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I’d like to share a big shout-out and thanks to the friends who’ve kindly helped with editing and proofreading - CBears, RJ, NS, AM, VN and DukeMet – thanks folks.  Your help has been invaluable.

Three Times A Lady – Book 2

I’d like to apologize for the delay in publishing the second part of this story.  From mid-June I will be back working on Book 2 and hope to publish it at the end of July or in August.


Synopsis

The continuing tale of Lizzy and my life.

Discussing fantasies on vacation in the Caribbean had resulted in revolutionary changes in Lizzy and my marriage.  Marcus, a thirty-something African American EMT, had become a near permanent fixture in our marriage.  Bringing Lizzy and me pleasure in our very different ways!

What a rollercoaster we’d been on!

Marcus and Lizzy’s relationship deepening and putting down roots.  Then a road trip to Tijuana, then a summer long of sexual exploration for my beloved Lizzy – trying all the things she’d never had a chance to savor!  But now, as we moved towards the end of her summer of exploration, I faced a huge choice.  A choice that could have huge implications for our love and marriage.
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Looking at my beautiful wife Lizzy as she finally toweled the jizz of five young black males off her, I reflected on just how crazy this whole summer had become.  Wondering whether the moment we’d started down this road of exploring our fantasies, things had always been destined to end up this crazy.

At the time, nearly three years ago now, the start of the road had all seemed so harmless – so inconsequential.  A happy married couple in their mid-forties, enjoying their new empty-nester status on an idyllic Caribbean Island.  Enjoying each other’s company and the opportunity to return to being the same fun-loving, sexy couple we’d been before the pleasures and stresses of parenthood pushed our love life onto the backburner.

My wife Lizzy might have been the one making all the moves these last few months, but back then it had been very different.

I’d been the one who’d bought us copies of Nancy Friday’s famous books on sexual fantasies. 

I’d been the one who’d thought reading the books and discussing each other’s fantasies would lead to nothing more harmless than a few nights of extra hot marital fun. 

I’d even been the one who thought it might be fun to dip the tiniest of toes into Lizzy’s previously well-hidden fantasies.  Fantasies about black guys blessed with big, muscular bodies.  After all, we’d been in the Caribbean – how hard could it be to find a black guy to give her a massage and see where things took us!

And when we got back home, I’d been the one who on our anniversary night (ironically, a night to celebrate forsaking all others) had suggested she might want to do something that chimed with my main fantasy.

‘Honey, as you’re looking so hot and sexy, I thought I might watch my lovely wife dance and flirt with any guys who take her fancy!’ had been my exact words.

I might have been the one who’d taken these first four steps down the slippery slope.  But after that, the next fateful steps were all Lizzy. 

After all, what’s marriage if it’s not teamwork!!!

On our anniversary, at the club it had been Lizzy who unsurprisingly had favored black dance partners over white suitors – especially if the black guy in question was blessed with bulk, brawn and muscles.

At the club, it had been Lizzy who’d chosen the slightly larger, more muscular of her two main black dance partners.  Mr. Shaved-Head (Marcus as I later found out) chosen over Mr. Dreads.  Mr. Shaved-Head who looked brooding and more than a little intimidating.  His two-fifty pound plus, six-two frame seeming more than a little scary to me at five-seven and one-fifty on a good day. Although evidently Lizzy didn’t seem remotely intimidated – Marcus had just the kind of body and persona my lovely wife had secretly fantasized about. 

And later, it had been Lizzy who’d shocked me half to death by whispering in my ear, ‘I want to take him home.’

A statement which led to that first night of the three of us together.  Which then rapidly led to many more date nights.  Initially the three of us.  But as time wore on, more often the two of them as their desires for each other grew deeper as the weeks and months went by.

~~~~~    

And now, as Lizzy toweled off their male tributes, I wasn’t just looking at one black man like that first night two plus years ago.

No, now I was looking at five black men, with another three somewhere else in the house!  All of them here because of connections to Marcus and all of them were much younger than Lizzy who, although she looked a good ten years younger, had just celebrated her forty-sixth birthday. 

Hell, aside from Leroy the barman and Darnell (aka Mr. Dreads), the rest of them were just teenagers, fresh out of high school and enjoying a sex-filled summer with the hot MILF laid on by Lizzy’s lover’s teenage nephew Clayton.  All eight of these big-cocked young black guys shacked up for two whole months in a kind of pretend frat house, before they headed off to the real thing while Lizzy headed home. 

Hopefully!

‘Lover.’  Did I call Marcus Lizzy’s lover?  That’s how it had all started.  

But with the amount of time that they’d been spending together, with the way his long, thick cock and big black body drove her wild, with the level of their emotional closeness, it was inevitable that things wouldn’t stay light-hearted and just about the sex.

The three of us had ended up sharing several heart-to-heart conversations over the last few months.  Marcus and my wife eventually admitted that their feelings had become so strong that they loved each other. 

No matter how many times Lizzy told me that her love for me was way stronger than her love for Marcus (‘it’s a different kind of love, baby’), hearing that she loved another man was the hardest thing I’d ever had to hear.

Given their love for each other, I’d had little choice but to go along with their request to give them official boyfriend-girlfriend status.  I’d even agreed to their request that Lizzy be allowed to tell our college-aged daughters, Carmina and Holly, about the new man in her life. 

(When they’d recovered from their shock, our girls had thought it exciting and hot that the mom they doted on had a sexy, stud muffin young lover! So exciting and hot they’d even demanded to see photos of the new man in their mom’s life!)

If things had been changing for Lizzy and her boyfriend this last year, they’d also been changing for me. 

Back when we’d first started exploring, my fantasies had all been about sharing Lizzy with another guy and enjoying some voyeuristic pleasures watching the hot sex between my wife and her well-endowed, big-bodied black lover.

But these last few months, I’d come to realize that my pleasures were more and more those of a cuckold.  I still struggled to call myself a ‘cuckold’. But what else do you call a guy who gets hyper-excited by the humiliation and masochistic pleasure of his wife getting better sex from a more masculine guy blessed with a much thicker and longer cock?

~~~~~   

All of which brings me back to the CCTV image on the large TV in our marital bedroom – a marital bedroom with only me in it, as Lizzy was forty miles away in a pretend frat house in the roughest part of Houston.

All of which brings me to the choices I faced.  A devil’s choice put to me only yesterday by Marcus’s giant young nephew, Clayton.

Worried that the last two months of regular sex with multiple partners had fundamentally remapped Lizzy’s desires and what she wanted from life, he’d offered me a real ‘devil’s bargain’. 

He’d offered me unfettered, secret access to the feeds from the frat house’s CCTV so I could really see what Lizzy wanted and how she was behaving … so I could hear what she thought and said.  I’d know it was for real – her real thoughts and desires – rather than an edited, safe version she might share with me to avoid hurting me or freaking me out.

The offer from Marcus’s teenage nephew was exciting enough to the voyeur-cuck in me.  But when I linked it up with the various things that Marcus and Lizzy had said about talks we needed to have when she came home, my desire for this secret window into her thoughts and desires became almost irresistible.

But only ‘almost irresistible’, because the price Clayton demanded for access to these 24-7 feeds was high.  Very high!

It was Friday when he’d floated his offer to me, and Lizzy was expecting me to join her on Monday.  So that I could be with my wife for her last week in her own personal little sexual dreamland!!  Before the realities of work, family and marriage burst her summertime bubble, as we headed back to the more humdrum life we lived in the suburbs.

But Marcus’s nephew demanded that I cut short this week to just the two days of the weekend.  So that in exchange for the live TV feed, he and his pals got five extra days with Lizzy without her hubby getting in the way of them having their fun with her!

Losing five days with Lizzy would be bad enough, but he also insisted that I lie to Lizzy, making up some work emergency to justify my absence.  A lie that would really annoy Lizzy if she ever found out and that, even if I just thought about it, made me terribly guilty.

And in Clayton’s mind, those five days were just the down payment.  Because even when Lizzy had to go back to school in early August, all her teenage lovers still had another two weeks before they had to head off to college.

So, guess what, the main payment Marcus’s nephew envisaged was that I’d allow Lizzy, even after she’d started back at school, to carry on living with the boys in Sunnyside.  And not only that, but he also had the nerve to tell me that part of the deal was that I should tell Lizzy I wanted her to stay and to try and encourage her if she had any doubts!

~~~~~    

So, as I watched Lizzy disappear into the shower to wash off the fountains of jizz the boys had deposited on her, this was the dilemma I faced.  Whether to accept Clayton’s devil’s pact, or to tell him to go to hell and turn up Monday as planned.

Fuck!  I hated myself for being tempted.  For being so tempted and afraid.  That was the cunning lure in his offer.  He knew the voyeur-cuck in me desperately wanted to watch. 

Anticipating I’d be with Lizzy, I’d booked the time off work.  Which meant that if I did give into temptation, then I’d be able to wallow in voyeur-cuck heaven.  Sitting there at home gorging on twenty-four-seven live feeds of exactly what Lizzy was doing and saying.  I’d be able to watch all the sexual shenanigans between Lizzy and her lovers – seeing it raw and unedited.  Everything I’d seen so far this summer had been edited to show me what they wanted me to see and to hide anything they didn’t want me to see.

But now I was being offered the real deal.  Which had been a key part of Clayton’s play.  He knew I was worried about what the last few weeks had done to Lizzy and what she wanted from life.  So, offering me a chance to see whatever she did and said held huge appeal for me.  Which he knew damned well!  If there were problems brewing between me and Lizzy, better to know them now rather than in a few weeks or months’ time, when it might all be too late.

In the Second World War, Britain and America had been able to know Germany’s plans often before the German commanders knew themselves – Enigma allowed them to read the thoughts and decisions of the top German commanders.

Clayton was offering me virtually the same thing.  He was offering the perfect cuck prize, but wrapped up in a bow of decency, as I could tell myself I was really only accepting the offer to protect our love and marriage.

It was the perfect temptation, which is why he was confident to ask such a high price.

Damn!  The more I thought about it, the more I realized I didn’t have the first idea which way I was going to jump. 

I so wanted to be back with Lizzy. To be just inches away from that smiling face as we kissed and looked into each other’s eyes.  To feel the warmth of her body next to mine, to savor the scent of her body, the soft caress of her skin and the seductive attraction of her feminine charms.

But I also wanted and needed what Clayton was offering.

Thank heavens I still had several hours before I had to make up my mind – because right now, I didn’t have a clue!

~~~~~    

Lizzy finally re-emerged from the en-suite bathroom.  The moment she opened the door, steam escaped.  She looked amazingly fresh and re-invigorated by the scalding shower – although that might have been the residual effects of whatever substance Darnell had fed her when he’d thought she wasn’t enthusiastic enough while she was giving head to his housemates.

“Hey, babe,” she smiled warmly at the camera, looking directly at me.  It was just me and her now.  The four teenagers and Leroy had left the room – no Lizzy, why bother to stay – so Lizzy dialed me so we could talk.

“Enjoy the show, sweetheart?” she grinned.  That’s one way to describe watching the woman you love being sprayed head to toe in industrial quantities of male seed!  I felt like a man with the best of both worlds.  I’d gotten to watch the woman I loved acting as my own private pornstar – and now I had her all back to myself!

It still took some getting used to – the way she now looked. After she’d let the boys change her appearance to look like their hot high school French teacher they’d spent years crushing on. 

The loss of those long, soft brown curls I’d loved since way back in fifth grade, when the pretty new girl in town had caught my eye.  Now given up and gone, because the boys had asked.  Replaced by a look that couldn’t have been more different.  Long, brown curls replaced by a brash, curt blonde bob cut!  Because they’d asked!

“You looked sexy as hell … blowing the guys, then getting them to cum all over you!  You really are the naughtiest of wives!  You know that, right?”  I teased her, my mind going back to how Lizzy’s fantasies had always mixed big black guys with the idea of her freeing herself from society’s restraints to be as naughty and slutty as her imagination would allow.

I thought about raising the subject of what had happened when Darnell led her away and she magically returned like an energizer bunny on steroids.  But I was enjoying the rare experience of feeling close to my wife and didn’t want to spoil it.  I was also frightened by how she might answer.  Sometimes it’d be better not to know, to leave yourself even the smallest of windows of hope.

But the question that was really eating away at me and I was just about to ask her when I heard the unmistakable sound of many loud footsteps on the stairs, causing Lizzy to turn to look away from me and towards the bedroom door.

A strange look on her face – half anxious, half-salivating expectation – as she looked at the door but spoke to me.

“I hope you like this as much as you liked the cum show, baby … and just remember, I asked them to do what you’re about to see and hear, coz I think we’ll both enjoy it,” she explained.  Throwing a brief and nervous look up at me before looking back towards whoever it was walking through the door.


B4 C2

July 30 Saturday

Why was she having to warn me?  What type of extreme acts could lie ahead that Lizzy felt the need to prepare me for and make it clear that whatever was about to happen was on her – not something she was being forced to do?

And why the confused look on her face – half-nerves, half barely disguised lust and desire?

I heard the door being kicked open, but the camera angles didn’t allow me to see who was doing the kicking.

“Hello, cuck?”

The loud, deep voice of Darnell was unmistakable.  Lizzy’s boyfriend Marcus had an equally deep voice, but except when he was playing games or really worked up, his voice was always a lot more polite and respectful than his friend’s.

Darnell (Mr. Dreads as I’d named him that first night at the club, when he’d lost out to Marcus), always seemed to have a harder, meaner edge to his tone.  Maybe it was all the time he spent in the violent world of the Special Forces, maybe it was just who he was.  Whatever the reason, whenever he was talking to me, I always felt a bit on edge, a bit intimidated.

“You been havin’ fun, cuck?” he taunted, his face finally coming into view as he sat next to Lizzy at the foot of the bed, grinning up at me as he snaked his arm around her hips in a way that was pure possession.

“I knew you’d love watching your little wifey painted in all that nigga juice!  You cucks, you’re all so predictable,” he chuckled, “but now the boys have gone, and the real men are here … here to show you what it is your slutty little wife really needs now … real men, treating her real right, givin’ her what she needs…”

He was virtually sneering by the time he’d finished, and Jayden and Clayton had appeared, moving to stand beside him and Lizzy.

“Yeah, cuck … that was just the warmup, now we gonna give your slutty wife what she been beggin’ for every day since she moved in here with me and the other bros!”

It was Jayden talking now, the large thick set teenager talking just like the much older Darnell, talking like he was some kind of apprentice.  Hell!  Even though he was looking directly up at my right-hand corner vantage point offered by the camera, he couldn’t help but throw his mentor a small glance for approval.

“But first a little bump or two of mama’s little helper … some pixie dust to help get Dorothy to Kansas and back!” the older man chortled, pulling Lizzy up by the hand and taking her into the en suite.  The first time I noticed his fist was clenched.

The shaven-headed apprentice threw me some more shit – I can’t remember what.  But Clayton, even though he was a good head taller than Jayden’s six-two, remained strangely quiet, showing no desire to join in the trash talking his buddy was heaping on me.  Maybe his Uncle Marcus’s influence, or maybe he was worried dumping too much shit on me would risk his plan to trade me viewing rights for more time with Lizzy.  Whatever the reason, his behavior was more muted than aggressive as he waited for Darnell to return with Lizzy from the bathroom.

“There you go!  As good as new!” Darnell taunted me, not having to pull Lizzy out of the bathroom.  She skipped like a spring hare, her eyes wide with fire – Darnell’s fist was unclenched and empty and my wife was back in full-on energizer bunny mode.

“Remember what I told you, babe?”

“Sure, D,” she answered, her voice strangely innocent and girly.  Never mind that she was a mature wife and mother in her mid-forties, something in what they’d agreed or in what he’d just given her had her skipping around like a spring lamb, all wide-eyed and eager for what was to come next.  Although, after nearly two months of daily group sex, what could be so new as to cause such a reaction puzzled me and worried me.  Worried me and thrilled me, I was ashamed to admit.

Lizzy jumped onto the center of the bed and laid on her back, her head dangling upside down over the foot of the bed.

I had no idea what was about to happen, but Lizzy was giggling as Clayton hauled a large, upholstered blanket storage box from the side of the room until it was just to the left of Lizzy’s prone body as I looked on from the right corner.

Now I was perplexed.  What were they planning on doing?  Make the bed?  Change the sheets?  Given the levels of sex between Lizzy and the boys, I could well think the sheets would need changing several times a day!  But now?

All became clear as Clayton carefully lifted Lizzy as if she weighed less than a feather, then maneuvered his powerful six-foot-eight frame to be half on the bed and half on the blanket box. 

Like Lizzy, his head faced towards my corner vantage point as he wrapped one arm around Lizzy’s tummy – their skin contrast looking super erotic – while using his free hand to grasp his fat ten-inch nightstick.  Despite the awkwardness of each of their positions, they slowly made multiple little hip wriggles until Lizzy’s eyes were closed with a look of profound satisfaction.  Clayton, eyes fully open, looking equally happy with his full length now fully enveloped by my wife’s pussy.

I still didn’t quite get it until I saw Darnell’s naked brown ass walk from out of shot to temporarily block my view of Lizzy’s head.  Looking up to check the angles, he moved himself a little, so I got a better view then gave me the dirtiest of winks.

“Hey, cucky boy!  Let the games begin!  Enjoy the show!” his deep voice cackled. “I know we’ll enjoy your formerly sweet little wife … and I know she’ll enjoy the next pitstop to her becoming a real queen of spades slut!”

Placing his over-sized cockhead at her lips, Lizzy was like one of those Pavlovian dogs (bitches?), her last few weeks training having told her what came next as her lips parted, and she opened her jaw as wide as possible.

Now I got why the whole hassle and palaver about the blanket box, as Darnell fed all his fat cock into Lizzy.  This strange, concocted position allowing Clayton to be balls deep in her while allowing her head to hang over the foot of the bed at the perfect angle.  At the perfect angle for Darnell’s black cock to push through her mouth and over her tongue until he was deep within her throat. 

Lizzy’s eyes were now open, wide open in a look of intense concentration, the quality of the mic good enough that I could hear my wife’s deep and rhythmic breathing as she concentrated on not retching or choking as she adjusted to having a cock where nature never intended.

Over the last couple of years, I’d lost count of how many times I’d seen Lizzy sucking Marcus’s huge black cock, but in all those times and even over the last few weeks I’d never seen her take a cock as deep into her mouth.

Something told me that, like a prized bitch or show pony, Darnell and the others had been training her off camera so they could show her cuckold hubby the last few weeks hadn’t been just for pleasure.  So, they could show me just how much they’d managed to take my wife to the next level of black cock sluttiness. 

A thought that sent arrows of molten pain through my chest, even as I felt my adrenaline and cock surge with the sickness and eroticism of it all. 

A thought that turned into a wince as I recalled this was as much Lizzy as it was them!  ‘I want to go to the next level…’  Hadn’t those been her exact words?

There was no question of them forcing her.  This was like any other addiction-based transaction.  She had the twitching, shaking-limb need, and they had the supply!

“Good girl, good girl,” Darnell cooed, “you’re doing well!”

I hated to admit it, but I had the same thought myself.  The way her rib cage was rhythmically going up and down - making her full, ripe breasts move with the same magnetic motion – reminding me of how she’d looked doing her Lamaze breathing exercises before giving birth for the girls.  Managing to take such a huge slab of male meat down her throat whilst still managing to breath was no small feat!

But even with all this wide-eyed, intense concentration, there was still a background soundtrack of little constant bubbling gurgles, punctuated by the odd deep and violent retching sound when Darnell’s cock touched an especially sensitive part.

“Good girl, well done,” he said, smiling tenderly at her, stroking her cheek with a gentleness which was a million miles away from the mean way he’d spoken to me.

“Now, I promise you I’ll go slow at first, but now I’m gonna fuck your beautiful, slutty little face … slide my big ol’ nigga dick past those beautiful lips of yours and deep, deep into your slutty little married throat.  Okay?”

Head hanging upside down and lower than the rest of her body, making blood rush there, the whole experience must have been surreal for Lizzy.  Lying there on top of a huge black teenager whose huge cock was deep within her belly while looking upside down at another black man’s groin while trying to listen to him as he told her he was going to fuck her face.  But only gently, so that would be okay!

But however surreal it was, Lizzy managed to give Darnell the tiniest of little nods.  Anything larger being made impossible by the large black cock that pinned her head into position – just like a pin anchoring the most colorful of captured butterflies.

Again, I was struck by the contrast in their skin tones as Darnell’s large black hands pushed down on Lizzy’s cheeks to keep her head still.  Then, true to his word, he slowly started sawing his cock in and out of my wife’s mouth and throat, his motion inevitably increasing the volume of Lizzy’s gurgling soundtrack.

For some reason, their skin contrast took me all the way back to the beginning of our journey.  Those early discussions about Lizzy’s fantasies about big-bodied black men.  That first, life-changing night with Marcus.  When Lizzy discovered just how much the reality was even better than the fantasy.  Discovered just how much she loved black-on-white, muscle-on-feminine sex.  Thankfully discovering it only when I’d already won her heart - otherwise who knew how things might have played out!

I was super happy that, after so many years focusing on me and the girls, Lizzy had been able to add a new and hugely fulfilling part to her life.  And I was equally happy that, in my very different way, I enjoyed it just as much. 

