all over Holly’s beautiful face and long blonde locks.  And from the way my wife was smiling, she was more than happy about this.  Seeing it as some kind of tribute as her tongue shot out and licked away the parts of the creamy male juice that she could reach – licked it away with the most satisfied of grins.

Leroy then appeared from an unseen corner of the room and helped Holly up of her knees.

“Come on babe … time for what you’ve been waiting for since last Christmas.” 

They kissed deeply as three or four of the other guys fondled her boobs and stroked between her legs as he helped himself and her onto the bed.

I knew what was coming next, and it made my heart sink, even as it made my cock harder than ever before. 

Leroy laid down on the bed, holding his huge cock straight up as Holly applied lube and slowly, at a glacial pace slid her asshole down that ten-inch monster. 

Anal sex was not uncommon in their lovemaking, but even so, given the size of young Leroy’s monstrous black cock, Holly still had to be very slow and careful as she took his thick meat all the way deep into her guts.

When all of his fat inches had finally disappeared, my wife gave a deep sigh of contentment.  She leaned back, reaching behind his neck and offered her own neck for his kisses as she pushed her back against his heavily tattooed chest.  All the while Leroy just lying there like some modern-day conqueror, propped up against the headboard he’d made sing just a few minutes ago.  His massive cock acting like the weightiest of anchors as it occupied my wife’s ass while his hands went to work manhandling and owning her boobs.  Making Holly squeal and sob from the rough way he squeezed at the spongy parts of her tits, before moving on to pull at her swollen teats until he had them standing out like organ stops.

“Oh fuck, Lee … baby, you’re killing me … my whole body’s on fire … all I can think of is you and how you and your amazing cock make me feel,” she moaned, totally unaware that me and her sister were taking in every detail of her sexual submission to her black boyfriend and his bros.

“Baby … we ain’t even gotten started yet … me and the guys got you for the next two whole days … gonna fuck that sweet little puss of yours ‘til you can’t walk straight … gonna send you back upstairs to hubby with a permanently stretched out puss … and a womb swimming in all our black baby makers!”

“Mmm … mmm, yeah,” was all Holly could manage, her voice and face both as dreamy as each other, before I spotted the familiar figure of Leroy’s giant friend Kamal step forward and kneel between Holly’s splayed thighs.

“I missed you, babe,” he grinned.

Holly opened her eyes as she recognized his voice and smiled up at the only man who’d ever fucked her as good as Leroy.

I half expected her to say ‘I missed you too’, but instead she just reached out to affectionately touch Kamal’s cheek and kiss him.  Two simple acts which sent shards of jealousy slicing through my arteries – that touch, that look feeling a million times worse than a simple ‘I missed you too’ would have felt. 

Fuck, did I have to worry about Kamal as well?  Was he a threat to my marriage as well?  Wasn’t it bad enough that I had to worry about Leroy nearly every waking hour?

Debbie must have sensed my angst as even before the thought was finished, I felt the soft touch of her fingers stroking the hairs at the back of my neck.

“It’s just sex, Rich … it’s only cocks in pussies … remember that, baby … remember, it’s only you that my sister loves … it’s only you who owns her heart…”

She was right, and it did make it easier, but I couldn’t still that little voice in my head which added a codicil … ‘it’s only you who she loves, who owns her heart … FOR NOW.’

What’s that saying?  ‘You have to let a bird fly free to know if they really love you, if they’ll want to find their way home because of that love.’

That was exactly how I felt as I watched Leroy’s giant black friend Kamal slowly slip his even larger cock all the way into Holly’s now overstuffed body.  Stuffed with more than twenty inches of thick black cock.

With Leroy’s inked hands squeezing her big boobs like she was some farmyard animal at milking time, my beautiful wife gazed up emotionally at Kamal’s massive frame as he slowly started sawing his monster cock in and out.

“Gonna have such fun with you tonight, Hol … me and the boys gonna do things to you that you never even imagined,” he grinned, his huge hands wrapping themselves around Holly’s delicate neck.  The darkness and massiveness of his palms and fingers managing to look both intimidating and erotic as they contrasted with Holly’s pale femininity.  As he squeezed her breath and forced his tongue deep into her mouth.

Fuck!  I was so glad I had Debbie there for strength and comfort.

I know I’d promised Holly I’d do ‘anything’ to make her happy, but watching Leroy, Kamal and his six young friends ravish the woman I loved for the next two days and two nights would have crushed my soul if I’d not had Holly’s twin sister there to provide physical and emotional life-support.

As I thought back to how this had all started … thought back to how Tracey and Trish had influenced Holly … thought back to that chance first encounter in Jamaica, I couldn’t help but wonder what the future would hold for Holly and me.  For all of us.

After all, Debbie’s divorce would become final in just a few months’ time and Leroy had not only just completed his probationary period - but he’d also been given a big bonus and his first promotion…
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