But even so, these last few weeks – first the road trip, then this – gave me a nauseous, twisting feeling in my gut.  Watching her here like this, knowing she’d felt a need to warn me about what was coming next, left me with a feeling of dread as to whether we’d finally pushed things too far.

~~~~~    

Darnell had built up speed.  His hands having to really grip Lizzy’s head with a vice-like strength, he was fucking her head that hard.  Really fucking her face, not just an expression, a physical reality as his entire length slammed in and out of her head as fast as the medic’s hips would allow.

‘Turn over, hold firm, and slot part two of the mechanism into place.’

Between him and Clayton, they’d achieved part two of the instruction manual and I felt a renewed clenching in my gut as I saw Darnell’s shaved-head young apprentice start to move.

Until now, he’d been happy to just stand by the side of the bed, motor idling.  Slowly working his hand up and down his fat cock, silent apart from the odd barb thrown in my general direction.

But now that was all about to change as he stepped onto the bed, turned to face the cameras and put one foot either side of Lizzy’s legs.

“Push your legs out a bit, bro … then grab Blondie’s ankles n’ pull em right back to your shoulders!” he called to Clayton, who did exactly that.

Jayden knelt in the newly created space between his buddy’s legs and, using one arm to support his weight, he used the other to wriggle his cockhead around at the already occupied entrance to her pussy.

“Pull her flaps apart!  Then hold still, bro,” he chuckled, concentrating hard until finally a happy look appeared on his face.  “Ahhh, yeah … that’s better, donna why, but she seems a little tighter than yesterday … but then again, you and me have got the two fattest cocks, and this is the first time you and me have gotten the chance to double dick Blondie…”

His hips were flush against Lizzy’s mons and, despite her nostrils nestling in Darnell’s pubes, her head was jerking from side to side, as if the double penetration of her pussy by two such fat dicks had finally given her womanhood more cock than it could handle.

“What ya reckon, cuck?  Ya think Blondie’s lovin’ it?” he taunted, looking directly up at me, his constant use of ‘Blondie’ another jab to my gut, reminding me of how Lizzy had already allowed them to alter her appearance.

“She’ll be fine,” Darnell butted in, his hips still sawing in and out as he fucked Lizzy’s face as hard as he could, his words partly for me and partly to put junior in his place. 

“Natural born slut, your beautiful wife,” Darnell grinned.  “Who’d have thought it?  Holding it in all these years!  Only your little white dick for company!  Yeah, that’s right, after we made love earlier, she told me all about that fantasy book, all about how she’s been holding it in all these years…”

“How the last couple of years she finally feels like a real woman … n’ how she’s happy she finally found me, a real man who knows how to treat her right … how Marcus’s okay, but how she prefers proper, rough, real lovin’ like this … how she wishes maybe she chose me back on that first night…”

Bastard!

Fucking bastard!

All my instincts told me he was making all this shit up, that he was saying what he knew would push my buttons.  But the bastard knew there was enough chance he was speaking the truth to give his words the most painfully barbed of impacts.  I really couldn’t see her preferring a guy like Darnell - with his cruel, sadistic ways – over a guy like Marcus.  Marcus who seemed much more balanced, able to make love and fuck as rough as she liked.  Marcus a man I knew she loved.

Although, how reassuring myself with how strong her feelings for Marcus were would fit the mindset of any normal husband was a little beyond me right now!

As the three of them set about fucking their three cocks in and out of Lizzy with real gusto, the two teenagers battled for control of her tits before they reached a deal – one boob each.  Clayton, on his back and not needing to support his body weight, was able to use both hands.  One to squeeze and mold Lizzy’s soft tit flesh, the other to roll and tug at her teat. 

Jayden, supporting his weight on his left hand, had to make do with one hand to play with her tit and teat.  Not that it seemed to limit him any.  From the way she pushed her chest out to maximize the contact, she seemed to be enjoying Jayden’s touch just as much as she was enjoying the feel of Clayton’s huge hands on her mammaries.

The way they were going at her, Lizzy’s body seemed to be in a constant orgasm.  Hearing her sobs and squeals, watching her small white body writhing and twisting as the pale meat in their horny black sandwich was one of the sexiest scenes I’d ever seen – and this last couple of years, I’d seen a few!

As she kept on cumming, the three of them started fucking her rougher and rougher, and she loved every second of it.  At one point, her throat already full of Darnell’s big cock, she pulled Clayton’s hands away from her tits and up to her neck.  The message was clear, and although he was by far the least aggressive of the three, because Lizzy had asked for it, he wrapped his huge dark hand around her windpipe and squeezed.  Lizzy’s eyes bulging from the pressure, the two of them soon settling into another stop-start rhythm that mirrored the rhythm of the three cocks pounding her depths.
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Damn!  She loved it!  Loving the large black cock stretching her lips and fucking her mouth and throat.  Loving the two large cocks stretching her pussy way past what nature had ever intended.  Loving the feel of Jayden’s rough, aggressive hands pulling at her tit flesh and teats.  Loving the way Clayton’s breath play – hands tight around her throat, denying her oxygen – terrified and aroused her, before he’d relent and start the whole game all over again.

She loved it all. It was like watching the waves breaking on the shore, a constant stream of small, repetitive waves of climax as background.  Followed every so often by a really big one, when Lizzy’s body would really thrash and struggle, as if she was trying to break away from the three big cocks battering at her sex and throat.  Trying to escape, but not for real – for real she was loving every second, every inch, every toe-curling climax.  Her pussy telling me the real truth as each time she had one of these huge climaxes, her pussy would gush.  Something I’d certainly never managed to achieve with my cock in all our years of loving.  Something I’d never even seen Marcus achieve – but then again, most of their love making occurred in private.

Watching her there like that sandwiched between these three conquering, well-endowed black males reminded me this wasn’t just about psychology.

Sure, it had started as fantasy, fantasy with all kinds of deep-running streams of fantasy thought. Thoughts about powerful, dominant black bodies and the forbidden lure of black-on-white, interracial sex, drawing deep on centuries of urban myths, taboos and ‘nice white girls never should’ indoctrination.

That may have been how it started, but ever since her first night with Marcus, Lizzy’s love of sex had grown, and grown exponentially in ways I couldn’t hope to keep up with by myself.

“Nnnnn …. nnnnn …. cuummin …. uh fuuucccc…” was just about all I could make out from her cock-blocked words.  Not that I needed her words, from the way her body was jerking and shaking, and the way her eyes looked like they’d been forced open by large matchsticks, it was clear the sexual equivalent of ten thousand volts were surging through her body.

Lizzy’s facial muscles slowly softened.  She couldn’t speak - Darnell’s cock was still lodged deep within her throat – but her eyes spoke for her, roaming the room, asking, ‘Where am I?’ as she slowly came back from sex heaven to the real world.

“Okay, now for round two … more airtight, triple fucking of our slutty little blonde Frenchie,” he smirked.  His reference to how easily Lizzy had persuaded them to change immediately sending bolts of pain stabbing into my gut.

“You okay with that, Mrs. Andrews … or should that be Madame Andrews, you sexy little French ho … always said French women were nymphos, none of this Anglo sex repression … you must have French genes, Liz, the way you love the cock…”

Lizzy just smiled – well, her stretched lips made a vague smile-like shape around the large black penis occupying her oral cavity – allowing Darnell and his accomplices to slowly rotate her around on the bed.  Their three cocks never leaving her body as they rotated her around until the camera had a better view of her lower areas.

“Thought you might like to see just how stretched out your slutty little wife is,” he taunted, telling Clayton and the fat-dicked Jayden to hold still.  “Let hubby see what Lizzy’s slutty pussy looks like split like a ripe mango, stretched beyond breaking point by two really, really fat cocks!”

‘Bastard!’  I thought to myself, even as my cock somehow got even harder.  Her love lips looked stretched to their absolute maximum length.  Totally elastic, like an airtight seal around Clayton’s huge cock on the bottom and Jayden’s shorter but even thicker cock on top.

Fuck!  It was like someone had forced a beer bottle into the bottom half of her pussy and a twelve-ounce Coke can in the top half.  Shit, Lizzy’s vagina wasn’t designed for so much fatness, so much volume during sex. 

Staring, sweating, it took me right back to the pain and stress Lizzy had endured when giving birth to our girls.  Only this time it seemed more pleasure than pain, although I did occasionally catch the odd wince or grimace.

Just for a moment, Clayton and Jayden had to remove themselves to get a better position.  It was only a few seconds before they slipped back in and she sighed with contentment, but even in those few seconds I was dumbstruck by the look of her gaping, cavernous maw. Not only was the entrance reddened and stretched and not snapping closed anytime soon, but I could see right into her inner depths. 

I could see right past the crinkled pink folds of her pussy right into the dark area where her vagina gave way to her womb.  The womb that had held and nurtured our two babies.  The womb that was only protected from these two monstrous black cocks by the shield of her cervix.  The womb that would no doubt soon be receiving two gushing loads of potent teenage seed.

Fuck!  Looking at her like this, hearing her sigh happily as the two teenage cocks slipped back into her, I wondered if she could feel sexually fulfilled ever again even by a man with a cock as large as Marcus’s.  Never mind by a man like me, boasting something just a fraction of the size of what she was now used to!

It was a terrifying question and one I tried to push to the back of my mind.  But in this new position, with Lizzy’s feet nearest to the camera, every time Jayden pulled out, I was treated to the sight of the tattoo that mocked me and forced the question right back to the front of my mind.

The little black letters above her pussy were simple and straight to the point:  

EJ-C-L-T-LD : 2016    

Was this what Lizzy now needed to keep her sexually fulfilled and happy?  Was this kind of thing I was looking at what she needed now? 

Before ‘Nancy Friday’, fantasy and me – her loving white husband - had been enough.

After ‘Nancy Friday’ and the night club, however much we loved each other, I was no longer enough – she’d grown to need Marcus, and to need him on a regular basis.  And I’d accepted that, accepted him as her boyfriend, even allowed Lizzy to tell our daughters about the new man in their mom’s life.

But was I now watching the start of the newest phase of our lives?  A phase when even Marcus was no longer enough for my ever-growing, ever-changing wife?

~~~~~    

Their increased pace and jerky movements told me that the three guys deep in Lizzy’s body were finally close to cumming.

‘Just as well,’ I thought, Lizzy had cum so many times and with such power that, despite the chemical help she’d almost certainly been given, she was at the end of her energy reserves.

She was only cumming very occasionally now, and even these were just small ‘aftershock’ orgasms.  She looked totally drained and spent.  Her skin red and blotchy, but also shiny - covered with a thin sheen of perspiration.

But even so exhausted, sensing the faster and deeper thrusts of her three bulls, she roused herself for one last effort.

“Mmmm …. mmmm …. arrhhh …. arrhhh,” she squealed, her body somehow finding the energy for one last set of limb-shaking, body-racking spasms as Darnell, Jayden and Clayton all made their different cum-faces and cum-sounds as they spat three different sets of scalding DNA deep into my wife’s writhing body.  One load for her gut, two loads for her womb.

Shit, she looked so beautiful.  So sexual, so utterly sexual.  A woman enjoying her man, her men.  A woman enjoying her men and receiving their DNA deep into her body.

Despite all my confused feelings and angst, I loved her so much at that moment.  Yet I was also painfully aware I’d never wrung sounds like this from her body and likely I never would.  But I’d learned to be happy giving her what I could.  I could be her rock, her best friend – the man around whom she built and shared her daytime life.  This, this I could never give her.  This was for special occasions, when she needed something else.

Taking a deep breath – it was almost like I was sharing her climax with her as she slowly came down from her ecstatic, panting high – I was happy that I could give her this.  And in truth I felt stronger rather than threatened by being able to give her this.

I’d fought back my earlier fears that Lizzy would leave me for a life like this – that Darnell’s taunts would come true, that she’d not want to come home.  Even if she did need this or something like it on a regular basis, I could give her this, I could be her enabler.  This was just sex.  This was no threat to me.

But this brought my mind to Marcus.  Marcus who could give her both.  Marcus who could and did give her amazing sex – who could get her to cum like this and make lung-bursting squeals of ecstasy like the ones I’d just heard.  Marcus who could also give her tender, soul-affirming love.  Marcus who she loved and who loved her.

If what I was watching wasn’t a threat to me and Lizzy, then Marcus certainly was.  But he was a threat that was too late to tackle.  Because of my love for Lizzy and my desire to see her happy, I’d already allowed Marcus to become a fixture in our daily lives and there was almost certainly no going back on that.

No, I had to trust Lizzy’s love for me and her innate moral code and decency, that she did love Marcus but in a different way to the way she loved me.

‘Marcus-Lizzy … Lizzy-me,’ I sighed.  At least he’d been sidelined just as much as I had during my beloved’s summer of wanton, debauched discovery.

‘This summer’s changed what she wants, what she needs … who knows if she’ll even want to come home to you…’ 

I’d pushed these fears away, but maybe I’d been wrong.  Maybe Marcus would use these newly grown needs of Lizzy’s to strengthen his hold on Lizzy’s heart.  After all, if she did need this kind of wild, rough sex on a regular basis now – wasn’t Marcus far better placed to enable it for her.  Even if he didn’t like it himself, even if really he wanted Lizzy all for himself, I’d already seen it was a price he’d be prepared to pay to get Lizzy all to himself.  Which had always been his agenda – only Lizzy’s love of me and need for me keeping him in check.

Damn!  So many worries.  So many fears.  And that was even without mulling over the closeness I thought I’d spotted between Lizzy and Clayton two weeks ago when they’d thrown me the bone of my first watching session.  When all the other teenagers had been grabby and aggressive with Lizzy, always pulling her to them.  When my heart had stopped as I spotted the very different vibe playing out between my wife and Clayton.

Clayton, who was the same blood as Marcus, but who had an even bigger, more masculine body and who was blessed with an even bigger cock.  Clayton who’d been on the entire week-long road trip with Lizzy and whose family home she’d spent the last two months in.  Clayton who hadn’t had to pull Lizzy to him as she made all the moves - draping herself around his neck and happily parking herself on his lap, as the pair of them had lost themselves in a long and sensuous kiss.

Fuck!  Surely not another thing to worry about!

And before long – when the evening’s show was over – I’d have to make up my mind what to do about these fears.  Thirty minutes would be all I’d have – not much time to make such an important decision!


B4 C4

July 30 Saturday

Watching Darnell, Jayden and Clayton shoot their hot jizz deep into my wife had been virtually the last part of the ‘show’.

After that, there had only been small ‘add-ons.’

Clayton had helped Lizzy to her feet and, having rubbed some life into her exhausted thigh muscles, led her gently to the bathroom.  No surprises, having done his Sir Galahad thing, he didn’t reappear until Lizzy reappeared. 

No prizes for guessing what Lizzy and the young giant had been sharing behind that closed bathroom door!  A little fun with a beautiful mature woman I got – but surely he wasn’t looking for more?  Yes, Lizzy was still sexy as hell, but she was so much older than him – and he was off to college. 

‘If you’re gonna lose your heart to someone, find yourself a young hottie .. but then again, how many younger men have an older woman, Mrs. Robinson complex?’ I thought to myself.  But even if he was smitten and not seeing straight, no way my wonderful Lizzy would fall into a similar trap.  The guy ‘helping her shower’ right now was younger than her daughters!

While the two of them were showering, Darnell and Jayden kindly saw to it that I wasn’t bored.  I still didn’t know if, like Marcus and Clayton, these two were related – but they certainly had similar mindsets.  The two of them being the kind of guys who when younger would have pulled the legs and wings off small insects just for fun.

“Well, Alan, what ya think?  Enjoy the show?” the Special Forces medic mocked.  “Course you did!  You’re a natural born cuck … just like Lizzy’s a natural born slut … match made in heaven, you two!”

He’d switched to using Clayton’s iPhone, so he could see the pale, empty-eyed look on my face.  A look that, just like all bullies, merely encouraged him to go further.

“See how she loved all the rough stuff?  Fuck, man … I swear … she’s moved on from Marcus … she moved on from you long ago, sexually … and now, guess what, things always change and develop, it’s nature’s way.  You’re a smart man, Alan, you know that.  Well, now she’s moved on from Marcus as well…”

“This is what she needs now, Alan … you’re a smart man, Alan … don’t fight it … that way just ends up in the divorce court,” he taunted me.

“Anyway, my little cuck friend, you’ll see it for yourself over the next week … when you’re living here with us, able to really see how much Lizzy has changed … how much of a slut she’s become … how much she needs this now!”

With an evil grin, he made a big show of hovering his finger over what I assumed was the ‘off’ button for the CCTV system.

But he still had one poisoned barb left to hurl.

“Guess you were hoping to have a final late night, goodnight, kissy-kissy call with your beloved?  You know, to tell her how much you love her … to hopefully hear her say the same … well, bad news, cucky, coz that ain’t gonna happen … me and the other real men fancy a few more rounds with her tonight.  We may have to give her a little help to get her re-energized, but I’m sure after that, she’ll be good to go and begging for some more BBC…”

“So, good night cucky!  Enjoy jerking off your little white wiener while your beloved gets to enjoy her new life … gets to enjoy herself with some real men!”

Now he did hit the CCTV off button – killing the iPhone call at the same moment.

Bastard!  Shit, I hated that guy. 

But for now I was powerless to do anything.  I didn’t know the house location and Lizzy had left her iPhone at home – along with her rings – so I couldn’t track her that way.  I’d only stalked her once, but Lizzy’s smoldering disappointment meant she wasn’t going to give me a chance to do the same this summer.

The only person in my circle who knew where Lizzy was right now was Marcus.  And I wasn’t about to go and ask him for help!

~~~~~    

With the call ended, all kinds of thoughts started going through my head.

First and foremost, it wasn’t fear about whether or not Lizzy still wanted me and whether I’d been replaced by someone or something else.  No, the big flashing sign in my head was about the drugs that I was ninety-nine percent sure Darnell was feeding Lizzy to keep her sexual appetite and energy levels where they wanted them.

What was he giving her?  How often?  These and a hundred other questions pounded through my head, giving me a painful headache.

Lizzy and I had only ever done a tiny amount of marijuana back in college and we’d always counselled our daughters to never do anything more than a similar small amount of recreational drug taking, and even then with only the mildest and least addictive of substances.

So knowing with near certainty that Darnell had already fed her something tonight and that he planned to dose her at least one more time made my stomach clench into the tightest of balls – my whole body lit up and consumed my worry.

But short of going to Marcus for help, how could I find the address and make an intervention?  Or, if not an intervention, at least find out what they were giving her and make sure what was going on wasn’t too extreme.

Just at that moment, Marcus arrived home from his evening with friends.  He was due on duty at six in the morning so, after the briefest of greetings, he was halfway down the hall before I had a chance to think.

“Marcus, I know you want to sleep, but can I talk to you about something … just quickly?”  Running on instinct – instinct and desperation – I ignored my earlier misgivings about seeking his help.

His face instantly showed his annoyance – but to his credit he did backtrack down the stairs.

“What is it, Alan?”  he must have been able to see my look of worry.

“I want you to tell me where Clayton’s home is!”  I was too far gone for games or half-measures, I was desperate.  “Did you know they’re giving her drugs?  Darnell and maybe the others are giving her drugs!  I just watched the end of the second show Lizzy and I agreed to, and I didn’t actually see it, but all the signs are that they’re giving her drugs!”

His look of annoyance turned to one of utter disdain.

“Well, whoopty doo!  You don’t say!  And there was me thinking my buddy Darnell was some kinda do gooder, holier than thou angel…”

From the way he said it, I already knew what was coming next, “… and that your lovely wife, my beautiful girlfriend Lizzy, was pure and white as the driven snow…”

“What are you trying to say, Marcus?” my stunned, strangled, vocal cords just about managed to ask.

“What I’m tryin’ to say is … GET REAL … HAVE YOURSELF A BRAIN!”

Having shocked me and ranted, he’d vented enough and suddenly switched from tired, needing-sleep Marcus to that quieter, more polite guy we’d met right back on night one, right back at ground zero.  The Marcus who was paid to help people in the direst of medical emergencies.  The Marcus who was trained to be sympathetic.

Sitting at the foot of the stairs, he patted the small amount of space next to him and put a brotherly arm around my shoulder.

“Do you love Lizzy?” he asked.

“Yes, of course … more than life itself.”

“And, do you trust her?”

“Yes … of course I trust her,” I replied, before a tiny hesitation entered my head.  “Normally, ordinarily…”

“No, you either trust her or you don’t,” he challenged me, looking sternly into my face, our relative ages and assumed life experiences suddenly reversed.  “Do you trust her, yes or no?”

“Yes,” I sighed, my voice weak, full of fear and trepidation.

“If you trust her, then leave her be … she knows what she’s doin’ … a little nose candy, a little snow won’t hurt her … hell, this isn’t the nineteen-fifties, it’s the twenty-first century and she’s a big girl, tryin’ to have herself some fun … trying to explore and see what else is out there after twenty-some years of being little Miss Respectable … devoting her life to you and the two daughters you both love…”

Looking into my eyes, he could see my fear, even as his words slowly clawed their way into my terrified brain.  Squeezing my shoulder, he tried again, his voice even softer and more empathetic.

“Lizzy’s lucky … the only reason she trusts herself to take these risks is because she knows she’s got a rock like you waiting for her at home … I’ve never hidden it, Alan, often I wished she didn’t love you so much … but she does, and that’s exactly why she’s allowing herself to have all these new experiences … because she knows you support her, that you like seeing her get a little wild … and, most importantly, that you won’t judge her and that you’ll be waiting for her when she comes home…”

His wise words had gone a long way to comforting me and making me feel like I wasn’t a stupid fool on the edge of insanity.

But there was still a persistent, annoying little demon to slay.

“But what if she becomes addicted?” I squeaked out, barely brave enough to say the ‘A’ word out loud.

Fair play to him, Marcus didn’t give me a trite or clichéd answer, squeezing my shoulder again.  “Well, point one, I think you and I both know what a strong, smart woman Lizzy is … I think we both trust her to know how far to push things and when to stop … and, point two, if she miscalculates and gets things wrong, can you think of two better guys in the whole world to love her and put her back together again?”

~~~~~    

Looking back now, it seems the weirdest of conversations.  Me talking to my wife’s lover and boyfriend – the guy who with his cousin had put this whole summer together – and coming out of the other side of the conversation feeling far better than when I’d gone in.

Before he finally dragged his weary body into bed, he said one more thing that was to have a profound impact on me.  To him I think it was only an afterthought - casually thrown over his shoulder when he was already at the top of the stairs – but to me, it had huge significance.

“You know, Alan … Lizzy’s on a journey of discovery, and she wants to try the whole nine yards … that’s what this whole summer’s been all about … it wasn’t that she wanted to be without you and me, it was all about her trying new and exciting things all by herself … finding what it is and who it is she really wants to be, without you and me there to guide or judge her…”

“… but if she is intent on exploring everything that sex and fantasy have to offer, I hope and pray it’s all plain sailing.  But if something is gonna go wrong - and let’s be honest, which of us always gets ten out of ten in life’s lottery – maybe best it goes wrong sooner rather than later … before she gets in too deep, and while you and me are both around to pick up the pieces…”

And with that, he was off to bed, leaving me in a strange no man’s land.  Half comforted by what he’d said earlier, but also half terrified by the picture he painted of things going wrong for Lizzy, and him and me having to pick up the pieces.

I recognized the solid, commonsense logic of everything he’d said – but what husband wouldn’t be terrified by the picture he painted?  By the thought of the woman who shared his life and was his best friend suffering sexual or drug-related trauma?

~~~~~    

‘Times nearly up … by my reckoning, ten minutes to choose. Clayton’

Damn!  As the last time I saw the giant teenager, he’d been leading Lizzy into the shower, I’d assumed his preoccupation with soaping and soothing and then likely sexing my wife would give me some extra time.

I’d been hoping for maybe an extra hour, but my watch told me whatever he and Lizzy had gotten up to in the shower had only bought me an extra five minutes.

I could see no reason for Darnell and Jayden to hang around after they’d ended the show, so I’d reckoned I might get a good hour or so before Clayton thought to spend a little less time focusing on Lizzy and a little more time focusing on the timeline for our deal.

But then it dawned on me, the guy was an IT whizz, headed off to UT to study cybersecurity.  He didn’t need his buddies to hang around and pass on the info when they’d ended the show.  Clayton would just look at the timestamp on the CCTV system.  For someone whose whole future life was IT, he wouldn’t want info from people, he’d go right to the source!

Damn!  I only had ten minutes, and I was more confused than ever.

When I’d cast my pride aside and asked Marcus to share Clayton’s address, my whole intention had been to get the address and head over to enact some kind of intervention.  The details I was totally hazy on – and even if I couldn’t physically drag Lizzy home, I could make damn sure she knew how I felt about the drugs and the dangers of drugs.

But after Marcus had sat me down and explained that Lizzy was obviously taking the drugs of her own volition, and that it was just part of her summer of exploring all that sex and life had to offer … well, after all this I was totally confused.  Not knowing which way to turn.

And then, just when I’d thought I couldn’t get any more disoriented and conflicted, he’d dropped that whole ‘if shits gonna happen, better it happens sooner’ hand grenade into the mushy grey matter of mine that used to pass for a brain.

I thought my brain was going to go into absolute meltdown when another text from Clayton arrived – a text that proved beyond all reasonable doubt just how similar he and his uncle really were.

‘Hey, Alan, don’t wait too long now!  You should hear what that shithead friend of my uncle is saying about you!  He’s making up all kinds of shit.  You really need to know what he’s saying.  Then you can tell Lizzy it’s shit when you see her next weekend!’

The youngster’s text twisted my mind with new inputs, new factors to consider – just like his uncle’s last throwaway, ‘better it happens sooner,’ comment had done.

After my earlier conversation with Marcus, I knew it was nigh on impossible he was going to cough up the address where Lizzy was enjoying her summer exploration.  He’d made that pretty clear, he was all for letting her fully explore, to find out her boundaries and limits while we were around if she pushed too far.

His attitude only left me with two options. 

To stick to my plans - telling Clayton, ‘No deal,’ which meant not seeing Lizzy for another two days, until after work on Monday. 

Or to agree to Clayton’s offer – which meant that within seconds I’d be seeing exactly what was happening at the house and knowing exactly what kind of malicious shit Darnell might or might not be spreading about me.  My reticence caused by the fact I was well aware that Clayton might be playing me.  Might be making up shit to goad me into taking his offer.

But agreeing to Clayton’s offer meant pushing back the date I’d be with my beloved Lizzy by a whole five days.  And then, after only two days with her, giving her up for another two-and-a-half-weeks so she could be with her teenage lovers (and Darnell and Leroy) right up until Clayton and his buddies headed off to college and jobs.

Fuck, fuck, fuck!  What a hellish dilemma.  I was totally conflicted. 

My conscious thoughts trying to work out what was the safest course to keep Lizzy out of harm’s way.  But all the time in the background my subconscious thoughts were hearing my nagging little cuck voice.  My voyeur-cuck voice which was whispering about how wonderful it would be to watch Lizzy for the next three weeks.  To watch her when she had zero idea I was looking in as she carried on exploring the limits of her sexuality.

Were these really my only two options? 

Or maybe, just maybe, there was a third way. 

A third way, where I told Clayton he had a deal, but then at the end of my weekend stay with Lizzy, I’d tell him I’d changed my mind.  That I wanted to take Lizzy home with me just as we’d always planned.

After all, what could he do?  It wasn’t like he could take me to court and sue me for breach of contract!  And he was Marcus’s nephew and off to college.  He’d want to keep on the right side of his uncle and he’d hardly want to start his college career with anonymous letters to the Dean about blackmail and sexual scandal!

Yes, yes … that was the way to go.  Five extra days without Lizzy I could just about cope with.  And it would get me my instant prize of being able to see and hear just what shit Darnell was saying about me.  It would give me all the information I’d need to know what was going on in Lizzy’s heart and mind right now – so I’d be perfectly armed to protect her and bring her home next weekend.

‘Deal!’

I texted, unable to stop a huge, smug grin breaking out on my face.  He might be a young IT whizz, but he couldn’t outsmart an old fox like me!

Seconds later – as befitting an IT whizz – the new password (I had no doubts he’d disabled the old one) arrived and, running up the stairs, my shaking fingers keyed in the letters, numbers and special characters.

I should have been frothing with anger and concern, but if I’m honest, my emotions were the opposite.  Bigheaded pride at having outsmarted someone supposedly so bright.  And raw, unabashed excitement at being able to spend the next six days secretly watching the woman I loved living out her darkest sexual fantasies.  Just like Marcus had said, safely pushing at her sexual boundaries without either of the men she loved being around to judge or restrain her.

Only this man who loved her, with five days safely booked off work, would have a front row seat as his wife, and mother of his children, went ever deeper into the dark cavern of her sexual desires.


B4 C5

July 31 Sunday

Our bedroom clock just ticked over midnight as the password gave me what I so desperately craved.  My chest instantly tightening as I scanned the various CCTV feeds and maximized the one that showed me where most of the people were.

They were all in the living room.  A single armchair and three large white leather sofas sat atop a matching white tiled floor – the sofas having been arranged in a horseshoe shape centered around an extremely large TV which was showing some NBA game or other, just after midnight, it definitely wasn’t live.  Not that I cared – my attention wasn’t on the eight black and two white men on the court.  It was fully on the seven black men and single white woman on the sofas.  (Leroy was absent, I guess even on a Sunday night a barman’s gotta occasionally show for work.)

True to type, Darnell had snagged himself one of the best seats to watch the game.  It was only him and Jayden, his mini-me, who were on the sofa facing directly at the TV.

My camera’s vantage point was again back right – I guess the installer had a pattern - and as I looked down from behind Darnell and Jayden’s sofa, I saw why Darnell hadn’t snagged the position dead center on the sofa.  He’d chosen right as I looked at it, because that put him right next to the person he was most interested in.

Only someone – namely the person who’d texted me the password – had beaten him to it! 

Because Lizzy wasn’t sitting alone.  As I looked at it, she was sitting in the single white armchair, barely two feet away from her Special Forces pursuer.  But she wasn’t sitting alone – she was sitting slap bang center, on Clayton’s large young lap, her arm casually yet possessively draped around his neck.  The guys were nearly all just in shorts and bare-chested.  But despite everything earlier, Lizzy was a little demurer in a semi-transparent lacy white robe with matching panties and strapless bra.

“I was as surprised as you are, Liz … but that’s exactly what he said…”

“I still don’t believe it!  That’s not Alan, not my Alan…”

“What can I say?  That’s what he said … and you can ask him yourself Monday morning when he comes here…”

“Tell me again, word for word,” she asked, obviously upset by whatever it was Darnell had said that I’d said.

With a deep sigh, feigning indifference, Darnell carried on his manipulation.  “Tell Lizzy I’m whacked, that I don’t have the energy to talk and say goodnight … tell her that I need to sleep … that I’ll call her tomorrow as something’s brewing at work … tell her I’ll call early afternoon as me and Delores are having breakfast then headed to a farmer’s market together…”

Lizzy looked absolutely crestfallen.  She may be the one living out her sexual dreams while I stayed home, but hearing a double-shot of husbandly indifference and husband spending domestic time with another woman was a body blow.  Even if that woman was her new BFF and she’d officially sanctioned sex between me and Delores.

If she was looking crestfallen, I was suddenly panicking.  Darnell’s made-up line about ‘something’s brewing at work’ had all the hallmarks of him and Clayton working in cahoots.

Wasn’t Darnell’s comment nothing more than planting the seed in Lizzy’s head?  The seed that, tomorrow, when (to honor my deal with Clayton) I had to call to explain my absence on Monday morning – I’d be lying to Lizzy so as I could secretly spend time with Delores.

Surely a woman who loved me and who herself was living a life split between two men would interpret my ‘work emergency excuse’ in exactly that way!

And - this was the really cunning bit - because she’d voluntarily given up her phone so I couldn’t track her, she had no way of contacting Delores to see what was happening.  To gently probe with her friend what may or may not have been happening between her new BFF and me.

~~~~~    

Looking at Lizzy’s crestfallen face, I felt terribly guilty about the decision I’d made – accepting Clayton’s offer.  But my guilt didn’t have time to fester before I was forced to start worrying about something else.

“Hey, Liz … don’t look so sad … it’s a sign that he’s happy for you and trusts you … wants you to have fun … and the thing with Delores … well, what did you expect?  The love of his life is here, running around with a bunch of horny-assed teenagers!  He’s just keeping in practice for when his beloved comes home!  And Delores is the nearest lady in age and interest he could find to remind him of you!  And that pierced tongue of hers!  Wow, that must be addictive for him!  Feeling that little piece of metal swirling around his bellend … getting him all worked up and excited…”

For a budding Tech bro, Clayton sure did have a smooth tongue on him.  His words not exactly hindered by the way his large black fingers were casually making little circle shapes on Lizzy’s sexy flat tummy. His other hand making her feel better by gently rubbing at the sensitive flesh just below her ear.

“I guess,” she pouted – words more positive but eyes and lips still sad.

“Hey, you still got me,” the youngster smiled softly, jiggling his thighs, making Lizzy’s pout turn a tiny bit more smiley as she felt what was in his lap, her eyes widening as she looked at him.

“Again?  Honestly, you youngsters!  Are you ever not hard?”

“For you, babes,” he chuckled, the circles he’d been casually making on her tummy now altogether less casual as he rubbed suggestively just around above her belly button.  Rubbing at the spot where ten inches would reach to – his meaning clear to Lizzy as her cheeks reddened.

Looking deep into her eyes, with a surprising tenderness he placed his free hand behind her neck and pulled her in for a long, soft kiss – whispering in her ear as they finished.

Whatever it was he’d said, it had the desired effect on Lizzy.  The last of the sad pout disappeared as she reached behind her back and unhooked her strapless bra.  Her luscious boobs immediately swinging free, adopting their natural and most seductive position as they sat full and pear-shaped jutting from her chest.

It seemed me and my lack of attention was now nothing more than a distant memory to Lizzy as she smiled as the giant teenager’s free hand immediately started playing with her boob.  My wife, now only focused on one male as she moaned happily as he pulled and tweaked to fire up her passions all over again.

One hand on her tummy, one hand on her boob, they started another long and sensuous kiss.  All my earlier thoughts and fears about how the connection between Lizzy and Clayton seemed so much stronger than with all the other housemates immediately came flooding back.  Had I judged wrongly as to who the real threats were? 

But hell, he was so young!  How could this be anything more than just a short-term sexual dalliance?  But the way they were kissing said different.

As they finally broke from the kiss, without looking away from her young lover, Lizzy spoke to Darnell, “I think we’re headed upstairs to get us some rest.”

“Hey, hey, Liz … you know the rules!  I know you and lover boy got some kinda special connection going on there,” he mocked, his tone jealous and a little spiteful, “but rules is rules, you ain’t here just for Clayton and his cock … the rest of us got needs too!”

“But I’m tired, Darnell,” Lizzy sighed, finally turning to look at him, “can’t you and the others wait until tomorrow?”

There was a short, silent stand-off, neither of them prepared to look away or back down.  Darnell being the first to break the silence as he showed everyone who was the real Alpha in the house.

“Clayton, you know the rules … you can’t hog Lizzy all to yourself!  Your buddies have needs too … okay?”

The youngster reluctantly nodded his head and Darnell reached across to hand him a small mirrored metal box.

“Good boy, you know I’m right!  How long have we known each other, Clayton?  And you know I always do what’s right for you and your uncle…”

The giant youngster sighed again.  Yes, he was a good head taller than Darnell, but ever since he was young he’d been conditioned to go along with whatever his dad, Marcus or Darnell asked.

“Good boy,” Darnell repeated, this time nodding towards the shiny metal case.

My heart was racing.  Before now I’d only strongly suspected it, but now I was about to see exactly how Darnell and the guys were making sure Lizzy – the only woman in the house – could keep up with the sexual needs of eight horny young men.

There was something strangely symbolic as the youngster asked the woman he was overly fond of to kneel down, so her head was at his lap height.  But there was no symbolism in his words – they were too direct for that, even if they were said with a touching gentleness.

“Robe off, Liz … then, lose the panties…”

A brief wriggle of her body and she’d obeyed, kneeling back ready to get her reward as her young lover arranged two white lines on the glass.

A few moments ago, Lizzy had looked and sounded tired and reluctant.  But already - even before anything was in her bloodstream - the anticipation had changed everything.  My heart, both excited and saddened, as I saw the look of desire and want written all over her face.

“Give her the metal straw,” Darnell commanded, making sure everyone knew who the boss was.

Clayton placed the straw in her shaking fingers and, with one finger on her nostril, Lizzy moved her head lower.

“WAIT!” Darnell shouted, holding his hand high with an evil sneer appearing on his face.  Then staying silent, enforcing silence while the men looked at him confused, Lizzy looking at him with fear.

He was like an expert actor – maybe Special Forces leadership training - holding the group in the palm of his hand, before finally dropping his hand.

“I’d hate to think we’d forced you … you do really want this, don’t you?”

Metal straw in her shaking hand, she whispered, “Yes.”

“We can’t hear you, Liz!” he sneered.  “Do you want this?  Really want this?”

“YES!” she answered, loud enough to make him happy as he signaled for Clayton to let her snort the white nose candy.

~~~~~    

As the chemicals flooded through her neural pathways, the transformation was immediate.  There was an instant buzz about her.  She looked sparky and bright – her eyes and her whole face bright and lit-up, twitching as she looked around, as if for the first time she’d remembered all the other, non-Clayton men in the room.

“That’s more like it, my little puppy!”  Darnell cackled. “Now, come to Daddy!”

She giggled like a little girl as she bounced up off her knees and skipped across to him.  Jumping eagerly onto his lap – Clayton’s lap suddenly less attractive and utterly forgotten.

I thought Clayton might be pissed, but I saw a strange smile pass between him and Darnell.

As she sat sidesaddle on his lap, Darnell turned her to face the room, getting her to spread her thighs to their maximum extent.  Inserting two then three and then finally his remaining digits until his whole scrunched up hand was inside Lizzy’s pussy – causing her whole body to visibly clench as she started chewing on her lip.

“Oh my, Lizzy you are a naughty little slut,” he chuckled, fucking her pussy two or three times with his hand before, just as Lizzy seemed to be starting to enjoy it, jerking it right back out again!

“Oh my, homeys, look at that nasty little gash!” he grinned, pointing at the gaping hole between my wife’s legs.  “Wasn’t that nice and tight when hubby brought her over at the start of our little house party?  Oh dear, we seem to have gone and busted up his little toy!  Never mind, sure she ain’t got no use for his little white cuck dick anymore, anyway!”

Bastard!  I really hated this guy.  Even if my hard dick had other ideas!

“Now, Lizzy, my beautiful little married white slut … the ball game looks real interesting, so you won’t mind if we grab ourselves a mattress into the living room so we can ALL fuck your pretty little body while we watch the game…”

Lizzy just giggled, eyeing Hose and Snake who’d already grabbed a mattress that had been propped up against the back wall – obviously this wasn’t the first time they’d all fucked Lizzy in the living room.

“Who da ya want first?” Darnell sneered, happy that the nose candy had done the trick.  Lizzy was no longer tired – she was up for another round of being fucked by her seven housemates.  She was already on the mattress – on her back, legs spread wide – before Darnell had even finished speaking.

“Clayton and Tyrone … then Hose and Snake … then Elias … then I want you and Jayden,” she giggled, like a spoiled little rich girl on her birthday.

“Good choice,” Darnell laughed, “then when we’re all done with you, who’s your choice to sleep with tonight?  Which two?”

So that was the deal – she always slept with two of her housemates – another little sordid detail clear to me.  My pulse racing as I salivated at the thought of all the other things I was going to find out over the next six days of my secret, hidden vigil.

“You, Darnell … you and Jayden…”

“Excellent taste, Madame Andrews,” he joked, reminding me yet again about why she’d let them make my newly blonde wife look so different.  “A little rough lovin’ with me and boy wonder … I know that’s your thing now!  And believe me, we gonna give you plenty of that before cucky-boy arrives on the weekend … break in his naughty, slutty wife good and proper so he can really see what a naughty little slut we made you now…”

My wife of two decades plus - high on the coke, high on her sexual exploration – just giggled and moved to let the two young giants take possession of her drug-fueled, sex-fueled body.

Was it my imagination, or as he moved into position, did I see another of those sly little smiles pass between Clayton and Darnell?

Fuck!  Were they in this together?  Did Darnell know all about me watching?  That would explain some of the exaggerated theatrics – him not just playing to the audience in the room, but playing to the cuck looking in through the camera!  Him showing me just how far they’d pushed and changed my wife.

Were Clayton and Darnell playing me?  Come to think of it, maybe Marcus was in on this as well?  What were the chances his nephew and long-time buddy would do something like this without him?

Fuck!  It was enough to drive a guy insane with paranoia!  My pulse was thumping and I was starting to worry that I’d been played – that even my talk with Marcus had been a set-up.

But I was hooked.  My cock was hard and I was unable to stop watching.  At least I had six days of watching before I’d turn the tables on Clayton.
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It was around four-thirty in the morning when I finally slept.

Not because I’d been up all night enjoying my secret video feed, but because my brain was full of thoughts that made sleeping nigh on impossible.

The only secret video feed I got to watch was the first thirty minutes of my happy, drugged up wife getting double fucked by Clayton and Tyrone – Clayton in her pussy and Tyrone choosing her ass after the stretching Clayton and Jayden’s ultra-fat cock had given her pussy earlier that night.

The only reason I got to enjoy this sliver of the party was because Clayton couldn’t fuck and text at the same time.

The moment he’d finished inside Lizzy, I saw him looking for his phone and I had that scrunched up feeling arrive in my gut.  It was the early hours of the morning, all his buddies were there with him, so who was he going to text or call apart from yours truly?

‘Sorry, Alan … you’ve had a little taster … normal service will be resumed just as soon as you make that call to Lizzy … that call telling her you’ve been unavoidably detained by that work emergency!  That you’ll see her on the weekend.’

Then, just like that, all the multiple camera feeds went dead.

Fuck!

Double fuck!

I was left climbing the walls – knowing exactly what was going on in the house, but unable to see a single pixel!

Deprived of sexual stimulation, it wasn’t long before guilt and recriminations set in.

I couldn’t shift from my mind the thought of how crestfallen Lizzy had looked when she thought I was too tired to bother to talk to her.  When she thought I wanted an early night to make a Sunday exploration of the local farmers market with her friend Delores.

I hated that in some way I was responsible for seeing Lizzy hurting like that – even though it had been Darnell’s doing not mine.  But wasn’t I the one who’d agreed to all this?  So, my guilty conscience felt it needed to carry some of the blame.

And I also hated the danger I knew it had created.  I knew damned well Darnell (and maybe Clayton and Marcus) had done it to create the tiniest of cracks in Lizzy’s feelings for me.  Just as I knew that once he or they had created it, they’d use the next six days to work on the crack, trying to make it gradually wider, trying to create an issue between me and Lizzy.

This wasn’t the only sense of guilt that stopped me from sleeping.

Several times I found myself looking in the mirror, wondering what kind of a man I’d become.  I was objective enough to know that a big part of me allowing her summer frat house fling was based on my love for her and my desire to let her fully explore her sexuality. 

My rampant paranoia meant I still didn’t know if I could trust Marcus – but as I recalled his words about the drugs and about sexual boundaries, I knew his logic had strongly motivated me to agree to Clayton’s deal.

But looking in that mirror, I also knew that my love and altruism for Lizzy’s needs was at best only half of the picture.  Just like Lizzy, these last couple years had seen huge changes come over me.  I was damned sure the Alan of two years ago wouldn’t have been pining for the cuckold pleasures of watching the love of his life snort coke while she gleefully waited for a gang of young black guys to pull a train on her.

‘Who are you, Alan?  What have you become?  What has Lizzy become?’ were questions I found myself asking over and over again as I looked into the mirror.  Trying to find answers, but finding none – until sleep finally came just around four-thirty.

~~~~~     

Waking just after ten when the coffee and maple syrup kicked in, I went back to standard male habits, trying to fix the problem.

Whichever way I looked at it, all roads seemed to lead back to Marcus.  Even with my doubts, I had to try and trust him.

I’d only missed him by thirty minutes – for his six-a.m. duty start he normally left the house around five.

We didn’t often discuss his work –he’d always been more interested in talking to Lizzy, his relationship with me just a necessary evil – but I knew enough to know not to ring him before ten, as seven to ten was the busiest time of his morning.  RTAs and domestic call-outs peaking between these hours.

It was now ten-thirty, so calling him wouldn’t be totally off limits.  Unwelcome, almost certainly, but not totally off limits.

After the briefest of pleasantries, I got right to it.  Calls between us so rare he must have known why I was calling.

“Marcus, I thought about what you said … and, while you have a point, I really must insist on you telling me where Lizzy is…”

It was my nerves and my lack of quality sleep that were talking.  I regretted my tone almost instantly.

Marcus hadn’t spoken, but I could picture his anger building at the other end of the line.

“Sorry, that came out all wrong … I’m dying here, and I’m really worried about Lizzy … last night, after you’d gone to bed, I actually saw them feeding Lizzy more coke, so she’d be up for another round…”

The silence from the other end continued, until Marcus’s words slowly started coming back … coming back in a way that made me wish I’d never called him.

“… ‘last night I saw them’ … Alan, just what were you doing last night?  I know as a fact that when the video feeds ended, you’d not seen anything like that … you were only guessing … but now you’re telling me you saw it…”

Oh fuck!

“Alan, don’t tell me you pulled some shady shit so you could watch Lizzy without her or them knowing you were watching?  Tell me you didn’t do that!  You remember how Lizzy got that one night you stalked her!  And now this!  Why da ya think she went to all the trouble of keeping the location secret and not even taking her phone with her?”

Oh fuck!  Maybe offense was the best form of defense.

“Marcus, look, I’m sorry if my tone was off earlier … but please, I really must insist you give me that address … I just want to go round and check she’s okay, have a talk…”

“Alan, in case it’s escaped your notice, I really don’t give a shit about what you think … I care about Lizzy, I don’t give a shit about you … and also, if I don’t tell you the address, just what the hell are you gonna do?”

“Stop you seeing Lizzy!” I shot back, not meaning to say it, but by the time I’d said it, it was too late – it couldn’t be unsaid.

“Really?  You’ll stop her seeing me?  You really want to go down that road?  She’s had her happy years with you, I know she loves you, but she loves me just as much … you really sure she’ll choose you over me?”

My whole body shivered at the universe he was describing.  At the make or break decision he was laying out for me.

Now it was my turn to stay silent – all Marcus’s words swirling around in my head, giving me the most frightening of migraines.

It was only Marcus who had the strength and composure to finally suggest a way forward.

“Look, Alan … I’ll be home at six tomorrow morning … lets you and me talk … see if we can’t find a solution that works for all of us…”

“Okay,” I whispered, quiet like a mouse, suddenly feeling a lot smaller and less confident than when I’d started the call.

~~~~~    

Marcus’s call left me feeling scared and really screwed up.  Not only had I not gotten the address I wanted, but I’d poked the bear – and even though the call had ended up mostly amicably, I still had a gnawing doubt that my attitude to Marcus would cause problems further down the road.

And even worse than that, Marcus had reminded me just how pissed at me Lizzy would likely be if she discovered I’d been snooping on her when she’d gone to such lengths to ensure she could explore in private.

These twin troubles were eating me up when a text from Clayton arrived which just made matters even worse.

‘Hey Alan, we’re all up and about now!  Time for you to call Lizzy and explain about the work emergency … call on this number when you’re ready!’

Damn!  I’d been hoping for more time, but he was pushing me into a corner.

I played for time, messaging back:

‘Out for the next couple hours, I’ll call just after lunch when I’m home.’

I turned it over and over in my head.

Earlier, ignorant of the details, I’d been prepared to wait five extra days without Lizzy, in order to have my secret window into what was happening at the house.  But when I’d made that decision, everything had been very abstract and hypothetical.  And if I was honest, my cuckold’s need to see the secret feed had driven me to agree to the devil’s pact.

But then I’d seen the drugs, and seen how Darnell was twisting and manipulating everything.  There and then, everything had changed.

Looking in the mirror, even with my cuck desires still alive and strong, I knew I could never forgive myself if something happened to Lizzy and I’d let my decisions be driven by my own carnal desires.

Which meant no way was I prepared to wait five extra days to see and talk to Lizzy.  I needed to stick to the original plan and talk to Lizzy

But after what I’d seen with the drugs and how they were manipulating Lizzy, no way could I wait five days!  Even waiting one single day until my planned Monday arrival seemed infinitely too long!

So how to reverse what I’d already agreed to?  Because if I welshed on the deal I’d made…  I knew exactly how that would end … not well.

My best shot was apologizing to Marcus and trying to get him to see things from my side.  To try and get him to see how worried I was about Lizzy and that we both just wanted the same thing – whatever was best for Lizzy.

But if that didn’t work, as there was no way I could wait five days, I reckoned there was only one option – but it was a high-risk option which could easily blow up in my face.

If Lizzy ever found out about it, she’d go absolutely ballistic – but what other option did I have?  If Marcus wouldn’t give me the address, then I’d have to use the services of a Private Investigator.  Armed with Marcus’s details and address, surely it wouldn’t take a PI long to find the address registered to his elder brother, Calyton’s dad.

Not a step to be taken lightly – the moment of maximum risk would be when I arrived at the house unannounced, without Clayton or anyone else having ever given me the address.  There was every chance such an arrival could go horribly wrong and end up in a huge argument between me and Lizzy.

But even this risk and outcome would be better than doing nothing!

I could sit idly by while Darnell kept Lizzy horny and energized with an ever increasing diet of coke, using every extra day to drop poison into her mind about how her husband didn’t really care and was more interested in spending time with Delores!

‘Tick, tock.  Tick, tock.  Times nearly up, need you to ring Lizzy and tell her just how bad things are at work.’

I was beginning to hate Clayton just as much as I hated Darnell.  Okay, you insistent fuck, I’ll call.  Because, absolute worst case, in a day or two I’ll be knocking on the door and having a talk with you about academic expulsions and how you really don’t want to get on the wrong side of your uncle.

‘Calling now’
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“Honey? Is everything okay?  I wasn’t expecting to see you until tomorrow morning?  Is everything okay with the girls?”  The tone of worry in her voice made me even more guilty for how complicated I’d allowed our lives to become. 

I know it wasn’t all on me, but ever since we were little boys, we’ve been told to protect the women in our lives and the thought of the mayhem I’d allowed to infect our lives weighed heavy on my shoulders.  Even if the origin of the problem hadn’t just been my own fantasies, but just as much my desire to let Lizzy explore her own dark fantasies.

“Relax, honey … everything important is fine … the girls are fine, I’m fine … the only thing that’s not fine is work!”

“Oh, okay … thank goodness for that,” she exclaimed, the tension ebbing away from her beautiful face.

There was a short silence, both of us smiling happily at each other – happy that the world wasn’t falling around our ears, happy to see each other.  Then Lizzy gathered her thoughts and spoke.

“So, honey, don’t take this the wrong way … coz I always love to see you … but if everything’s fine, apart from work, why are you ringing on the bat phone?”

I’d always loved her sense of humor.  She’d never been much of a fan of the Caped Crusader, but she knew her beloved husband was – hence the silly quip.

Now that I finally had the chance to talk to her, part of me wanted to blurt out everything.  To ask her what the hell she was doing taking drugs – and not just taking them once.  To tell her that Darnell was making up shit about me, was a snake and that she should keep away from him.

But the truth is I wasn’t ready to take a risk like that.  How the hell could I explain all these comments without Lizzy working out I’d been secretly watching when I’d promised I’d only watch the two agreed times?

“Well, it’s about the shit going down at work … I’m afraid I’m not going to be able to get the time off this week … I’ve got to go out of town to clean up the mess, or we might lose one of our biggest clients!”

“Oh!” was all she said at first, before what felt like a slightly forced afterthought.  “That sucks baby, I’m gonna miss you, I was looking forward to seeing you, to us being together.”

Why did I get the feeling she was saying what she thought a loving wife should say, saying what I wanted to hear – rather than saying what was actually in her heart?

Maybe I was being paranoid, but I wondered if Darnell had gotten to her.  That this was another part of his manipulation, that he’d already planted the seed that her disinterested, disloyal husband would find an excuse not to come as planned.  Who knows, maybe he’d even told her I’d do this so I could spend time with Delores rather than with her?

Another bout of silence started.

It was all I could do to stop myself screaming out.  ‘The coke!  Darnell!  Lizzy, what the fuck’s going on?  We’re better than this!’

But I didn’t, I fell back on some meaningless domestic chit-chat, asking and answering inane questions.  Before Lizzy, who now seemed cold and distant, brought me back to the live hand grenade.

“So if you’re not coming tomorrow, when will I see you?”

“I’ll try and get there as soon as I can, but most likely it’ll be Friday…”

“Well, if that’s the case, it’s hardly worth bothering at all … I mean, if work’s more important, then you may as well stay at work the whole seven days … the office might need you to do stuff next weekend…”

“Don’t be like that, Lizzy.”  This really wasn’t like her. She’d definitely been gotten to.  “Look, honey, I’ll be there as soon as I can … maybe I can get away middle of the week…”

“No, don’t bother … I don’t want your sloppy seconds … at least here the boys put me first!”  Ow!

“Honey! Don’t be like that,” I begged.

“Oh, and as you’re so busy, there’s something else I need to tell you … and, my-too-busy-for-me husband, I’m telling you this … not asking…”

I didn’t know whether to be sad, angry or scared.

“I start back at work in just over a week, but the boys are still here for another two- and a-bit weeks … so, as you’re so busy with your work, I’ve decided to stay here where I know the men in my life won’t be too busy…”

Now I was genuinely angry.

“So, is that how you thank your husband for giving you your every heart’s desire?!” I shouted.  “You wanted Marcus, I let you have Marcus.  You wanted him as your boyfriend, so I let you have him as your boyfriend.  You wanted the road trip, I gave you the road trip.  You wanted this summer away from me, away from me, and with all those black guys … I let you have it … and then this!  THIS IS HOW YOU SAY THANKS!?”

“Oh, come on,” she screamed back, “don’t pretend you haven’t loved every minute!  Your little cock got hard that very first night at the club … and it’s just gotten harder and harder, the sluttier, and naughtier, I’ve become … so don’t pretend this is all just for my benefit!”

We were done talking … I’d said my piece, she’d said hers … we’d both unloaded every last bullet, so what more was there to say!

We just stared daggers at each other.  My own mind was full of all kinds of angry words and thoughts, but even boiling with anger, I knew saying more would just make things worse.

Summoning my last reserves of self-control, I tried to say something that might fit in the middle ground.  Not too weak, not too inflammatory.

“I’ll call you later in the week.”  Inference, ‘when you’ve calmed down and come to your senses,’ although I knew better than to say it out loud.

“Don’t bother … if you call, I’ll be busy.”  She’d known exactly what I’d been implying.  She wasn’t interested in middle grounds, and the way she said ‘busy’ told me exactly what kind of busy she meant.  Busy on her back with her legs wide open.

~~~~~    

It took me a good hour to calm down.

The only positive thing I could think of was that at least I’d not thought to mention the drugs.

Things had been bad enough between Lizzy and me without her knowing I’d been secretly spying on her early Sunday morning.

Even after the huge blow-out we’d had, a sick part of my brain wondered if Clayton would still send a new password.  Part of me didn’t want to look at Lizzy’s face for the next five years – but part of me was drawn back to the scene.  Partly like a dog returns to its vomit, and partly because some part of me needed to know what happened next and was desperate to see some positive signs.

When no password arrived, I thought about texting Clayton, but despite my burning desire for good news (or any news) from the house, it was just too damned demeaning to beg for the password.

To cheer myself up I got through to the only PI who’d take my call on a Sunday afternoon.  He said he’d get on it first thing Monday, but I was so riled and worried that I told him I couldn’t wait that long and offered to double his fees if he could get on it right away.

“Ever since my wife left me, I ain’t got much else going on of a weekend, so why not!”

Just one hour later – if I’d known it was that easy, I’d have done it long ago - he rang back with an address, and I thought things were finally looking up.

But before I had a chance to decide how to use this gold dust, my phone lit up with a call from Marcus.

“Alan, you chump!  What the hell you gone and done now?  I just had Lizzy on the phone for the last couple hours … chewing my ear off … calling you all manner of names … wanting to cut your balls off and serve them on a silver platter!”

I was stunned into silence.

“Alan, what the hell did you do?”

I explained what had happened, how Lizzy hadn’t taken the news of my delayed arrival at all well, and how everything had blown up from there, and how we’d both said things that we shouldn’t have.

I then added that I had a strong intuition that Darnell was deliberately trying to cause trouble, explaining about Clayton’s original message and then what I’d heard when I’d watched the CCTV feed.

“I know, and you’re right,” he replied, explaining that after Lizzy had finally calmed down enough and allowed him to end their call, that he’d taken it upon himself to call his nephew Clayton to find out just what the hell was going on.

“So, what now?” I asked, my weariness and resignation clear even over a call.

“What now?” Marcus mirrored, sighing almost as deeply as me.  “What now – and I never thought I’d have to say this – is that even though I’ve always wanted Lizzy all for myself, I get to play cupid for you two stupid dumb kids!”

“Tomorrow, Monday at noon, Lizzy’s coming home … not for good, at least not yet, so don’t get your hopes up … but she’s coming home so the two of you can talk … that is, if I can keep the two of you from scratching each other’s eyes out for long enough!” he quipped.

“I thought it best that the two of you meet at home … best place to remind both you dumbasses what’s really important and what’s not…”

~~~~~    

Just when I thought my Sunday couldn’t get any more screwed up, the password finally arrived from Clayton, along with a cryptic message.

‘Spoke to Uncle Marcus.  Not sure if you still want this or not, but I’m guessing flying blind, not seeing or knowing is real hard.  Just want you to know none of this was ever my idea.  All Darnell!’

Now what?

I’d not sullied myself by reaching out or begging for the password.  But now that it was here, did I want to use it?  And if I did, what were my motives?  My self-respect was on the line here.  I could think of a million good and husbandly reasons for typing in that password.  I could think of a million depraved, sick and twisted reasons to do the same.

Who was I kidding?  It was just a question of ‘when’, not ‘if’ – ever since that fateful day in the Caribbean, Lizzy and I had never said ‘no’ to any new form of excitement – and I wasn’t about to start now.

~~~~~    

The moment the live feed started, I wished it hadn’t.

The picture I was looking at wasn’t some depraved six or seven-on-one wild orgy of interracial sex. 

No, it was something far more troubling.

It was Lizzy and Darnell snuggled up all alone in a bedroom talking.

Lizzy had been crying – even through a lens, the streaks of dried tears were obvious to me.

“Look Liz, not all guys are strong enough to live this kind of lifestyle … he said he’s okay with it, but then you find he’s been secretly spying on you … even when he said he wouldn’t … even when he knew how strongly you felt about not being watched, not being judged … I mean, why would a guy do that?  Unless he’s got an agenda, unless his heart’s moved on and he’s looking for the off-ramp…”

This self-serving claptrap brought an instant torrent of tears from Lizzy as she bawled her eyes out, wetting Darnell’s muscular black chest as she looked for something to hold onto and provide comfort – any port in a storm.

When she’d finally cried enough, she allowed Darnell to pull her head off his chest as he gave her his best comforting, tender smile.

“Liz, maybe it’s for the best … you’ve been growing, exploring … and he’s enjoyed it, but is that really what you want … a cuckold for a husband?  How can you love that?  Admire that?”

He let his words sink in, my entire gut trying to twist in on itself as I tried to scream, ‘NO … NO,’ painfully aware that Lizzy couldn’t hear me – that all she could hear were Darnell’s half-truths and outright lies.

“Liz, I’m sure you’ll always be good friends … I’m sure you’ll always be wonderful parents to the girls … but maybe now’s a good time to reevaluate, I don’t know, but maybe you and Alan want different things now…”

I had to wonder if a medical career in the Special Forces included training in Psychological Warfare, because that’s what it felt like right now.  That Lizzy and I were both on the end of some PsychWar six-inch howitzer as again he let the napalm in his words explode and do its mental damage.

What was wrong with this guy?  Why was he intent on causing irreparable damage to our marriage?  In a few days, wouldn’t he be off back to Camp XYZ or wherever it was he was stationed?

“You know, I’ve only got one, two more weeks to serve, then I’m out!  Out and free!  Back here in Houston and looking to settle down … and I don’t want to appear too forward, but I think these last few days, you’ve really seen who’s the Alpha in the pack…”

Turning her shoulders, pulling her back off his chest, he looked deep into her eyes, letting her think about his words before he spoke again.

“Me and you, Liz … I can give you what you want … Alan, you love him, you’ll always love him … he’s the father of your girls … he was your ‘training wheels man’, from when you were just a girl … and Marcus, Marcus’s fine, but he’s not a real man … he wants you all for himself ... selfish, that’s our Marcus … whereas me, I’d love you for who you are … I’d be happy to share you, let you explore … if you want more guys, I’m cool with that, I’ll arrange that … if you want only me, a kiss and a cuddle, then I’m cool with that as well…”

He was looking deep into her eyes.  He could see his punches were landing.  Landing with impact.  So, his voice oily and over-the-top, he went in for the kill.

“Look, Lizzy, I know we’ve only really known each other this last couple of months … but I can’t help but wonder if this is fate … if this is what the gods want.”

“Back on that first night, you nearly chose me, not Marcus … but now, after the last few weeks, knowing what it is you really want, who you really are, I think you know deep down that I’m the man for you…”

Just as my feelings mixed between vomiting and wanting to reach into the screen and throttle him, he moved from words and psychology to action, pulling Lizzy in for the most passionate and emotional of kisses.  Not just their mouths joining, Darnell’s fingers lacing into Lizzy’s fingers before he pulled his hand and her hands to her breasts.  ‘Pleasure yourself, let me make it even better…’ the clear message in his movement.

Then he was rolling himself on top of Lizzy, his knees nudging hers apart, not that she really needed any help, she was wet and more than willing.  His cock - not quite as big as Macolm’s, but certainly far bigger than mine – pushing higher and higher into her welcoming pussy as their lips locked again and Lizzy’s legs locked tight around his back.  Giving him the clearest of signals that for now she belonged to him.  Not to me, not to Marcus.  But to the snake in the grass who’d never quite forgiven the fates for Lizzy’s choice on that very first night.

I couldn’t take any more.  I couldn’t watch any more.  I already had a head full of worries before my tomorrow noon meeting with Lizzy.  I didn’t need this shit.  I couldn’t cope with this shit.  I killed the feed.  Sure, I immediately felt withdrawal symptoms, but it was the only way of maintaining any kind of sanity.

The only other sanity I’d find right now would be at the end of a bottle of bourbon.

Yes, there was just enough to blot out the pain.  But not so much that I’d not be ready and able to cope with tomorrow.
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Monday morning was an exercise in blocking out the pain, trying to keep busy and in resisting the ever-present temptation to watch the CCTV feed.

A lot of the time, the last thing I wanted to do was watch.  The thought of Lizzy cuddled up in bed or having sex with Darnell broke me out in mental hives, my blood instantly going to boiling point.

But other times, a little voice told me that maybe I’d see or hear something positive.  That maybe if I did tune in I’d find Lizzy hunkered down on the phone to Delores – finding out that everything she’d been told by Darnell was a pack of lies.  Or that maybe, now he’d spoken to his uncle, I’d find Lizzy sitting in a quiet corner of the house talking to Clayton – and that Clayton might be trying to make up for his role in all the shit that had happened.

In the end, I couldn’t risk it.  Tuning in to see HIM and my Lizzy together would have destroyed me.  So better find ways to stay busy until noon arrived and, unless Darnell had found a way to obstruct things, I’d get to see Lizzy in the flesh and hopefully start to put things right.

~~~~~    

“Lizzy…”

“Alan…”

Wow!  Such a chilly, Arctic greeting for a couple who’d been lovers and best friends since the dawn of time!

Marcus sat us down at the island in our family kitchen – the same granite-topped island he’d fucked her over way back in November when what had seemed a healthily-exciting addition to our marriage had slowly started to spin out of control.

“Look, you two are old and ugly enough that I’m not gonna sugar-coat it,” he started, addressing us as if we were truculent teenagers. 

“I’m just gonna say what has to be said … then leave the pair of you to sort your shit out … and, if you can’t sort your shit out, there’s the number for a good divorce lawyer!” he added, sliding an embossed card between us to make his point more real.

“You, Alan!  Let’s start with you … you don’t get to give Lizzy permission, tell her yes, then the moment the going gets tough, start telling her she’s gotta come home … gotta go back to being some good little nineteen fifties Stepford Wife … here at your beck and call, here without her own sexual dreams and desires … here having to forget everything she’s loved these last couple of years…”

“And you certainly don’t get to spy on her!  I don’t care what you may or may not have seen … you agreed to give her privacy to explore … and you know how important that is to her … and then, the first-time temptation’s dangled, you give in … you give in coz you’re weak and you couldn’t resist your cuck temptation…”

Staring me down, not caring at how bright my cheeks were from his dressing me down, he let his words sink in.

“… that’s right, Alan … you couldn’t resist your cuck temptation … because that’s who you are, that’s who you’ve become … it doesn’t mean you love Lizzy any the less … but you need to man up, look in the mirror and own the truth about who you are and what you’ve become … Alan, that’s the only way you and Lizzy move forward … the only way you and Lizzy can repair all this crazy shit you’ve both caused…”

~~~~~    

I didn’t know where to look, where to put myself.  I’d not been spoken to like that since I was a kid … in fact, I don’t think I’d ever been spoken to like that.

Thankfully, just as I thought I couldn’t take any more, Marcus turned his stern gaze away from me and towards Lizzy.

“And Lizzy … don’t think you’re blameless in this little clusterfuck that you and cucky boy here somehow managed to create!”

“Lizzy, it pains me to say it, coz we all know I’d like nothing more than to have you all for myself, but Alan here’s a good guy and he loves you more than life itself … and, however mad at him you are right now, we all know you love him just as much … and that you could never, ever be happy without him in your life … without him by your side…”

“Liz, what you gonna do?  Stay mad at him?  Tell Carmina and Holly no more happy Thanksgivings and Christmases?  Tell them their weddings and kids parties are gonna be soured by parents splitting and not talking to each other?”

“I don’t think so!”

“No matter how mad you are at him, you know you love him and want him in your life.  What you want is him to say sorry, apologize for breaking your trust and then work out a way to meet both of your sets of needs … coz one thing’s for sure, the two of you can’t just go back to your old vanilla-flavored life … too much has happened for that, too many appetites have been discovered, watered and well-fed!”

Lizzy’s face was in a strange halfway house kind of place – half ashamed at being spoken to like this, and half a little smug, feeling like the headmaster had told me off more than her.  But that was about to change.

“But if you think Alan needs to apologize to you – and he does need to – you need to apologize to him too!”

“Lizzy, baby … just what the hell were you thinking about listening to all that shit Darnell was peddling?  You know Alan better than that!  You know he’d give his right arm if you asked him to!”

“And as for all that shit with the drugs, with the coke … I get that you want to let loose, live a little, explore a little, do all those things you never had a chance to do as you were too busy being the world’s best wife and mom … but can’t you see how much Alan would worry … how anyone who loves you would worry?”

Now her face was as flushed red as mine – flushed red with deep guilt at her selfishness, at how she’d been so consumed by pursuing her own pleasures that she’d never stopped to see things from my position.

“Right!  Now that I’m done forcing you two dumbasses to listen to a few truth bombs, I’m gonna get out of ya way and let you start putting things right … I suggest that you start with two sets of apologies, remembering how much you love each other, and how much fun you had before these last few crazy days when you let Darnell get between you!”

~~~~~    

“Sorry…”

I didn’t say it first, she didn’t say it first … it was one heartfelt, guilt-driven fusion.  Followed nanoseconds later by clutching each other, pulling our sobbing bodies to each other, letting the waterworks freely flow.  Too terrified at what might have been for words to be manageable.

“I’m so sorry, baby,” minutes later she whispered, her eyes soulful, looking deep into me, searching me, looking for comfort and reassurance.

“Me too, honey … I’m so sorry about the spying in on you, it’s just sometimes I lose control, give in to temptation…”

“I know, I know,” she replied, wiping away my tears, kissing my lips softly – for the first time, a shy, coy little smile.

“Are we gonna be okay?” she asked, her voice shaky with fear.

“Always, honey … always,” I smiled back, for the first time in many days feeling strong and confident, the husband she deserved, the rock she needed.

She hugged me.  Held me tight.  She smelled so good.  I lost myself in the softness of her hair.  Even the stabbing pain from its shortness, its blondness couldn’t hurt my joy.  My overwhelming joy.

I kissed her back.  First her lips.  Then her eyelids.  Then the tears from her cheeks.  Then those soft, coy lips again.

“I love you, baby … always…”

She smiled.  I loved that smile.  It lit up my world.  It was my world.

“I love you, you’re my best friend … my lover … my naughty little slut…”

The last bit wasn’t a mistake – although my stomach nervously clenched as I said it, aware I was playing with fire.  But it needed to be said.  She needed to know I accepted all of her.  The bits that I’d known since fifth grade.  The bits that stood by me through the good times and the hard times of marriage and parenthood.  And the bits Lizzy had only let breathe and grow this last couple of years.

After everything we’d done together – and we had done it all TOGETHER – this last couple of years, these newly strong parts of Lizzy were just as much a part of her as the parts I’d loved since she was a goofy but lovely fifth grader!

“’My naughty little slut’,” she grinned back, “and I guess that would make you my naughty little cuck!”

“Always,” I chuckled, kissing her again, smelling her hair, for the first time touching and examining it without feeling anger.

“So, did you ever think about teaching French?” I teased, examining her newly short, newly blonde hair.

‘Bien sur!” she teased back. Of course, I’d forgotten how skilled she’d been at languages.  If she’d not fallen pregnant so soon after marriage, if she’d not dedicated herself so thoroughly to our family, she’d have made a wonderful teacher.

“You can have your two extra weeks!”

I said it on the spur of the moment – my little head thinking more than my big head, but nonetheless I meant it.

“Are you sure?” she smiled nervously, adrenaline making my entire body tingle at the thought that she’d not even hesitated to accept or debate my offer.  Her ‘are you sure?’ only for show – she didn’t really mean it.  It was there just from her residual programming at what was right and wrong and proper for a married wife and mother.

“Yes, I’m sure,” I grinned back, “your naughty cucky husband wants it…”

“Well then, what’s a loving, slutty wife to do … I have to give my man what he wants,” she teased, adding as an afterthought, “but no Darnell, Darnell has to go!”

‘Darnell..’

Even the name made fear and nerves flood back.

The name starting a thought rolling at the back of my brain.  At first just a pebble, just a stone … but picking up speed, picking up weight, it was soon a boulder that I knew I’d struggle to stop.

For the first time since we’d cried and hugged, I was feeling nervous and on edge.  Aware of what I was about to say.  Not knowing how Lizzy would react, how wise or stupid it would be.

“Darnell stays!”

Lizzy looked at me eyes wide with disbelief, incredulous at what I’d just said.

“Darnell stays!  I like the danger!  Besides which, I never want us to run or feel nervous about anything or anyone…”

I took another deep breath as I studied Lizzy’s confused face.

“Honey, I’m being honest … it’s what I’d like, and I think if you’re honest with yourself, you’d like it as well … you like the danger, the Alpha aggression he brings … you like that he wants you so much and how he rules the house…”

Lizzy blushed.  Embarrassed at what I was saying.  Her eyes like a rabbit in the headlights until finally she spoke.

“Yes … but are you sure?”

This time she meant it.  This time it was a genuine question.  Whether, despite us both loving the danger and buzz Darnell brought, he represented a danger too far.

“If I was TOTALLY sure, where would be the danger?  The excitement?  But I’m sure enough, however much he wants you, I don’t see you ever leaving me for him.  Do you?”

“No, never!” she shot back like lightning, that smart, loving mind of hers thinking behind those sparkling hazel eyes.

“Go on, what is it?  What’s that wonderful wife of mine thinking?”

“I’m thinking that I agree with you … that I do want Darnell and his Alpha bull behavior … his Alpha bull desire for me … that it brings out something raw in me … and I’m thinking that a little bit of me gets wet and excited … wet and excited at the thought of how my cucky husband is a little afraid and fearful of a man like Darnell, and how he wants to steal his wife away from him…”

My cheeks flared, my throat bobbed, my dry throat gulped – this was a new level of openness and understanding for her.  It had always been there in the background, but this was the first time we’d openly acknowledged one of the key planks of my cuckold desires.  How excited I got at the thought of losing the woman I loved to a bigger, better and more masculine male.

Even the thought was painfully erotic – hearing the words on my wife’s pretty lips was even more nerve-shreddingly erotic.

~~~~~    

If I’d been nervous about raising the question of Darnell, whatever was now on Lizzy’s mind was making her equally nervous.

“What is it, honey?”

“What about the coke?” she asked, nervously chewing her lip and trying to twirl her hair – a nervous habit from before she’d allowed the boys to change her appearance.

Looking into her eyes, I knew where her mind was at – but I wanted to hear her say it out loud.  It was part of the whole pain-pleasure thing I loved, I wanted the sting of hearing her say it out loud.

“I want to hear you say it!  Tell me what my naughty, wonderful, slutty and lovely wife wants … tell me what she wants to explore…”

“I want to carry on with the coke … it makes the sex so much better … it gives me the energy to keep up with all my young lovers…”

There was something she wasn’t saying, something she was hesitating to say, her eyes and cheeks giving away her hesitation.

“And…?” was all I had to say to unblock her nervous words.

“And it’s so hot because it’s Darnell giving me it … it’s Darnell giving me … all part of his plan to show me a new life … to steal me away from you…”

Her words sizzled in my chest, in my head … fuck, she was right, and the fact that the game excited her as much as it excited me made it even hotter for me.  Shit, were we insane?  Were the pair of us insane?  Or was it just that we were finally brave, strong and secure enough to play the games that had always sat deep within our subconscious selves?

Whatever the answer, as I looked at Lizzy, I knew that I loved her and that the next few weeks held just enough danger for both of us to make it the most exciting thing we’d done yet.  Both of us shaking as we started considering practicalities.
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Now we’d ‘kissed and made up’ - how had we let things get so bad before we’d remembered our deep love? - and forced ourselves to be truthful about just how far we wanted to push this thing, it was time to think through the practical details.

Was Lizzy just going to go to the house by herself?  Was I going to go with her, stick to our original, original plan – using my time off work?  Was I going to stay home, enjoying watching from the shadows – watching in secret, although achieving ‘secret’ would be kind of hard!  Or would I be totally shut out?  Knowing it was happening, but suffering the worst kind of cuckold pain – knowing it was happening, but not seeing or knowing the details. 

What did I want?  What did Lizzy want?  The other key factor – what would keep her and ‘us’ safe?  We both knew we were flirting with danger – that was what gave things the extra edge.  We thought the danger was only tiny – but did we really know?  Especially with a guy like Darnell, who’d already proved himself dangerous and unpredictable.

We settled on me going, but being in the background.

Once we’d settled the key choice, my happy wife was in full on giggling mode as she savored all kinds of sub-options for how other details might work.

“What about that black metal cock cage Marcus got for you back in May?” she giggled, enjoying how anxious I looked.

“Hmmm?” she rubbed at her chin, her eyes twinkling with fun. 

“No, maybe I’ll bring it and lock you up at the start … show the guys, I’m sure they’ll hoot with laughter … but then it’ll be more fun if I unlock you, so you can wander around playing with your little boy dicklet … so they can see how small you are,” she whooped, clapping with glee, imagining the scene.

‘Oh fuck!  Have I unleashed a monster?  Who is this woman?  What happened to my loving wife?’ I gulped, my face bright red with a thrilling mix of fear and excitement.

“Don’t worry, baby … it’s only for a few weeks…”  Shit, a few weeks!

“Then you’ll have your old, loving wife back…” she added, kissing me to calm me.

“Probably!” she clapped and giggled, enjoying this too much.  Would I ever get the old Lizzy back, or was she gone forever?  I had to force myself to the love I’d felt just moments ago while we talked.

“Okay, so that’s settled … now, what about sleeping arrangements?” she purred.

“I’ve really missed feeling your soft, warm body next to mine in the night … waking up next to you … kissing you softly awake…” I eulogized, even speaking the words and remembering made my chest feel warm.

“Oh baby,” she cut me off, “no, that would never do … that’s for real men!  Not for cucky cuckolds with little boy cocks!  No, I have a better plan…”

Oh fuck, where was this going?  And was this still just a game, or was this my forever new and loving monster?  Wife and mistress?

“There are two bedrooms I have in mind for you … there’s one down in the basement … it’s where the previous owners’ maid lived … that can be your part time home,” oh fuck, so now I was the hired help, “that way we can keep you safely out of the way unless I summon you…”

Great, so now I was gonna not just be cock-caged, I was a pet to be summoned for my mistress’ pleasure … for her pleasure or that of her young lovers … thank heavens I could see the humor in her eyes … if I’d thought for a minute she’d do this for anything but our shared pleasure, I’d have been calling 911 and seeking Marcus’s professional help!

“’Two bedrooms’ … ’Part-time home’?” I gulped, barely brave enough to pull at the loose thread.

“Well, baby,” she smiled mischievously, “bearing in mind you’re kinda afraid of my big bad Alpha lover … that you hate him, but love the danger … and bearing in mind that although I wanted him to leave, you insisted on him staying … well, it would be rude if I didn’t sleep every night with my new Alpha boyfriend…”

‘Boyfriend’ … wow, where did that come from?  My chest, my mind sizzled with the angst, with the significance, but I didn’t have the time to dwell on that particular bullet before another one landed…

“… and whichever of the other studs he wants to share me with … that is, unless he wants to KEEP me for himself,” she grinned wickedly.

I looked at her confused.  She’d successfully pressed my buttons, but I was still no clearer about accommodations.

“So, I’m sleeping in the same bedroom as you and Darnell?” I asked, throat spasming.

“No, silly boy!  Sleeping in the same room as me is for real men … for my Alpha boyfriend,” there it was again, “no, there’s a small storage room with a bed in it, next to Darnell’s bedroom … you can sleep in there … so you can you hear … so you’re nice and close if we need you for clean…” 

She left it just hanging there, eyes piercing into mine, grinning at my panicked look.

She stroked my cheek, kissed me softly, wondering if she’d gone too far, whispering to me, “Just a game baby … just for a few weeks … probably!” 

She just couldn’t help herself, comforting had become teasing – too much fun…

“What about a safe word?” I asked, my voice shaky from all her plans for me.

“Marcus.”

“Marcus?  What’s this got to do with Marcus?” I asked, bemused.

“’Marcus,’ as the safe word,” she grinned, teasing me yet again.  “’Marcus’ is the only safe word I might consider.

“’Marcus’.” 

She’d enjoyed forcing me to say it.

“Hmmm … but, second thoughts, my loving, wonderful hubby likes the danger, so … upon reflection … no safe word!”

Oh great, so now I had a back-up chute, but I had no idea if it would open when I pulled the cord!

She leaned in, kissed me softly.  Looked deep into my eyes.  Kissed me again.  Touched my cheek.  “Oh, baby, we’re going to have so much fun!”

‘One of us is,’ I groaned.  But my cock had never been harder.

~~~~~    

When we’d finished our talk, Lizzy was throwing off the vibe that she wanted to march straight back over there to the frat house – but then real life intervened.

“Carmina!  How wonderful to hear from you!” Lizzy chirped, her face lit up with absolute joy.

Although Carmina needed to be a little careful after her recent episode of catching the Mono ‘kissing disease’ virus, her and Holly’s plans to be away with boyfriends and travelling for the entire summer had been a key factor behind Lizzy being able to go all in with the ‘frat house’ experimentation.

I didn’t know the details, but even with Lizzy’s busy ‘social schedule’, I was pretty sure she’d still spoken frequently to our two girls as they enjoyed their summer breaks.

When the call was nearly done – not quick, the best part of ninety minutes – there were a few minutes of ‘dad time,’ but when the call was finally over, I sensed a slightly more subdued and thoughtful mood in Lizzy.

“I’ve just been thinking, I think we need to talk to Marcus about what you and I agreed … about our plans for the next few weeks.’

At one level it felt weird consulting him – but then again, however much it sometimes irked me, for months now I’d recognized his formal role in our marriage.  As Lizzy’s ‘official’ boyfriend, he had a say in all our key life decisions.  A thought that tormented me and excited me in equal measure!

I’d wondered if this was a conversation we’d have together, but was relieved when Lizzy trotted off to discuss it one-to-one with Marcus.  Discussing the topic with Lizzy had been difficult enough.  Rehashing it and talking it through with another guy would have been way too embarrassing!  Especially when I was trying to build up my strength to face Darnell and all the other guys in the house!

When she returned, there was a skip in her step and a smile on her face. 

“He was remarkably supportive,” she reported back, “Says it’s important I pursue things I want to explore right to the end … no half measures, no unanswered questions … and he thinks it’ll be good for you … ‘force you to face some home truths’ I think he said…”

Not what I’d been expecting!  For a man who’d always been so possessive of Lizzy, this attitude was the last thing I’d have expected.  Once again driving me into a tailspin of paranoia.  Wasn’t Darnell one of his oldest buddies?  Clayton was his nephew … was there something here I wasn’t seeing?  Was there a trap being set here?

~~~~~    

As we climbed into the car to drive over to Sunnyside, Lizzy could see this new nagging worry combining with other doubts.

“Honey … it IS only a game … you do know that, right?  You’ll soon have the old Lizzy back … this is just me letting loose, doing some wild exploring before going back to normality…”

She said that, and she genuinely did mean it – but I really wondered if she even knew herself how she’d feel after a summer like the one she was halfway through.  Did even SHE know how a summer like this would remap what she wanted from life and make her reevaluate?  I genuinely doubted it, and this was just one more thing making me have second thoughts as we headed down the I45.

“What is it, honey?” she asked.

“Lots of different things, really … the danger, the thought of the humiliation … I mean, we played around a little with that, with Marcus … but that was tiny, just experimenting … this is huge … virtually nuclear!  And the drugs … you know what I think about the drugs!”

(She did know, I wasn’t back in the dark ages – I didn’t have moral or religious objections – but ever since I’d lost a close friend, I’d been painfully aware of the dangers of addiction and medical consequences.)

“I know … and I think it’s like we said yesterday, we need to be careful,” she replied, looking over at me as we drove.  “But I trust us to be smart … to be smart and still have our fun?”

The next few minutes passed in separate, silent thought.

“You still on board with this, sweetheart?  Did anything change since we agreed everything yesterday?” she asked, leading me, her face a little anxious, the kid in the candy shop who might be about to get their hand smacked.

“I guess,” I answered, making a mental note that although she’d acknowledged my fears, she’d not gone as far as to offer to cancel our plans – or even change a single element!  A thought that made my spine shiver from head to toe … shiver in a good way, shiver in a not so good way!

“Thanks, baby,” she smiled, her sticky, made-up lips brushing mine.  Looking deep into my eyes, adding, “we’ll both have fun, sweetheart!”

A few more minutes and her playful side was back in control.

“Mmm … I didn’t expect MARCUS to be so supportive,” she mused, her smile mischievous, “and I wonder what MARCUS will be doing while we’re away…”

She wasn’t remotely interested in Marcus … my impish, frisky wife was teasing me by referring to the safety word that she’d floated – floated before half-changing her mind, leaving me in a state of mental anguish as to whether anything would happen if I ever cried ‘Marc…’

~~~~~    

Driving past the Sunnyside Baptist Church, I couldn’t help think of the irony – think of the irony and say a few quiet prayers! 

I was buzzing with excitement, but I was also nervous as a kitten … my whole stomach scrunched up into a ball about one inch square!

Pulling up outside Clayton’s home for the first time, I was struck by just how nice it was.  Not the typical home in Sunnyside, Marcus’s brother Deon and his wife Brianna had obviously done well for themselves.  It was a long, low slung two-story affair that looked easily big for the nine residents it had recently shared … the space versus people challenge helped by the willingness of one of the residents to bed-hop and share!

“You got this, baby!” Lizzy smiled lovingly, sticky neon red lips touching mine, making me sigh.  Were we really doing this?  What kind of a fool was I?  A fool with a hard cock … a fool whose sexual desires and fantasies were well in control.

I could and should want this wonderful woman and her sticky lips all to myself, but my beloved and myself were both equally and hopelessly in love with this new set of thrills.  Neither one of us willing or able to pull our life partner back from the edge of the dangerous precipice.
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“Hey cucky!  Great to see you!”

Damned!  Any hope of a soft-landing, slipping into the house unnoticed had just instantly evaporated – greeted by Darnell sitting in the living room’s only armchair, munching a mid-evening sandwich and looking at me like a lion looks at a zebra.

“Darnell!” I replied, trying to sound firm and tough, trying to put down a marker to make the next few weeks easier as I parked my suitcase on the floor.  (Lizzy’s stuff was already here!)

“So, you decided to finally join us!  Come and watch your wife having real sex … real sex with real men!” he chuckled, grinning at my discomfort, me the insect whose legs and wings he was pulling off. 

“Liz told me all about your heart-to-heart … your ‘Come to Jesus’ moment, seeing the light … understanding who you really are!”

I looked across at her - looked daggers.  Squeezing my hand she mouthed ‘Sorry’.  The fact she’d shared our most private conversations with my tormentor felt like a blade thrust through my heart, but my cock hardened even more.

Fuck, this was going to be way harder than I’d imagined – and I’d imagined it being very hard!

“Nothing to say for yourself, cucky?” he sneered, failing again to use my proper name, like I’d done with him.  “Nothing at all?  Not even an apology for stealing away our lovely Lizzy … by the way, do you like the new look?  Poor us, our balls been busy producing, but we ain’t had any willing pussy, mouth or ass to take our horny loads!  And that’s on you, cucky … I think you owe me and the guys an apology…”

There was a long, tense stand-off. 

Aside from the thought bubble above my head – ‘Go fuck yourself’ in pitch thirty font – I sensed that if I didn’t stand my ground now, my week would be downright hellish.  The balance between pain and pleasure totally out of whack.

“Darnell, I got nothing to say to you … we’re here now, and you and the guys already had plenty from me … plenty of time with Lizzy … so, if you’re gonna be a dickhead about this, I’ll leave now … and, as much as I know Lizzy loves all the dick, I’m pretty sure she’ll come with me … it’s not like yours are the only black dicks in Sunnyside!”

Seething, he continued to stare at me, scowling.

I stepped closer, held my hand out. 

I thought my words had been a carefully calibrated middle ground – emphasizing what I’d already given, calling out how much Lizzy loved their dicks – but maybe he didn’t see it that way.

He accepted my hand, but his expression suggested there’d be blowback later for me not playing ball.  But this was probably still better than being a zebra that put up zero fight.  That kind of zebra that never lived to fight another day!

~~~~~    

“Boys, boys,” Lizzy giggled, “Guess I should take it as a compliment, my boys fighting over me … anyway, me and Alan will go and get settled in.”

“’Alan’, while he’s here, he’s cucky boy … even to you, Liz!  Okay!”

This time it was her eyes which mouthed ‘Sorry’.

“Okay … me and cucky boy will go and get settled in…”

“Like we agreed, Liz … settle the gimp in the bedroom next to OUR bedroom … that way he gets to know and hear how thing’s gonna be … don’t want that little noodle dick of his thinking it has any visiting rights with my woman’s sweet body!”

“Yes, babe … just like we agreed…”

Oh fuck, how many of the kinky ideas I’d agreed to – ideas I’d thought had been Lizzy’s – had been Darnell’s ideas all along?  Was I being played here?  Had been played all along?  As we climbed the stairs, my rampant paranoia was back on full throttle.  Darnell? Clayton?  Marcus?  Just who was I up against here?

~~~~~  

“Are you okay, honey?  You look a bit pale,” Lizzy asked, walking me past the small bedroom into the master bedroom and opening a walk-in closet.

“I guess,” I answered, still chewed up by my interaction with Darnell, but now more than a little distracted by the contents of the closet – maybe only a third of the clothes I’d seen before. 

I know Lizzy had been away more than two months, and I’d expected the odd new garment or two, but hell – it was like I was looking at a whole new wardrobe.  Virtually none of it I recognized, and absolutely all it sexy and revealing in one way or another.

I think this was the moment it really sank in how little I really knew about what had been going on in the house these last couple of months.  In the whole two months, I’d had three short dates with Lizzy – but they’d been away from the house.  And the sum total of my watching in that time had amounted to nothing more than one day and one evening. 

Barely one or two hundredths of the time Lizzy had spent in the house.  And that’s what the clothing brought home to me – just how little I knew of what had been happening and how it might have changed her.

As she pulled garments along the rail, weighing up options, she caught me looking.  Even seeing my stunned look, she chose to tease.  “See anything you fancy?  Anything you want me to wear for Darnell and the boys?”  At least - just the two of us alone – she wasn’t calling me ‘cucky’!

The collection Darnell and the boys had assembled for her over the last two months was truly eclectic.  It ranged from the shortest, most revealing skirts and hot pants I’d ever seen in all types of material and shades of color. 

Leather, denim, latex and plain old cloth all got a look-in in various shades from shocking yellow through electric blue to vivid, suggestive red.  And all the tops I could see would show off her big boobs to perfection, with most of them also making sure the boys would also enjoy unrestricted access to her toned, flat tummy.

And of course, as well as these regular but sexy clothes, there were ‘specialty’ costumes.  Back home we had costumes we’d tried over the years – but the contents of that closet were something else! 

Nurses, nuns and milk maidens all made an appearance – it was like the props department for a porn studio.  But the most common type of costume – available in a variety of colors and styles – were sexy schoolgirl, schoolteacher outfits!   (Maybe not wholly surprising, given how they’d changed Lizzy’s appearance to remind them of their favorite French teacher.)

The sheer quantity of these outfits had a big impact on me – really bringing it home how long Lizzy had been with the boys, and how little I knew of her new life with them.

I’d probably spent ages staring into the closet and dwelling on this except for the fact that Lizzy accidentally-on-purpose kicked a plastic storage box so its contents spilled out all over the closet floor.

“Oops,” she grinned.

“What the hell’s all that?” I spluttered, barely able to believe some of things I was seeing.

“Would you like a closer look?” she asked as she stepped close, holding a red ball gag in one hand and an absolutely massive, floppy foot-long black cock in the other.

“They use these on you?” I gulped, my imagination running wild at what Lizzy would look like with these weird, massive objects inserted into her pussy or ass.

“Uh-huh, some of them, but others, not yet,” she smiled. “Why?  Would you like a taste too?”

Seeing my reaction, she had the sense to rapidly back pedal, “Only teasing, hun, I know these next few weeks are already going to break enough barriers for you … I’d never let them do anything to you that you didn’t want…”

‘Never let them do…’  Just a phrase, just four words, but it brought it home to me just how vulnerable my position could be.  There were eight of them and only one of me, and they were nearly all bigger and stronger than me.  Fuck, I felt my gut clench as my fight or flight trigger flooded my body with adrenaline.

‘Calm down, Alan … nothing like that’s gonna happen,’ I told myself.  ‘Everything’s out in the open, these kids are headed off to college and employers, they don’t want criminal charges or scandal … but even so…’

My shoulders shivered with fear as other thoughts hit home.  ‘That Darnell, definitely something mean about him…’

‘You’ll be fine … he won’t want to piss Lizzy off and kill the golden goose … and him and Marcus go back for ever…’

Stepping right up close, she thrust the floppy foot-long black cock into my hand.

“Hold it,” she teased, “feel the weight ... heavy, isn’t it?  Weighs nearly two pounds, more than thirteen inches long and eleven of those are for the benefit of my tight little pussy…”

“Have they used this one on you yet?” I asked, feeling like a naïve, virginal schoolboy on his first time in a whorehouse.

“That would be telling, wouldn’t it!  What would be the fun in that?” she grinned, stooping to hand me another, even larger black piece of rubber.

This one was as long as the Dredd cock but was insanely thick and had a small squishy bulb attached to it by a thin pipe, reminding me of the apparatus they use to inflate blood monitoring cuffs.  Smooth, not gnarled, it was so fat it looked like a giant zucchini.  Even after two years with Marcus, no way would something that wide fit inside Lizzy’s body without sending her on a blues and twos trip to the ER!

“It’s inflatable, silly!” she giggled, squeezing on the bulb to help explain – her tone more inquisitive schoolgirl than sex kitten.  The way she giggled making me think she’d not yet savored the particular delights of this huge, inflatable plastic zucchini.  Although I don’t think I’d ever seen a zucchini in that particular shade of black!

“Apparently, this one’s modelled on a horse!” she told me, trying to keep a straight face but her twinkling eyes giving her away – she was loving how more and more dazed I looked with each new item she thrust into my hand. 

“Not as thick as Dredd or the inflatable one, but seventeen inches long! Can you imagine?” she teased.  “Apparently in Russia, Queen Catherine the Great used to have stallions hoisted up on a harness above her so she could get herself fucked by horse dick without being crushed to death!”

“And this one, this one’s a dog dick….”  She sounded so matter of fact.  “As you can see, it’s not as long or quite as thick as the other ones, but it’s got this dog knot, or ridge, halfway up, just like a real dog … with a bitch, it plugs the dog’s seed inside … for a woman, apparently the shape of the knot rubbing up and down drives her crazy…”

‘Apparently…’  Good to know, so along with the inflatable Zucchini, this dog dick hadn’t been used on her … at least not yet.

“Talking of knots and ridges, this one takes some getting used to,” her words sounding the alarm, her smile implying the opposite as she handed me a toy that was the smallest by a considerable margin.  It was a mere eight or nine inches and only a large rather than freakish girth.  But its superpower wasn’t length or girth – it was the network of prominent nubs that covered the entire fake penis from just above the balls to just below the glans.

Being fucked by that had to be the sexual equivalent of being fucked by a porcupine – pleasure, but likely too much pleasure.  A woman fucked by something like that, if the fucking was too fast or too raw, would likely die of a surplus of climaxes!  Endorphins, dopamine and electric shocks combining to make her ending a happy but terminal one!  And from the way Lizzy had spoken of it, she’d certainly sampled its ability to cause terminal overloads of pleasure at least once!

~~~~~    

“Well, can’t stand around here all day,” my smiling wife teased, “if I don’t get back to my horny boys, knowing that lot and how full their balls are after a few hours without my attentions, they’ll be out on the streets accosting the locals!”

What an image!  And one she started to back up by donning clothes which obviously represented a sexy schoolteacher outfit. 

A short, short academic gown was the main clue – because the rest could have been sexy anything.  Five-inch strappy platform ‘fuck-me’ shoes with a matching black leather miniskirt (very chic, very French).  A strapless bra, highly visible through her blouse because of the bra’s black color and the thinness of the blouse.  The bra and blouse both so undersized and tight there seemed a huge danger her boobs would spill out and pop two or three buttons or take someone’s eye out! 

Maybe that’s why she’d left the top three buttons undone?  Supposedly to manage the pressure – more factually, to cause extra pressure in the balls of her young admirers.

Loving how I was ogling her as my jaw scraped along the floor, she smiled and gave me a soft kiss.

“Sorry, hun … you don’t mind me flaunting myself like this, do you?  I tried to do the buttons up, but they were just too tight,” she teased.  Looking me in the eye to judge my response - feeling the front of my pants to get a truer measure of my feelings.

She could see I was more than a little unnerved.  The interaction with Darnell, the toys, and now all this, but she could also feel how hard I was.

“You okay, hun?” she asked, her hand still on my groin, just for a moment her face serious.  The words caught in my throat.  How I was feeling, what I wanted to say – it was all so hard.  My jaw moved, but no words came out.

~~~~~    

And then, just like that, she was gone.  No long, serious chat about how I really was.  No offer to stop or talk about safety words.  Just a husband left with nothing more than a hard cock, remembered images and the lingering, wafting aroma of her perfume.

My gut churning and with every nerve sensor on fire, it really hit home how intense the next few days were going to be.  How intense and how dangerous.

Until now, my side of all these extreme summer games had come through the remote safety and half-vivid filter of calls and screens.  If it all got too much, I could end calls and break links – and my emotions were only assailed by sight and sound.

But now this!  This was hugely different – up multiple levels of excitement and involvement, but also multiple levels of danger and risk of overload.

Now I was right in the middle – center stage. 

What if I couldn’t cope with what I was about to see, hear and experience?  What if I couldn't cope with the mind games Darnell, Jayden and the others might want to use to involve me?  What if this ‘cucky boy’ could just about cope hiding behind the remote safety of a few short to medium length calls – but would be totally and utterly overloaded by a whole week of twenty-four seven exposure to his wife loving every moment of being the sexual plaything of a bunch of well-endowed horny black guys?

Shit, it was a helluva set of thoughts!  Maybe that’s why Lizzy had tried to keep it light and inject an element of humor.  It was her way of trying to remind me this was all just a game.  That real life that was waiting for us back in Woodlands – the real life of family, work and Marcus – was what really mattered to her.

Standing there alone in the loneliness of the bedroom that had become her second home, I appreciated her efforts – just one more sign of how she was looking out for both of our needs.

But then, idly scanning the room, I caught sight of a lanyard with a military pass for Fort Bragg.  Just a simple, small thing but it brought me crashing back into the reality of our situation. 

Reminding me this bedroom – a bedroom I wasn’t meant to be in, I was meant to be in the small adjacent ‘listening’ room – was the bedroom Lizzy shared with Darnell. 

Reminding me that even if Lizzy only saw all this as a temporary game, the man whose military pass it was saw it all in a very different way.  Reminding me of how after Lizzy and I had argued, he’d used our fight to comfort her, belittle me and generally deepen his relationship with her.  Reminding her that he’d soon be out of the military and inviting her to ponder, of all the Alpha males she’d met, who was really the biggest and baddest.  Inviting her to wonder as to whether she’d really made the right choice back on that first night in the club.

The whole train of thought sent a violent shiver down my spine.

Fuck, it was only Monday, and for the next week I’d voluntarily agreed to be incarcerated in a house with a guy trained in PsychWar and whose intentions towards Lizzy and me couldn’t have been clearer. 

My gut was squeezing itself into a tiny ball as I wondered how long it would be before he started pulling the legs and wings off this particular husbandly insect.
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The answer to my question was ‘not very long at all’ – and just as you’d expect from a man trained in PsychWar, his arrival brought a confusing and disorienting set of emotions.

“Ah, Alan!  There you are!  Thought I’d come and check-in on you … check you’re okay with what I said when you arrived … I said all that shit coz, from what Lizzy tells me, you really like all that kind of cuck, humiliation shit…”

“We good?  I didn’t push it too far?” he asked, offering a large black hand to me – smiling, half wolf, half bouncing golden retriever.

It was easy to feel intimidated by a guy like Darnell.  Only slightly smaller than Lizzy’s boyfriend Marcus, apart from when we’d arrived, this was my first time to meet him up close.

That first night in the club, I’d only seen him dancing with Lizzy from a distance.  And all the other times over the last few weeks had only seen him through cameras.  He was just over six-foot and must have weighed in at two-fifty or two-sixty.

He was only wearing shorts – no doubt to show off his physique – and I could see that although Marcus was in great shape, Darnell’s military lifestyle gave his muscles a harder, denser edge.

Way back on that first night, one big reason Lizzy had preferred Marcus over Darnell was that Malcoln was slightly bigger, playing right into her fantasy about big-bodied black guys.  But now looking at him, feeling just as intimidated as I’d felt around Marcus that night, I couldn’t help but wonder which of their two bodies Lizzy preferred now?

“We good?” he asked a second time – but still I didn’t jump to answer.  I took my time, looking directly at him, sizing him up.  Judging him slightly more classically handsome than Marcus, with his sharp features, searching brown eyes and neck-length dreads.  Definitely more likely to warm the average female heart than the slightly wider, more thickset features of Marcus.

I reached out and shook his hand but pushed back, “I know your game, Darnell … that night Lizzy and I argued, I heard what you said to her.”

His features didn’t even flicker, “Alan, I’m not your enemy, it’s not YOU I’m trying to replace!”

Fighting my sense of intimidation, we stared each other out, as he let his words sink in.  “It’s Marcus I’m trying to replace … that’ll be enough for me, Alan … I’ll make her happier than him … and, you know, Alan … he’s not the friend you think he is!”

Another pause for his poison to sink in and do its work.

“All this,” he said, waving his hands around, “it’s not exactly Marcus’s way, is it?  Sharing Lizzy - you know he only arranged it to try and take her away from you … he’s sneaky like that!  Always has been. Me, I’m an honest, in your face kind of guy…”

I really doubted that!  But this whole thing, all these mind games were really hurting my head.  Just because I didn’t think I could trust him, didn’t mean the poison he dripped about Marcus didn’t sink in.

The points he’d made about why Marcus had done something I knew he hated only amplified my own fears.  Marcus had said it was all about helping the woman he loved explore her sexuality, but was it really?  Or was that just his cover story?

“Look, Alan, I can see the doubt in your eyes … truth is, you’re just gonna have to make your own mind up!  But ask yourself this … the Road Trip, this whole house … after two years together, was this really about letting Lizzy explore?  Or was he trying to create problems between you and Lizzy?  You know how he hates to share … even with you!”

I wanted to hate him, wanted to disagree – but the cunning fucker was adding fuel to fears I already had.  Was this what they taught you in Fort Bragg?  How to read your captives and use their weaknesses against them?

“Make your own mind up, Al … I just hope you get a chance to get to know me a little better this next week … I’m a stand-up guy, still serving while Marcus quit … you know, that first night, it could just as easily have been me…”

He offered his hand again, “Truce?”  I accepted and allowed him to pull me out from the large bedroom to the smaller bedroom next door.

“This is your room … make yourself at home,” he grinned, stripping out of his shorts to reveal a thick, dangling cock that even limp must have been a good six or seven inches long.

Nodding at my pants he chuckled.  “If you want to come down to watch, better lose them … house rules, Alan!  Besides, you cuck guys like that kind of thing … letting your woman see how tiny and inadequate your cocks are!”

I blushed, heart pounding, glad I still had pants on so he couldn’t see how my cock had jerked at his comment.

~~~~~    

With Darnell and his big swinging dick suddenly gone, life suddenly felt very lonely.

I could hear the sounds of merriment – mostly male voices, but the occasional higher pitched laugh or moan from the only woman in the house – and the fact I was remote from the fun just made me feel even more alone.

Fuck!  Did I want Darnell back in the room? 

Hardly!  Lizzy would have been my number one, two and three choices – but hearing her happy laughter wafting up the stairs, I knew she was otherwise engaged.

Hhhh, I sighed.  Could I really bring myself to go downstairs and become Mister full-on cuckold? Sure, over a slow and gradual evolution, I’d allowed Marcus to enter our lives and even become my wife’s boyfriend.  And, whilst for the most part, he’d preferred I wasn’t around, there had been some sporadic episodes of trash-talking.

But this, this was on a wholly new level.  Not just watching from behind the safety of a screen, having to deal with nothing more dangerous than the occasional snide text or talk with one of Lizzy’s summertime lovers.

This had the potential to spiral out into something truly humiliating and emasculating.  Drugs, booze and testosterone (not to mention Lizzy’s estrogen) made for a powerful and potential terminal mix.  Dosed up like that, and seeing Lizzy’s small white husband strutting around with his under-sized cock as hard as nails – who could say how things might develop?

But dammit, what was my alternative?  To sit here and just listen?  Bottling the challenge and feeling even worse?  Safe from any barbs and insults, but feeling weak from my lack of courage and unable to see what was actually happening?

‘Grow a pair, Alan,’ I told myself!

At the fourth time of chastising myself and looking in the small closet mirror – my feet finally obeyed my mind and slowly started marching me down the stairs.

~~~~~    

Shit!  Striding down the stairs butt naked, my thin, emaciated five-and-a-half inches waggling in front of me, I’d never felt more vulnerable or more elated.

A whole lifetime of feeling self-conscious in locker rooms and restrooms thrown aside with a freeing, frightening energy – every step further taking me closer to when I expected someone or something to kick me in the balls.

But, at first, they were all way too preoccupied even to notice me.  Preoccupied with the other adult member of the Andrews family.

My position at the foot of the stairs was back right behind the horseshoe of white leather sofas – people sat like to when I’d last seen this room, after Lizzy and I had argued, and Darnell was sweet talking her.

Just like then, the teenagers were lounging on the sofas, half an eye on the TV and half an eye on events in the armchair – events which were hugely different to last time.

Then, Clayton and Darnell had been like dogs on heat, fighting for Lizzy’s attention.  Lizzy sat on Clayton’s lap, arms wrapped possessively around his neck as Darnell dripped all kinds of lies about me into Lizzy’s ear.

But now, after being chewed out by his uncle, Clayton was on the other side of the room and it was Darnell who seemed to be winning.  It was Darnell who was sat lounging like a king in the room’s only armchair.  Only this time the scene wasn’t the tame scene of Lizzy sitting on his lap – the scene I stared at was Lizzy kneeling on a cushion at his feet, as she lovingly cupped his balls while her mouth sucked and worshipped his long, fat cock.

Listening, like the rest of us, to the gurgling sounds of my wife suckling at his meat, he looked a supremely happy man.  Contented enough not to be selfish – sharing his spoils as he smiled benevolently at the gangly, frizzy-haired Tyrone who was kneeling behind my wife’s shapely ass.  His dark hands firmly gripping her pale hips as he slowly went in and out.  His smile almost as happy as Darnell’s as he savored the feel and warmth of my wife’s pussy as she reveled in the way his eleven inches were touching depths only he could reach.

Just when I thought I was invisible to them, Darnell spotted me – his look in my direction alerting all the others.

Before any of them could speak – Clayton looked like he was going to say something - he raised a finger to his lips, and they all understood.  Lizzy was facing away, head down, mouth and pussy full of cock.  She had no idea I was there, and Darnell wanted to keep it that way.

Gently lifting her blonde head away from his groin, he tilted her head for maximum eye contact.  A long, thin line of drool glistened between the head of his cock and her chin making things look even more nasty – a surreal contrast with their emotion-laden eye contact. 

“Happy, baby?  One big cock pleasuring your pussy, one happy mouth slobbering away and worshipping your man’s meat…”

“Mmmm,” she moaned happily, “super-happy, baby.”

“Who da ya want next?” he asked, a small flutter of Lizzy’s eyelids and a tremble of her ass indicating she was enjoying a small climax as Tyrone groaned.  The groan and his long, deep thrust telling me they were cumming together as he pumped his virile young seed deep into Lizzy’s pussy.

“Huh … huh,” she huffed, “give … give a girl a chance,” she whispered.

“Clayton?” Darnell grinned.

“Good call, baby?” she smiled – making me wonder if my earlier fears about the closeness between the youngster and my wife were still valid.

“Clayton, you’re up!” the armchair king ordered, pushing Lizzy’s lips back down over the head of his large cock, reaching back to pull Lizzy’s legs apart and winking at me.  Showing me Tyrone’s thick, sticky jizz already bubbling at Lizzy’s entrance as some of it started running down her thighs.

Marcus’s teenage nephew didn’t need a second invitation.  Stepping in, taking his cue from Darnell as he pulled Lizzy’s thighs even wider, he took a fingertip of his buddy’s jizz and winked as he held it up in my direction.  ‘Ya wanna taste?’ his none too subtle message as I stood at the bottom of the stairs hypnotized by the whole scene.

A bright flash dazzled me and broke me out of it.

Fuck!  Darnell was holding up his phone, pointed directly at me.  Quickly checking the image, he pulled Lizzy’s blonde head off his cock – my confused wife looking unhappy at the interruption as she tried to work out what he was showing her.

“Look Liz, hubby seems to love it all as much as you do!  Look how hard he is!  Look how he loves playing with his little boy white cock while he watches you with real men!”

Oh fuck!  Looking down at my disobedient hand, I realized I’d been so wrapped up in the eroticism of finally seeing in the flesh Lizzy being so slutty that I’d started jerking off in front of all the other guys.

Lizzy squinted at the little screen, then turned to look at me – a cave sized grin on her face.  “Oh, baby … you really ARE a cuckold, aren’t you!  Helpless to stop yourself, happier to watch rather than fuck your wife … happier to let other, better and bigger cocks fuck her!”

Lizzy’s face smiled – but her eyes were serious.  Loving – but serious.

My chest muscles contracted sharply, I felt utterly humiliated, my cheeks burning bright red.  But my whole body, every single nerve ending, was flooded with excitement.  My eyes looking directly into Lizzy’s, the two of us sharing an intense, soul-searching moment of love and truth.

She blew me a kiss, “Love you, cucky!  But I’m kinda busy here … you just play with yourself for a while, while the real men see to my needs!  Be a good boy … try not to make a mess, then mama will come and give your little cocklet a helping hand later … give your cocklet a dribbly, little spurt treat … when I’m done keeping the real men happy!”

Oh fuck!  I was so humiliated.  I so wanted to die … but my cock was insanely hard … impossibly hard, and try as I might, I couldn’t move my feet to take my hand away from my ‘cocklet’ … damn, even I was thinking of it that way!  Five-and-a-half inches and a little thin, it wasn’t that different to normal – but that wasn’t the game we were playing, that wasn’t the fantasy Lizzy and I had built!
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Marcus had only fucked Lizzy a few strokes worth when Darnell decided to switch things around bit.

“On the mattress, babe!” he ordered, taking up a position underneath her and pulling her down onto him, the slow speed their bodies joined and the look on Lizzy’s face telling me he was impaling her ass.

“Ok, boys!  You first, Clayton … fuck her fast, like you mean it … hard and fast, then give her your baby batter … let’s really breed the naughty little teacher slut … see how much seed we can pump into her in the next few minutes!”

Clayton was soon back in her, Lizzy moaning and wrapping her legs and arms around him as she responded to every thrust of his thick ten-inch cock.

“Hey cucky!” Darnell called, snapping me out of my staring.  “Didn’t think I’d forgotten you, did you?  If you can bear to stop playing with your tiny white dick for just a moment, get your ass over here so you can get yourself a proper look at what it is Lizzy needs now!  What she’s learned this last couple of months … come on, come on … get real close, cucky boy!”

Fuck, it was so, so embarrassing!

If, nearly three years ago when Lizzy and I had first discussed fantasies, you’d told me that I’d be meekly follow the orders of this black bully, I’d have told you that you were insane!  But every twist on the road had led to this.  And his orders to get closer, to get a real ringside view to watch as a bunch of black teenagers queued up to fuck my more than willing wife was just too damned seductive and tempting.

Never mind pride, anger or ego – almost feeling like I was sleepwalking as I walked across the room.  I was so hypnotized I hardly realized my hand was still on my dick as I walked over and laid down on the mattress.  My knee jerk, automatic reaction to reach out for Lizzy’s hand.  Before I realized I was reaching for fresh air, her hands and arms were locked around Clayton’s neck, just like her lips were locked on his.

Fuck!  So painful, yet so erotic.

It was a good twenty or thirty seconds – but seemed infinitely longer – before Lizzy pulled her face sufficiently away from her young lover to register I was there.  Her face going through all kinds of contortions as she went through all kinds of sensations and emotions. 

Love for her husband, her own carnal feminine desires, her husband’s strange kink being just three of the thought-streams I saw floating across her whole being. Before her EQ won against her IQ and she reached down, grasped my hand and connected with me physically and emotionally.

“Honey, this is us! This is who we are! Me, you … this is us!  We’re still Lizzy and Alan, still mom and dad, but this is us as well … we did the hard bit, we told the girls … now we’ve got to tell each other!” she smiled.  Together for so long – fifth grade to two kids in college – I instantly got her.  Got her and loved what she was saying – that she was officially telling me this was the start of our new life. 

Not a new life to replace our old life, but a new life to complement our old life.  Still mom, still dad.  Still Alan and Lizzy, best friends and partners for life.  But also, a couple owning and living our deepest sexual truths.

Her confidence, her certainty was infectious.  She had no doubts, and I looked into her eyes and knew what she was saying was the truth.  Our new truth.  We’d always be best friends, always be mom and dad but that we were moving to a new truth about what our sexual needs were and how we met these needs.

“Honey?” she asked, needing an answer.

Pulling myself back from my thoughts, I smiled at her and told her three simple things. 

“Love you, babe … love you always,” followed by a simple, “I know!”

She kissed me.  The kiss was enough.  It was exquisite,  it was enough for a couple who’d loved each other since fifth grade when the pretty new girl had arrived in my town.

She kissed me again.  “Now, cucky … my wonderful cuckold, cucky husband, I’ve got some friends who need my attention!”

And with that she was gone!

Signaling her love, but gone!  Unequivocally gone, back into the world she’d described in eight simple words.  ‘This is us! This is who we are..’  Her arms were back around Clayton’s muscular neck as I obeyed Darnell’s order, unable to stop looking at how Lizzy’s body responded to her young lover’s body with such passion and excitement.

Then it started.  Just as Darnell, big cock deep in Lizzy’s ass, had ordered – one black teenager after another stepping up between her spread thighs.  Their big black cocks acting as sex batons in the most crude, animalistic of relay races.  Instead of a racing baton being handed youth-to-youth, it was Lizzy’s pale legs which went hand-to-black-hand as each new youngster grabbed her legs from the last one.  Each teenager competing to lift her legs higher - fuck her faster and deeper and harder than the guy who’d fucked her before.  Each new guy trying to make her squeal louder and cum more than the guy before. 

Each fuck session ending the same way.  The loving pair, so different in age and ethnicity, eating each other’s lips with intense hunger as the young bull roared and pumped another load of virile African-American seed deep into Lizzy’s body.

~~~~~

“Hey, cucky … would ya look at that!”

“Hey cucky … GET in there!  Get yourself a better look!”

Each time one young guy came and withdrew, the rest of the animal pack would shout to me to get close and see just how battered Lizzy’s pussy was now and how much jizz had been added to the running total.  And I’m ashamed to admit – sitting at the side, hand sliding up and down my cock – several times I couldn’t resist and did drop down to her hips for a better look.

But it was only after the last guy had cum that things got really, really nasty.

By now Lizzy was a happy but totally exhausted, damp rag of a woman, lying there as she received a seventh power-fucking and a seventh big load in her pussy.  They’d all gone so hard and fast that it had been less than an hour since Clayton’s ten-incher had started the whole train-fuck. But with the virility of youth all six of the youngsters were ready to go again - only Leroy, older and last of the seven, was still limp and in recovery mode.

Seeing all the youngster’s crowding the mattress, jerking their meat, I thought Lizzy’s pussy was in for a second round of high-energy pounding - but Darnell had other ideas.

“Okay, guys!  Time to give Lizzy a creamy shower!  Time to show cucky boy that she’s ours now – right boys?”

“Hell yeah!” they all shouted, cackling and high fiving as they got even closer, forcing me to retreat to the bottom of the mattress, near to Lizzy’s feet.

Seconds later the eyes of seven big black cocks were opening-closing, opening-closing, opening-closing as the seed from fourteen black balls was hosed all over Lizzy’s face, tits and chest.  My seemingly-dead-to-the-world wife brought back to life as Darnell gently lifted her head, and she opened her eyes to smile as she received their tribute.  As she let their jets of sticky white baby batter bathe her and own her, Lizzy and me the only two staying silent as they all cackled and laughed at the lewd significance of the event.

Their laughter and chat went from noisy throng to quiet murmur as they pulled back, grinned and chatted.  Only Darnell stayed fully energized.

“Your turn now cucky!” Darnell told me, his voice serious as his piercing brown eyes fixed me.

My heart raced.  For a moment I thought he meant to have one or more of them fuck me or shoot their jizz on MY face, but then he explained himself.

“Get your face down there, cucky boy!  Don’t pretend you didn’t know this was coming!  When you watched and jerked off when we gave Liz a bukkake before, she warned you you’d have to lick and clean up!  So go on, cucky, get down there and clean up your beloved!  Or … do you want me and the boys to force you?”

The tone of his face and the look in his eyes was deadly serious.  I felt sick and repulsed – but another, deviant part of me wanted to do it.  Wanted to be part of it.  Wanted to take things to the next depth in this sick, depraved game we were playing.

“Good boy…”  He could see me slowly start to move, see me slowly submitting to his will, my head inching closer to the frothy mess between her legs, my breathing deep and focused as I tried not to retch, tried not to think…

“Arh!  Not yet!”

What?

“Not yet, cucky … kiss her face first!  Kiss her face!  Show her you love her!  Show us all how much you love her, how much your little cucky heart loves the taste of kissing black man’s jizz and licking it off your beloved’s face!”

Fuck!  Would this never end?  But my cock was harder than ever – even though I was no longer stroking myself.

Fuck!  My journey carried on higher, my breathing still deep and focused … until finally I was face to face with Lizzy.

“You okay with this, baby?  Not too much?” she whispered quietly, love in her eyes – words just for us, no one else able to hear.

But even as she whispered, there was a mischievous smile on her lips that told me she was loving all this.  That, however deep her love for me was, the man she loved debasing himself like this was just one more hot act in the depths of her naughty, slutty fantasy world.

‘Marcus,’ ‘Malc…’  What would happen if I did use our safety word?  Was it even a safety word?  Lizzy had been intentionally ambiguous – raising it, but not actually agreeing to it, leaving it hanging there in the most uncertain and unsure of ways.

Fuck!  What would I feel if I pulled the cord and then nothing happened?  That would just make things a million times worse!  A million times more humiliating…

The thought was still in my head, but I did nothing … did nothing except lower my face next to hers … the best of a bad bunch seemed to be the choice to kiss Lizzy … I knew what I’d find on my lips that I wouldn’t like, but at least this way I’d get the emotional anchor of touching her lips, feeling her love and support…

“Love you, babe,” she cooed softly, her lips soft and reassuring, her smile loving and kinky … only then did the secondary sensations kick in … the stickiness of the white jizz that I’d found on her lips … the salty, tangy taste and slightly sour aroma from what my lips were touching and from all the other jizz to the right and left of my nostrils.

“Good cuck! That’s a start, now one more kiss, then you lick up a little … then a little more … I know it’s hard cucky boy, but ya gotta do it … gotta show Liz you accept she’s ours now … show her you love her whatever she chooses to do…”

I couldn’t see the look on his face – he was underneath Lizzy, and I was staring at her face – but Darnell’s voice and commands were a strange mix of cruel and compassionate.  There would be no compromise – but he knew this was hard.

More deep breaths, more stopping myself retching … I closed my eyes and moved my head to the right, feeling Lizzy’s hand squeezing mine.  “Come on, baby, you can do it, sweetheart,” she whispered as snake-like, my tongue flicked out and touched at her cheek, licked at her cheek, feeling an instant retch in my throat, the two sides of me warring with each other as I forced myself onwards.

It got easier.  The words from ‘The first cut is the deepest’ played in my head as my tongue flicked out again and again, the repeated squeezing of Lizzy comforting and driving me onwards as I moved my head to the other cheek.

Finally, I opened my eyes, the taste and texture in my mouth now totally overpowering, overwhelming.  The need to retch kept repeating, no matter how many times I told myself it was just assorted proteins, minerals and enzymes.  Hundreds of thousands of years of cultural, male-on-male indoctrination and evolution telling me how wrong this all was.  How what I was tasting signified me losing and coming last – never mind the reality that I was the male who’d bred and had a lifetime being loved by Lizzy.

I could hear them laughing and saying all kinds of shit in the background, but I hardly heard them - I was totally focused on Lizzy.  Totally in love with her, totally devoted to her.  Our eyes, the look between us forming a solid bond that would never be broken – the strange truth being that what I’d just done for her, done for me, just made us even stronger as a team.  As a loving team exploring this strange new world.

“Love you, Alan … my happy little cucky,” she whispered as the rest of them carried on noisily mocking me, her smile hinting at what I knew was coming next, “come on, I know you want to … want to clean me up properly!”

Taking a deep breath, taking strength from a last look between us, my head went lower, kissing my way down her belly as I’d so often done in the past.

Then she’d been perfumed and showered – clean.  But now every second kiss would connect with a small or large splatter of semen and all the time I knew I was getting closer to the part of her body that was absolutely sodden with the boys’ male juices. 

The aroma getting stronger each second that I got closer until finally my eyes were past the ‘EJ-C-L-T-LD : 2016’ tattoo and staring at the battered, bubbling mess that was the flooded entrance to my wife’s body.  Also, staring at the two large balls that marked the spot where Darnell’s black cock had been thrust deep into Lizzy’s ass.

Lizzy’s fingers were in my hair, her nails digging into my scalp as she gently pushed my face where she wanted it.  Me closing my eyes again, the only way I could cope with what I had to do as I held my breath and dived in.  Some combative, caveman part of my brain releasing a hidden reserve of ‘I’m not gonna let the bastards beat me’ determination.

With gusto I started lapping like a dog, sucking like an anteater on steroids as finally my retching reflex gave up and I went at it like a crazy man.  Only three things in my mind right now.  Pleasuring Lizzy.  Not being beaten, and a weird, kinky pleasure of willingly putting myself through the ultimate ritual of humiliation.  The only things keeping me sane being the knowledge that Lizzy wanted this, and that this was my own decision – that any time I wanted I could walk away.  Although whether Lizzy would walk away with me was seriously open to doubt.

“Good cuck … that’s it … show us all you recognize your place at the bottom of the sex chain,” Darnell cackled, the others joining in with other taunts of hooting laughter.  But it hardly registered – I was too busy pleasuring the woman I loved, pleasuring myself in ways I hardly understood and telling myself I had the final laugh.  Telling myself they were all just toys in the game Lizzy and I had built over the last two years.

In the end it was the same hands and nails that had pushed me down that pulled my wet, sticky face back up.  The same eyes that looked at me with nothing but tenderness and love.

“That’s enough, baby,” she smiled.  “Me and Darnell are going to shower and go to bed now … we want you in the room next door to our bedroom … okay, cucky?”

‘Baby,’ had gone – maybe just a slip of the tongue – as I was suddenly back firmly and squarely in the cuck zone as ‘cucky’ – not asked but told what to do.

“We’re going to make love after we shower, and we’ll leave the door open a fraction so you can watch and play with yourself … but please don’t come in, we want our privacy!  If we want you to come in for clean-up duty, or so you can see how much I love this, then we’ll tell you…”

Then, with one last stern smile, she was pushing past me, pulling Darnell by the hand.  The fact she was leading him only making it even more exciting and harrowing for me as all the youngsters laughed and cat called.

Damned.  I’d only been in the house a few hours.  What the hell was the rest of the night and the rest of the week going to be like?
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It seemed the longest wait of my entire life.  Waiting there in the lonely solitude of that small, barely adequate room right next to the palatial master bedroom while the sounds of laughter and splashing water rang out.

Why didn’t I shut the door – reduce my suffering?  Just for the practical reason that I needed to know when they were out of the bathroom.  Who was I kidding?  I didn’t shut it because every happy, high-pitched giggle or squeal I heard was both a dagger through my heart and a scalpel scraping with delicious, exquisite pleasure across the sensitive head of my cock.

The laughs, the squeals slowly gave way to quieter, more intense and serious sounds – the sounds of a couple kissing and making out, getting ready for another marathon session. 

But this time, not multiple men in an almost nameless, faceless carnal lust.  This time, a single man – a single man and Lizzy engaging in what she herself had called ‘making love’.  The absolute opposite of what had just happened. 

Lizzy had only known Darnell as a lover for a matter of weeks.  But as I saw her arms draped around his neck as she pulled and backwards-walked their naked bodies towards the bed, I realized just how close the bond had grown between them in such a short period of time.

This was deeply emotional for her as with one last peel of giggling laughter she fell backwards lengthways across the bed, pulling Darnell and his swollen cock down on top of her.  His trunk ending up nearly crushing her, as his body trapped his big cock tight between their bodies.

Their lips were locked in a long, heated kiss.  Mouths sucking on each other as their tongues thrust hard and explored.  Their hands were running through and pulling at each other’s hair.  Darnell’s fingers rubbing at Lizzy’s ear lobes as he played with the luxuriant new shade of blonde Lizzy now sported. 

Lizzy’s fingers playfully alternating between the short, frizzy tufts at Darnell’s hairline and the short, spindly dreads present wherever Darnell’s hair was long enough to plait.  Two ironic thoughts hitting me together.  How Darnell’s dreads – not the classic Rasta long dreads – were about the same length as his cock!  Albeit they looked shorter, as they didn’t run straight and hard.  And how, much as Lizzy loved him, Marcus’s shaved head never gave her the chance to enjoy the same hair play with him.

“I want you inside me,” Lizzy cooed, looking into his eyes with real intensity.  The man she knew would be watching from the door totally forgotten - even though the door was partly open, she only had eyes for one man.

Looking just as passionately back into her eyes, Darnell lowered his head to whisper something, his voice and her reply so quiet I couldn’t hear.  Then he kissed her, smiled softly and was headed towards me before I knew what was happening.

“Sorry, cucky … Lizzy and me, we changed our minds … we want you to go to your other room, in the basement … like she said, we want our privacy … Lizzy and me both want it … see you tomorrow!”

And then, just like that, the door was closed in my face.  My chest pounding with the swirling confusion of mixed emotions – humiliation, anger, frustration and most of all, disappointment.

Fuck!  My shiny new toy torn away from me, and in such a humiliating way.  And the way he emphasized Lizzy wanted privacy, didn’t want me seeing, made it even more emasculating and humiliating. 

I felt a sharp, jarring pain in my chest – but my cock somehow hardened from the masochistic pleasure.  Fuck, sometimes I really hated myself, hated who I had become.

Should I stay and listen outside the door?  The thought was tempting, but the look Darnell had given me told me he’d likely come and check – that there’d be trouble if he came out and found I’d not done what he and Lizzy asked.

So, I trudged my way down to the basement, staring at the smallness of the bed and the blank, emptiness of the tiny room as I closed the door behind me.  This time it was me closing the door. If I had to be cut-off from Lizzy and what she was doing with Darnell, then the last thing I needed was for the youngsters to come down and gloat or mock me.

With a deep sigh, I tried to settle in and adjust to what had happened.  Some of the time I kept myself busy by conjuring images of what Darnell and Lizzy would be doing, but some of the time my mind descended to less happy thoughts.  Worrying about the seemingly growing closeness between Lizzy and Marcus’s Special Forces friend.  Worrying about the drugs, the extreme games he seemed to like involving Lizzy in and where things might go in future, when his last two weeks were done.

~~~~~    

“Morning, Mister Sleepy head.”  It was Lizzy kissing me, her hazel eyes twinkling with happiness as she kissed her sleepy husband awake.

As my groggy, sleep-deprived brain slowly started to function, I thought about asking about last night and my exclusion, but decided against such a serious start to the day.  It would only paint me as needy – not exactly how I wanted Lizzy to think of me while the new Alpha in her life was giving her so much fun.

“Hope you’re okay with everything,” she said.  She meant it, but her tone and airy mood said she didn’t want a full-on husband-wife talk about things right now.

She gave me a big hug, smiled again and asked, “Breakfast in the kitchen?  Get to know the guys a little better?”

I gulped hard.  In all my focusing on the sexual side of the week, I’d totally neglected to think about the social side. 

Damn!  Sitting at the kitchen table exchanging small talk with a bunch of horny, well-endowed teenagers who were getting to fuck my wife way more than I was these days … putting up with their no doubt smug, snide comments … Urghhh!

I tried to tell myself the first few hours would be the worst, that they’d soon grow bored of mocking me. 

I even told myself that maybe Darnell would have told them to ‘go easy on the old guy.’  (The guy who took such great pleasure in always calling me cucky – so right, that was gonna happen!  He was gonna ask them to tone it down!)

“What the hell…” I blurted out to Lizzy.

I’d been so focused on my fears about breakfast with the boys, that I’d not noticed her hand picking up the small metal object and moving it towards my groin.  It was only the feel of the cold black metal and the snap sound of the lock that alerted me to my fate.

“I did warn you, honey!” she grinned, lifting my ‘man-in-the-iron-mask’ shriveled cock and balls, lifting them to admire her handiwork.

“There you go!” she chuckled, “it’s like a special suit of armor for your little man … keep your little man safe for when I need it later … just in case any of those nasty, well-endowed guys try and flick it or crush it.”

“Oh, so you do need it later?  My inadequate, little white cock … or little boy cocklet as you keep calling it…” I asked with half-genuine and half-exaggerated self-mocking self-pity.

“Of course, baby, you’re my husband … my betrothed … my one true love … you may not be my number one lover, but I’ll always love to feel your little-boy, little white cocklet in me,” she smiled, giving me a tender yet teasing kiss.

“I’ll always need to feel it inside me to remind me you love me so much you let me fuck around with much bigger, better black cocks, to remind me how much smaller you are,” she teased before going serious.  “And to keep me bonded and linked to the man who owns my heart.”

I groaned as she lifted for one last look before one last kiss. 

“Now, honey … it’s rustproofed, so no need to take it off in the shower … not that you can,” she grinned, swinging the key around her little finger.  “Don’t be too long, a t-shirt’s okay so you don’t catch a cold, but no shorts or boxers!  I told the boys and they’re looking forward to seeing it … poor guys, they’re only young … never seen a guy in a cock cage before!”

~~~~~    

“Hey, there he is!” they whooped and hollered!  Why couldn’t Clayton’s family have lived in a smaller house with a smaller kitchen?  I was confronted with eight huge grins and eight sets of taunting, mocking comments.  Hell, even Leroy who’d been working late at the club was up early enough to join in belittlement and derisive comments targeted at the man who’d been good enough to lend them his wife for the summer!  What kind of manners and attitude is that?  Just because his cock is white and just a shade on the small side!

“Okay, okay … you had your fun!  Any more of this shit and I’ll be taking my wife home to the burbs and making a whole host of calls to college Deans around the country!” I fought back, moving a warning finger left to right around the assembled line of youngsters.

It didn’t stop them instantly, but however embarrassed I was feeling inside, it put down a marker that I wasn’t a total pussy and lightened the mood to a mix of sex and laughs.

With hindsight, I think it was an important move to set the tone and achieve the right balance for the next few days.  That cock cage incident was Tuesday morning and, being on leave from work for the rest of the week, the next few days were probably the most emotionally and sexually intense days I’d ever experienced.

Even though the sights, sounds and conversations from those days will be indelibly etched in my brain for the rest of my life, it would take too long to describe each and everything that happened. 

Six days, eight men and just one Lizzy! And just one husband – a helluva lot happened!

One of the most difficult and exciting things to deal with was being so close to Lizzy, but at the same time being such an insignificant part of her life.  Ever since elementary school, we’d lived a shared life.  Not in an unhealthy way like we had to live in each other’s pockets or be together twenty-four seven.  But in the way that we knew we were soulmates, life partners who knew we were the poles around whom the other one’s life orbited.  The two of us the closest of couples – even when we were apart, living a shared emotional existence.

That was our norm – the way we lived.  But for the next six days, however much she tried to mask it, the reality was that me and my presence were a mere afterthought for Lizzy.

“Hey, baby … how are you?  Everything okay?” were the words that greeted me every day - accompanied by a hug, a kiss and a few minutes together.

But the fact it was just a few minutes together for us alone together as a couple was the perfect illustration of where Lizzy’s priorities lay.  After this briefest of daily check-ins on my mental and emotional well-being, her focus was on the eight young black guys that were at the center of her summer of exploration. 

After all those years of wifely and motherly duties, this whole summer was about her exploring the very limits of her sexuality and desires.

However hard on me her lack of attention on me often was, I could hardly complain – the life she was living this summer was something we’d discussed and agreed.

So, after that brief connection and check-in, for the rest of the day, in terms of attention from Lizzy, all I got were the scraps from the table.  The occasional look across to me or shared word thrown my way when she was mid-fuck with one or other of the guys, or with a group of them.

The only times I’d get more attention would be if she or one of the guys decided to lean into the whole ‘cuck husband’ game – when she nearly always followed Darnell’s guidance to call me ‘cuck’ rather than ‘darling’ or ‘honey’ or some other term of endearment.

The weird thing was that, however much it hurt, the times I got angry or resented her for it were few and far between.  For the most part being treated in this almost dismissive and invisible way actually added to my excitement.  A strange reality I’d often mull over during the long, lonely hours when I tried to sleep at night.

The conclusion I came to was that it was only my rock-solid belief in Lizzy’s love for me that allowed me to be treated this way and feel excited.  My belief that everything happening in the house was just a short-term and very temporary game that would soon be replaced by a return to normality.

Although in these long, dark hours even hearing the term ‘return to normality’ caused a sardonic chuckle in my head.  Just what the hell was normality these days?  Sharing Lizzy with her official boyfriend Marcus on a near fifty-fifty basis? 

That was a helluva way from what I’d have deemed ‘normality’ before we’d started this descent into exploring Lizzy’s and my fantasies!

~~~~~    

If my night times were filled with thoughts about why I enjoyed being treated this way and thoughts about the future, the daytime hours were filled with much more vivid experiences and images.

All the sex and sex games tended to end at around two or three in the morning – always ending the same way, Lizzy and Darnell headed off to the main master bedroom together, just the two of them.  Each night they’d bring me into the small adjacent bedroom, let me watch them start their night of love, and then they’d take pleasure in banishing me to the basement bedroom.  Just like their mean, teasing behavior which seemed to be on a repeating loop - my emotional reaction would be the same.  A weird mix of anger, frustration and masochistic excitement.

The house tended to start coming back to life around nine or ten in the morning – Lizzy would greet and check on me, there’d be a large, communal brunch, and then slowly but surely the day’s sex games would start.

It was early August, so the Houston weather was scorching – the pool and the large decking area were invaluable.  Lizzy was often scantily clad or topless over breakfast – her breakfast often eaten while she was perched on the lap of one or other of her young lovers.

But after brunch, ‘often topless’ converted into ‘definitely topless’, as she and the youngsters headed outside to frolic in the pool.  And as frolicking often involved splashing or bouncing up and downplaying some type of ball game, and as the guys hadn’t emptied their balls in several hours, it was never long before Lizzy was making out with one or more of the guys.

It was like a chain reaction.  Even if her make out session started as being with only one guy, another two or three or four would soon join in and Lizzy would be dragged out of the water onto dry land.  A sun lounger, cushions on the decking, a sofa or one of the house’s many mattresses becoming the venue for the next part of the day as each guy would dump one or normally two loads into the writhing, willing body of my lovely wife.

During these late morning, early afternoon sessions, the sex itself would normally start out very vanilla – even though the ratio of eight cocks to one pussy worked against the idea of normal sex.  But the guys were full of food, still a little sleepy and, as a rule, were happy to go for a hard and quick bang with Lizzy before emptying their balls into her and letting the next guy take over.

Each day, it was when round two began that the whole ‘eight on one’ dynamic seemed to quickly drive things in a kinkier and more animalistic direction.  Having exorcised their impatience by one hard and quick emptying of their full young balls into Lizzy, now they all wanted something longer-lasting – which is when eight really doesn’t go into one.

So, the pure math of the situation meant each afternoon would degenerate into a multi-hour session with multiple cocks simultaneously finding a willing home in one of the three holes Lizzy’s body offered.

With so many hours passing with Lizzy’s pale white body at the center of a sprawling mass of black flesh, I also had hour upon hour to think and reflect. 

Until now I’d only ever seen these orgies via the flattening, sanitizing medium of phone cameras and screens.  But now I was right there – hearing every one of Lizzy’s little sobs and squeals.  Seeing every scrunch of her eyes or set of spasms of her face muscles as she enjoyed one of the almost endless climaxes she was gifted by her troop of young lovers.

Seeing, hearing – and even smelling – all this so close, yet feeling no more than an outside observer, caused me much soul-searching.

Was this truly what our lives had become?  Was this all just a temporary game – like Lizzy said it was?  Or had the fact that Lizzy had lived like this every day for more than two months now fundamentally reprogrammed who she was and what she wanted from life?

It was a truly scary thought – none more so than when in the middle of each afternoon, aware that I hated it, they’d find a subtle way to give Lizzy a ‘chemical bump’ to keep her energized enough to keep up with the appetites of her eight paramours.

Under Darnell’s guidance, even though they were young, her teenage lovers had become adept at walking the fine line.  Happy to mock me as ‘cucky’ or make snide jokes about my smaller cock size and my wife’s preference for them over me.  But not so foolish as to push things too far with the coke and ecstasy they were feeding her to perk her up.

I experienced the weird feeling of relief that Lizzy’s strict, daily gym routines kept her at the peak of fitness.  But even so, after a couple of hours of non-stop fucking and playing host to multiple cocks, even the fittest woman begins to wilt.

Which was why each afternoon one or two of the boys would loudly announce that they needed to ‘help clean her up’ and would then lead her off to the nearest bathroom.  From where she’d reappear a few minutes later, not only clean and freshly showered, but with a spring in her step, a twinkle in her eyes and a ready appetite for more young black dick.

If before each ‘halftime break’ she’d occasionally thrown me a smile or an affectionate look – after the break, with the various chemicals running wild in her brain I don’t even know if she knew if I was still in the room or not.

Watching and listening, I’d look at, and was happy for, the pleasure Lizzy was getting and the obvious enjoyment she was getting from living out her wildest fantasies, but I couldn't help but wonder whether we’d pushed things too far.

This whole thing had started out about her fantasies regarding the taboos of interracial sex and the understandable attractiveness of hyper-masculine, powerfully built and big-bodied black males.

These fantasies of Lizzy’s, allied to my own voyeuristic tendencies, had led us into a lifestyle which was already plenty complicated.  A lifestyle where I shared Lizzy’s love with a man who fucked her more often and far better than I ever would!  A lifestyle where even our daughters knew about their mother’s lover and joked about it with her!

But each afternoon as I watched Lizzy loving being at the center of these eight-on-one drug-enabled gangbang orgies, I felt a cloying pain in my gut and a sense of foreboding.  Lizzy loved all this – she loved the wickedness, she loved receiving so much cock and so much male attention.  Even with a guy like Marcus in her life, how could she go back to how things were before?

She told me it was just temporary – just a game.  But when I saw her take three, four, or one time even as many as five cocks in her body, I kept coming back to twin, terrifying thoughts.  She loved this so, so much.  And having experienced it for what would soon be three solid months, just how the hell could she forget it or forgo it as Marcus had made clear he loved her and didn’t like sharing her?  Even with me!

(Five?  Yup, until I saw it in the flesh, I thought it was impossible as well – only the kind of thing that ever occurred in the world of porn.  But I guess during these last months they’d had plenty of time for the careful choreography required for such six-person contortions.  Lizzy was on her back, lying on Tyrone’s giant frame with his slender eleven inches deep in her ass while Spider squatted over her thrusting his more normally-sized cock in and out of her ass.  His buddy, Hose, squatting slightly higher so he could push his cock into Lizzy’s pussy.  The two cocks she was sucking off to the left being the only thing vaguely straightforward about the five-on-one scene.  A scene that, almost inevitably, Darnell had been the one to orchestrate, while standing off at the side jacking his cock.  Happy to know he’d have Lizzy to himself all night, happy for now just to call out instructions until all five cocks were sawing in and out of Lizzy’s straining but happy body.)

~~~~~    

Sometime late afternoon, early evening, one or two of the guys would be the first to get hungry and would start cooking.  The arrival of food marking another break point when most of the guys would take a break to eat.  Good for them, their balls newly emptied – but each time Clayton saw this as a chance to drag Lizzy off for something a little more private and personal.  Each time reigniting my early fears about the closeness I’d seen between Clayton and Lizzy.  Making me wonder all over again whether he had designs on Lizzy.  There seemed no doubt he had a bit of a crush – the question was how far these feelings went and what he intended to do about it when this whole ‘frat house’ thing came to its end.

About an hour after they disappeared, they’d come back, each one looking clean and happy.  The first couple of days – Tuesday, Wednesday – they looked coy and made a rather exaggerated effort to appear separate, Clayton coming back five minutes after Lizzy.  But by Thursday and Friday, they’d given up on this charade – coming back hand-in-hand.  Both freshly showered, but their faces still flushed with a mixture of embarrassment and exertion.

“There you are!”  Darnell shouted, “Wondered where you two lovebirds got to!” 

As usual, I was standing in the corner, trying to blend in and melt into the shadows.  Watching while trying to draw minimum attention to myself – because attention just meant snide comments or laughter. 

I shook my head, Darnell’s words and the whole situation making me think just how surreal the situation was.  Lizzy would shamelessly allow five guys to fuck her various holes at the same time without a hint of embarrassment.  But a situation where she’d sneak off for some one-on-one time with Marcus’s giant young nephew – that would cause her to blush!

The other thing that occurred to me was how relaxed Darnell was about any rivalry for Lizzy’s affections.  He couldn’t have made it any clearer to me how he wanted to replace Marcus as Lizzy’s main ‘non-husbandly’ squeeze – but he obviously didn’t see Clayton as any kind of real threat to his position.

~~~~~    

Each evening, the reappearance of Lizzy acted as a catalyst for the next phase of the day.  If there was some interesting sport on TV, the guys might hunker down to watch the game, treating Lizzy like the prize in a sexual version of ‘pass the parcel’ as she’d (not unhappily) allow herself to be moved lap-to-lap, cock-to-cock.

If there was nothing on TV, then maybe a last trip to the backyard for a final dip in the pool was their choice.  A choice which, the two days it happened, led to exactly the same events as the middle of the day dip in the pool; Lizzy ending up on her back either on the decking or on the mattress in the living room.  The noise and spectacle that followed making me very glad Clayton’s parents had chosen a house with a large yard and no overlooking neighbors.

With so many balls recharged and ready to go, just before midnight Lizzy would be taken off for another ‘shower’ – a shower that would leave her a lot more sprightly and reinvigorated. 

‘A piping hot shower will do that,’ I thought to myself with deep irony. ‘But funny, last time I checked, I don’t remember hot water making eyes look so big and pupils look so dilated!’

Subtly refreshed, Lizzy would once again be in high demand until, at some point in the early hours, Darnell would call a halt and lead me and Lizzy up to the master bedroom and its small, adjacent brother.  Where the same teasing, kissing game would be played before I was dismissed to the basement to spend the next few hours in a vain attempt at sleep.  Before the whole thing started again the next morning.

Strange to say for such extreme and wild sexual events, although Lizzy still seemed to be loving every minute - by the end of Friday, for me it was all beginning to be rather ‘samey’ and boring.

What I didn’t know was how the weekend would change all of that.
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It was Saturday and so far the day had followed the same pattern as the last four days.  The only things that seemed to differentiate one day from another was whether or not after the evening meal Lizzy and boys retired to watch the TV or frolic in the pool.  Oh, that and whether or not Lizzy locked me up in the cock cage for the day!

Today had been a ‘locked up’ day – the hardness of the black stainless steel, the weight of it and the padlock on top acting as a constant reminder of my servile status and role in the house.  Especially as from start of day to end of day, the rule was that I couldn’t cover up my lower half!  Yet another reason to be grateful Clayton’s family home was away from that of the neighbors.

There were no sports that interested the youngsters, so after the evening meal they’d all headed to the pool.  Lizzy, as normal, topless – but she did have bikini bottoms on.  As otherwise, even after showering, she’d likely have been leaking a fair quantity of the boys’ jizz from her pussy into the pool!  Something about which quite a few of them were strangely squeamish!

I didn’t fancy joining them and so, for the first time since I’d arrived on Monday, I donned pants and boxers to take myself off for a walk around the neighborhood.

It had been a difficult day for me.  For whatever reason, the youngsters and Darnell had been going hard at it on the whole cuckold theme, and the sudden uptick in this had me worried.  Had me wondering if they had something planned for later today – something that I might not like.

You might think it strange, but I was actually glad Lizzy had chosen to cage me today.  When I wasn’t caged, I had to be very careful not to cum.  Most of the day was spent edging myself, but being super careful not to cum.  If the post-climax blues had set in, there was a fair chance that without any sense of arousal, I’d have gone into a black dog, dark mood about some of the things I was watching and hearing.

Walking around the neighborhood, I felt distinctly out of place.  Despite the high crime rate, I felt certain the jungle drums had done their work, and that all the local youngsters knew what was happening in the house and who the much older and much whiter guy was, and that he was linked to members of the local community you didn’t want to mess with.

But even if I didn’t feel in danger, I certainly felt out of place.  Only one in a hundred people in the area are non-Latino white, and most people on the street were young. 

So, as a middle-aged, middle-class white guy out on an evening walk, I felt more than a little conspicuous and out of place.  And that was even before I picked up a few ‘hey cuck’ and ‘hear she loves the black dick’ comments shouted after me by young street kids who were probably not even in junior high yet!  But hey, conspicuous and mocked was my thing this week, right?

One good thing about being out and about and away from all the sexual activities in the house was that it gave me time and mental space to think.  Something that - after nearly a week in the psychological pressure cooker of the ‘frat sex house’ and all plots and subplots playing out – I desperately felt I needed.

I had so many things on my mind.  The way that Lizzy was so into all this extreme sex stuff, the way she’d become so nonchalant and casual about taking drugs top of the list.  Right next to the promise she’d made to me about it all being temporary – ‘just a game’ – and something she’d put behind her when we went home in a couple of weeks’ time.  A promise which, the more I saw of her love for this stuff, the more I doubted she’d be able to keep.

If that wasn’t enough to have on my mind, there was the small matter of my own attitude and behavior as well.

Just when the hell had I become a guy who was ‘happy’ to wander around a house naked from the waist down, my cock encased in a black cage, taking it on the chin as one teenager after another mocked me about the size of my manhood and the fact my wife so obviously preferred other men to me!

I mean … for heaven’s sake, watching sex, fantasizing about your wife with another guy was pretty mainstream.  At least according to Nancy Friday and that life changing book of hers it was pretty mainstream – around half of guys fantasizing about sharing their women.

But this, this was far from mainstream.  Letting Lizzy lock me up, letting other guys mock me and, worst of all, some not insubstantial part of me getting off on the masochistic thrill of being humiliated like this.

Was this really me?  Was this really who I’d become?  Had the husband of Lizzy and father to Carmina and Holly become such a weak, pathetic man?

Or did putting up with this - going against the grain of everything society teaches us about maleness, in order that Lizzy and I could both be happy - take real strength?  Was I actually the opposite of a weak and pathetic man?

And just like my fears about Lizzy, I wondered whether all these ways I was behaving were just a short-term, temporary aberration?  That in two weeks’ time I’d go back to what we’d had before.  I’d resume normal and fulfilling conjugal relations with my wife and we’d go back to how things had been before this summer of extreme sexual exploration.

As I started back on the last part of my walk around the block, I turned my mind to the other thing that had been keeping me up at night – Darnell.

There had been a time I’d been more worried about Clayton – the young giant with a huge body, a cock bigger than Marcus’s and a crush the size of a planet on my lovely wife.

But from what I’d seen over the last week, I no longer saw him as a real threat.  He might have a crush on Lizzy, but he was just a kid – albeit a kid with the kind of body and cock Lizzy loved!  He’d soon be headed off to college, where most likely he’d hook up with one or more young hotties who’d be just as much enamored with his huge cock and manly body as Lizzy was.

So it seemed to me the most I had to fear from Clayton was that he’d make the odd five-hour round trip from college in Austin to Woodlands to spend some time with the ‘Mrs. Robinson’ figure he’d fallen for so hard.  And even then, that would only happen if he could get the agreement of his Uncle Marcus – whose dislike of sharing meant young Clayton’s trips back to see Lizzy were likely to be severely constrained!

If over the last few days I’d concluded that Clayton wasn’t much of a threat, the last week had brought me to a very different conclusion about Marcus’s ‘buddy’ Darnell.

Neither of them had said it out loud, but the more I thought about it, the more I sensed the pair of them had a real love-hate relationship.

Despite Darnell and Marcus growing up together, training and serving together, Darnell had made no bones about the fact that he didn’t think Marcus was right for Lizzy and that he planned to steal her away from him.  Even though he knew that Marcus loved Lizzy!

Not exactly the intentions of a true friend – although ‘all’s fair in love and war’ is one of the oldest sayings known to man!

Darnell’s intentions weren’t in doubt – what was in doubt was what kind of a guy he was and how far in the ten weeks they’d been together, he’d managed to worm his way into Lizzy’s affections.

During the daytime, when all the youngsters were around, I sensed that the two of them went out of their way to hide any emotional connection there might be between them.  I caught the odd little secret smile or look between the two of them when they didn’t think I was looking.  But other than that, the vibe between them was almost too distant, too remote.  Like it was a show they were putting on for me and the others – fully aware that Clayton was likely in regular communication with his Uncle Marcus.

It was only at the end of each day, when they retired to bed and played the whole ‘Alan come, Alan go the basement,’ game with me that they let their closeness and connection really show through.  And even then, they could make out that it was all part of the game to tantalize and tease me before they dismissed me. 

The way they dismissed me and prevented me from seeing anything of their night-time activities just adding fuel to the burning pyre of my suspicions!

And something about the way he was orchestrating more and more sex for Lizzy, with the acts themselves becoming more and more lewd and extreme, made me wonder if part of his strategy for winning her away from Marcus was to get her hooked on a really debauched, extravagant sexual lifestyle which he knew his more conventional friend wouldn’t be willing to offer Lizzy.

He knew he was coming from behind – Marcus had a two-year advantage in building his relationship with Lizzy.  Given his military background, he probably reckoned he needed to fight dirty to have any chance of reaching his self-declared goal of stealing her away from his buddy. 

A thought that brought my fears full-circle – back to the question of just how difficult Lizzy would likely find it to give up the kind of out-of-this-world sexual pleasures she’d come to love these last few months?

And if she failed to keep her promise to go back to how things were before, what did that mean for me and for Marcus?  Did it mean that Darnell – a guy that from the outset I instinctively didn’t trust – would become a permanent and significant fixture in our lives?  A fixture like Marcus was – or a fixture instead of Marcus?

~~~~~    

So many fears, so many worries!  My brain was so close to exploding that I hardly noticed when I turned the corner to arrive back at the house.

Fuck!  I’d gone out intending to clear my head, but if anything the space and time to think had just made some of my fears even larger and scarier!

“Hey, there you are, my beloved little cuck!” Lizzy beamed from her position sitting in the armchair atop of Darnell’s lap – no doubt feeling the swell of his huge cock beneath her moist pussy.

“We were worried about you,” she grinned. 

“This can be a dangerous neighborhood for cucks,” she chuckled, walking over to me and pulling at my pants and boxers as she carried on talking.

“We were worried something might have happened … that you wouldn’t be back in time for the games we’ve got planned for you tonight…”

She could see the worried look in my eyes, so as I stepped out of my pants and she kissed me whilst cradling both my balls and my metal prison, she started explaining.

“Tonight’s the last night but one before you and me have to go back to work … and, as you’ve been such a good cuck, we thought we’d play some special ‘cuck’ games for you.”

Before I could respond, Lizzy was leading me by the hand up to the master bedroom she shared with Darnell.

Shutting the door behind us, for the first time all week, her mask of confidence had slipped.  Looking into her eyes, it was also clear to me that her pupils were normal – that despite the late time of day, there were no signs of drugs in her system.  This was Lizzy – old, normal, non-drug-assisted Lizzy who was addressing me.

Our privacy now assured, she stepped next to me and put her arms around my shoulders – the old, balanced Lizzy clearly now back in control.

“Honey, it’s our last couple of days … I can’t thank you enough for being strong and brave enough to let me have my summer fun … but, like I said, I want to end things on a high … but ONLY if you’re in agreement with what I’ve got planned!”

Why did I suddenly feel so super queasy?  You’d think after the week I’d had, I’d have lost the power to be shocked or afraid … but what Lizzy said, the way she was now looking at me had my gut scrunched into the tightest of balls.

Fuck!  And double fuck!  Just what the hell had the woman I’d loved since fifth grade got planned for me and us that was so far out and outrageous that she couldn’t talk about it in front of Darnell and the guys?  When you think of what she was comfortable to do with them and in front of them, it left me in a shaking, nervous wreck to think what kinds of things still needed privacy.

“Okay, Lizzy, honey,” I answered, finally managing to force words through my dry, shaking mouth, “I can’t promise that I will agree, but I promise I’ll listen with an open mind.”  My whole body consumed by the shakes and feeling like I was floating on a sea of adrenaline.

Moving her head to the side, she whispered into my ear.

There was no one else in the room!  Why the hell did she feel the need to whisper?  It was like she was too embarrassed to say what she was saying out loud!  To ask what she was asking in real, audible, bites of sound!  Like speaking out loud would shatter once and for all the super-thin sliver of everyday, suburban morality that was all that was left of the old Lizzy.

Before I’d had a chance to recover from the shock of her first set of requests, her warmth breath was back in my ear again.

Her second round of suggestions even more brazen, even more outlandish than the first.

I was dumbfounded.  Totally shocked.

I’d thought we’d pushed things as far as we could push them.

But I’d not reckoned with Lizzy’s furtive imagination.

That is, if the things she was suggesting really were her ideas.  I chose to give her the benefit of the doubt, but it seemed to me it was at least fifty-fifty that the things my wife was whispering in my ear were the ideas of Darnell or of one of the other black guys.

“Well … what do you think?” she asked, pulling back so she could look into my eyes – to judge my reaction, and so that her own eyes could beg for my agreement.

I was physically shaking.  Unable to speak.  Looking back at her, my emotions all over the place.

I was ashamed to admit to myself that what she was asking appealed to part of me.  If walking around the block, part of me had been horrified by my descent from middle-of-the-road voyeur into a full blown cuck, if I agreed to what Lizzy was suggesting, the effects on my own self-image were difficult to fathom.

The only good thing was that from the way she was nervously chewing her lower lip, I knew Lizzy realized how tough this was for me – how big a set of things it was she was asking.

~~~~~    

As I saw Lizzy rummaging around in the big box of toys in the walk-in-closet – checking she had everything she wanted - I still couldn’t believe I’d agreed to what she’d asked.

Happy she had everything, she slinked her arms around my neck and gave me a long, emotional kiss as she looked deep into my eyes.

“Do ya trust me, baby?”

“It’s a bit late for that now!  I don’t think I have much of a choice now I’ve said yes!” I squawked, trying to add a note of humor to cover the fact my heart was right in my throat, tickling my tonsils.

“Although, I’m not so sure I trust the woman that my loving wife’s become … when she gets tired, and my Lizzy becomes Darnell’s ‘Charlie-Molly, the snow-blow queen,’” I added.  Again, softening the conversation with humor, but my message was clear and serious enough that Lizzy blushed.  Although, whether or not her blushing would make the blindest bit of difference to her later behavior remained to be seen.

Giving me one final, tender kiss on the lips, she headed towards the door and shouted down the stairs.  “Okay, he’s agreed!  You can come upstairs now…”

Oh fuck!  That shout!  That feeling of being set up – that this wasn’t just between me and her – it was between them and her and me on the other side of the fence … for the first time in my entire life, I felt a panic attack come on…

My sight seemed to darken and narrow into two small binocular holes of vision … I felt light-headed and the whole apparatus of my lungs, mouth and nose seemed frozen and immobile…

And then one half turn, one look back at me from Lizzy as she squeezed my hand made all the difference.  “We’re doing this together … it’ll be fun … you and me, doing this together.”
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Hearing the two sets of footsteps coming up the stairs, she pulled herself up to her full five-foot-seven, the heels she nearly always wore for ‘her boys’ elevating her another five inches until she towered over me.  For a woman who was the same height as me, she now felt intimidating and almost Amazonian in terms of relative height – but it wasn’t Lizzy or her height I was worried about.  What I was worried about was the identity of just who it was bounding up the stairs so quickly and eagerly.

And then they appeared in the open doorway.

Two twisted, grinning, slightly evil looking faces.

I didn’t know if it was better or worse that the younger of the two, after a visit to ‘the toy box,’ headed to me rather than Lizzy.

On balance it was probably for the best.  Even the thought of Darnell putting those things on me made my skin crawl with distaste and resentful anger.  His younger, game-playing apprentice Jayden putting them on me was only marginally better – but marginally better was better than nothing at all.

‘Remind me again, why the hell have you agreed to this Alan?’  ‘Because of your love for Lizzy, old man!’ ‘Oh yeah, and because you’re a screaming, twenty-four carat cuck!’  Internal monologues can be painfully honest, but at least it temporarily distracted me from the black youngster and what he was fiddling about with as he stood just inches away from my face.

Ever since I’d first seen him two months ago when he’d arrived at the end of Lizzy’s road trip to Tijuana, I’d had numerous interactions with Darnell’s young ‘pulling-legs-and-wings-off-insects,’ apprentice – but this was my first real time to be right up close to him.

“This is gonna be so much fun, cucky,” he chuckled, most of his attention on zips and straps and buckles he was struggling with.  Me, my attention was on him – my vain attempt to take my mind off what was in his hands and what was about to happen.  I’d always thought him menacing and mean-spirited, but right up close this impression was magnified many times over.  Physically imposing at six-three or six-four, his wide body and stocky build was too advanced for a kid who’d barely turned eighteen.  Add in his shaved head and flat, wide face that was both borderline ugly and seemed to always be scowling … well, you get the picture.

“Number one,” he cackled, snapping a wide leather collar around my neck, pulling my arms backward before I’d had a chance to react.

“Hold still now, it’ll go better for you that way,” he added as he pinned both my wrists to what felt like a long leather strap running the full length of my spine.

I say ‘felt like’ because it had all happened so quickly that until he turned me to look in the full-length closet door mirror, I wasn’t entirely sure what he’d done to me.

“We look hot, baby!  Hot and ready to go!”  It was Lizzy talking to me – dressed in an identical set of restraints.  Each of us now trussed up with a collar around our necks and our arms strapped behind our backs, attached by wrist straps to the long leather strap that ran down from our necks to just above our ass cheeks.  The long strap reminded me of a cross between a belt and those straps old-time barbers used to sharpen up their cutthroat blades.

Fuck, I felt helpless!  Helpless and embarrassed. 

Restrained like this, Lizzy looked hot to me.  I’d gladly have ravished her within an inch of her life seeing her like this in a different set of circumstances. 

But me, I just looked emasculated and stupid.  Emasculated and stupid and deeply vulnerable.  I could move my arms up and down, because the strap down my spine wasn’t anchored at the bottom.  But as both my wrists were locked onto the spine strap and were locked together, there was no way I could separate my arms or move them out front to protect myself or stop anyone doing something I didn’t like the look of.  ‘Helpless’ seemed a word invented just for how I was feeling right now!

‘Lizzy, you owe me … owe me big time!’ ‘Shut up, Al … you dishonest little cuck … you know you’re nervous as fuck … but if this is all on Lizzy, why’s that tiny white dicklet of yours so damned hard?’  Sometimes I hated the voices in my head!

~~~~~    

“Ladies and gentlemen … here they are … the bride and the groom, here for their black, cuck wedding!”

He and his apprentice had attached dog leashes to our neck collars.  Then they’d inserted a ball gag into my mouth – something Lizzy had explicitly warned me about.  Next had come a black leather ‘gimp mask’ for me and, something she’d not told me about, a white wedding veil and headdress for her.

Happy with their work, the stocky teenager had then led me by the leash down the stairs like a farmer pulling livestock into the bidding ring.  With Darnell just feet behind, pulling my veiled wife much more gently than the youngster was pulling me!

“Okay, let the fun begin!” Darnell shouted in his best Master Sergeant voice.

Upstairs in the bedroom, as he’d prepared Lizzy, he’d been untypically quiet – which had me worried.  But right now, as he gave orders right and left on what the youngsters should do to me, I’d have been happy for him to go back to ‘quiet’!

My heart was thumping like a bass drum and my whole body was fizzing with electric charge, my stomach screwed up into the tightest of knots.  I looked across at Lizzy but she seemed serene, floating on a cloud of happiness as we both stared at the twin metal frames we were being moved towards.

Over the years Lizzy and I had only ever seen things like this when we’d been bored and seeking to spice things up with a little surfing.  Resting directly on the floor, there was a two-by-two padded black plastic seat to sit on.  Hinged at one edge was a similar black padded panel.  Only it was slightly longer and slightly thinner, designed for a back rather than an ass, and it had a long metal bar at the top, right where the shoulders would go.  The whole contraption completed by four adjustable two-foot metal ‘legs’ which went up from each corner of the padded floor seat.

Two sex chairs! 

His and Hers matching sex chairs!  Is this what our marriage had come to?  Thank you, Mrs. Nancy Fucking Friday!  His and Hers matching sex chairs and a ‘black cuckold wedding’ – whatever the hell that entailed!

I didn’t have a chance for further soul-searching as Jayden’s ugly face and powerful body was jerking on my dog leash until I did as he wanted, sitting my ass on the padded seat and lifting my legs onto the metal leg supports directly above it.  Spider, with his sinister facial tattoo, adjusted the backboard to around forty-five degrees, with Jayden then jerking my leash backwards so my back hit the board with a thud.

Lizzy had been helped into her sex chair with a lot more gentleness than I’d received from Jayden – and that wasn’t the only difference.

Because when she’d tested the softness of the padding, Darnell helped her back up to her feet.  Whereas me, for me it was already too late – while I’d been looking across at my newly blonde and veiled wife, Jayden and Spider had worked together to strap my arms and legs firmly in place.

Damn!  I felt totally helpless.  Arms strapped up next to my shoulders, appropriately enough in the classic ‘hands-up surrender’ pose.  Legs pointing up ninety degrees from my hips - my knees, calves and ankles all supported in the horizontal position.

‘Supported?’  Scratch that.  Restrained, trussed, locked-up … there are plenty more appropriate words, because right now the last thing I felt was ‘supported.’  I may have looked like a legs-in-the-air canine with a posture saying ‘tickle my tummy’ – but this whole set-up was far more ominous than cutesy!

I was now in full-on panic mode. 

For the first time all week actively thinking about using our half-agreed safety word ‘Marcus’ – although whether Lizzy would even recognize the word given the ball gag in my mouth, was open to debate.

I thought things couldn’t get any weirder, but then I heard one of the guys shout a hearty, ‘Hey, Mom … what you doin’ here?’
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“Oh, wow!  Look at you!  Don’t you look like something out of a BDSM Play-Gimp of the Month calendar!”

“Delores?” I mouthed incoherently around the hard red plastic of the ball gagging my mouth.

“Yes, I love you too, baby!” she chuckled.  “What was that?  You’ll have to enunciate more clearly if you want your Sugar Mommy to understand!”

‘Enunciate.’  Not exactly a word in common usage this last week – reminding me just how whip smart and sassy this woman was.  Born on a different side of the tracks, maybe she’d have ended up at Harvard or Yale!

Catching a glimpse of myself in the reflections from the full-length sliding door that led out onto the decking, I got what she meant.  Head totally covered in a black leather gimp mask – only eye holes and a hole to show the red ball gag.  Legs and arms up in the air and physically restrained.  And worst of all, my pink ass vulnerable and on show for the whole room.

I knew the outline of what was coming next – I’d agreed to them when my nervous wife had asked me less than half an hour before.  But the details would be a surprise, just like Delores’ arrival had been a surprise.

“Blonde suits you, honey!  More sexy, more flirty,” Delores chuckled as she knelt next to Lizzy, the two of them rummaging through the contents of the ‘toy box’ her son had been kind enough to bring down from the master bedroom.

‘Toy box’ – normally a term which conjures much happier and more innocent images.  Images of Lizzy and I watching lovingly from the sidelines all those years ago while our two little angels had dressed and played with their dolls and teddies.

But ‘Toy box’ today were two words that filled me with dread.  I knew what I’d agreed – that I’d let Lizzy make one of her last remaining fantasies come true.  That I’d play my part in the sexual daisy chain she fantasized about.  But when she’d been signing up her reluctant and nervous husband, she’d somehow failed to give me the details of exactly what she had in mind to stuff up my ass to start the daisy chain.

“Not that one … too big … at least, not at first … maybe that one, let’s come back to that one later…”

Oh fuck!  I was a conflicted, nervous mess.  My cock (newly liberated from its cage) was hard and dripping with desire as I stared at Delores’ sweet, peachy ass which looked so damned tantalizing in those stretch grey yoga pants of hers.  But my mind also had to contend with the snippets of conversation that passed between Lizzy and Delores.

The few times Delores and I had slept together – engineered by my loving wife as ‘blood money’ when she’d been otherwise engaged with one of her lovers – I’d luxuriated in the wonderful curves and sexiness of her black body, and I’d always hoped for more.

But after she’d seen me like this, after she’d witnessed me being done in the ass by Lizzy and humiliated in front of all these black guys, how could she ever again consider me as a suitable and desirable sexual partner?

Fuck, it was a frightening thought!  It depressed and saddened me, but somehow it also made my cock throb extra hard from the painful, masochistic pleasure.

~~~~~    

The two of them were finally done with their choice.  They walked over to me, Delores’ hands out in front of her, Lizzy’s hands (temporarily freed from their restraints) hidden behind her back in a very exaggerated fashion.  Whatever she had there, she didn’t want me to see it.

I was aware of multiple black male voices laughing and shouting all kinds of cruel, mocking comments – but it all just merged into background noise.  All my attention was on Lizzy, down by my ass, and Delores who’d walked up to where my neck was strapped.

“Missed you,” she smiled.  Unable to make words intelligible, I hoped that the look in my watery eyes communicated that I felt the same.  It was only a couple of weeks since we’d last been together, but still it was good to see her friendly, sexy face.  Good to look into the eyes of a woman who – despite everything – had still seen me as a desirable man and sexual partner.  Although whether that mindset would survive what she was about to see was anyone’s guess right now!

She re-strapped my neck in a new position, so I had no choice but to look straight down my chest and tummy to my drooling cock and the puckered little hole that lay hidden behind my balls.

She kissed my cheek, squeezed my hand and whispered words into my ear.  “Lizzy’s lucky to have such a loving, strong unselfish man as you for her husband.”  Looking into her eyes I could tell she meant it – her words giving me the necessary strength as I looked down to see Lizzy next to my ass with a tube of lube and a thin, T-shaped black toy.

Shit!  Was that thin, finger-like protuberance – the bit that she wasn’t holding – going to be sliding into my ass?  Damn, apart from a playful finger once or twice in all the years of bedroom play, nothing had ever been up my ass.  I got that she was starting with something thin, but that bit that she was planning to insert had to be a good four inches long.  Nearly as long as my own cock, and a damned sight more than the inch-and-a-half of Lizzy’s pinky that was the only thing my ass had ever experienced before.

Could she see the panic in my eyes?  The full gimp mask, and the ball gag meant it was only my eyes that could talk.  Could she tell?  And if she could, would she care enough to stop the game?

I got my answer in the form of the cold sensation as her aforementioned pinky massaged all around my little brown hole, slipping inside a little, massaging and widening just a tiny bit.

“You know, it’s all about her wanting to share with you what it feels like to take a big cock,” Delores whispered to me, doing the talking for Lizzy while Lizzy herself was focusing on the physical side of things.  “She wants you to know how personal and emotional it is for us women to be penetrated by something … by someone … she wants you to understand, to feel really connected to her and the new lifestyle you’re living together!”

“Uuu- shr-it’s” I mumbled around the gag, the speech bubble above my head asking her, ‘You sure it’s not just her way of emasculating me?  Making me feel gay and unmanly?”

Of course none of them could understand me, and I’ve always been supportive of people being free to follow their desires when it comes to matters of gender and sexuality.  But for most guys there’s something deeply frightening about taking something up the ass.  Especially out there in front of a whole bunch of other guys – younger, and fitter and better hung guys!

“It doesn’t make you gay, you know?” Delores whispered, her eyes full of kindness and understanding.  Even if my words had been unintelligible, it was a fair guess as to what I was thinking and feeling right now.  “Lizzy knows it’s hard, but just like she’s done this summer, she wants to help you to be brave enough to overcome your remaining sexual barriers … so that both of you can be happy, be happy truly being the people you want to be!”

She looked into my eyes.  From my eyes and the way my body relaxed a little, she knew her words were having the desired effect.

“It doesn’t make you less of a man, you know, Alan!  It makes you more of a man, being strong enough to ignore social conventions and locker room prejudices…”

~~~~~    

My muscles had just started to relax a little more when I felt it.  Felt the nudge of the soft, silicone material starting to nudge at my puckered hole.

At first, I couldn’t bear to look.  I screwed my eyes shut.  ‘If I couldn’t see, then it meant it wasn’t happening, right?’

But then I was consumed by an unstoppable and overpowering need to see what was happening down there and I craned my head up as far as the restraints would allow.

Firmly grasping the top of the ‘T’, I saw Lizzy’s thumb press a small silver area at the end of the bar and the next thing I knew I was moaning, the vibrations at my sphincter reaching me a nano-second earlier than the sound waves from the little humming motor.

Fuck!  It was a vibrating anal dildo!  Shit, I felt a fool for not realizing this earlier.  I really was a babe in the woods when it came to this kind of stuff.  I really should have looked more closely when I arrived, and Lizzy had shown me her box of tricks.  If only I’d known some of them were intended for my body, I’d have paid a whole heap more attention!

Delores was right, despite the life we’d been living this last two years, I had a whole heap of trad husband and trad male sexual baggage – I even felt guilty with myself for enjoying the pleasure from that little buzzing silicone cock head.  That little buzzing silicone cock head that was slowly gaining more traction as Lizzy gently pushed and my sphincter slowly stretched.

“Nnnn, mmm,” I moaned, not sure whether my garbled sounds were sounds of protest or guilty enjoyment, as I felt something give, the blunt little silicone finger slipping past my guard tower and about an inch into my butt.

“There you go!  That wasn’t so terrible, was it?” Delores grinned, kissing my cheek – or more accurately, kissing the part of my gimp mask that covered my cheek.

“I think he’s getting used to it, now,” she called down the room to her BFF, “give him a little more length, and a little more vibe as a reward!”

‘More length.’ My muscles instantly tensed up all over again, but it was no good, the castle walls had been breached, I was strapped down and the other three inches of silicone had no further barriers to stop their progress as Lizzy marched them upward into my ass. 

In fact, not only were there no further barriers, that damned little humming motor – now humming two or three notches higher – was making me moan and wriggle like a freshly caught fish thrashing around on the dockside.

Fuck!  Why did it feel so good?  ‘It shouldn’t feel so good,’ my sweating brain silently told me.  ‘You’re not secretly gay are you, Alan?’ that same dirty little voice chuckled at me.

“You like it now, honey … you wait till Lizzy gives you the next one!  That one will really go to town on your prostate!  Have you hummin’ and wriggling and cumming like a man shot through with ten thousand volts of sex,” Delores grinned.  “Think I might use one on you myself, next time Lizzy lets you and that talented tongue of yours out to play!”

~~~~~    

Without outside help, the mask itself was sweaty and claustrophobic enough.  But with the effects of Delores’ words and the full four inches of that little thing probing away and now on full power, I was soon sweating buckets.  Rivulets of sweat running down my neck and torso from my trapped head as I felt the most embarrassing thing of all start to build.

Oh fuck … please, please no … not like this, not in front of everyone … but it was no good, I could feel that uncontrollable, irreversible feeling in my cock and balls that all guys know … that all guys know is a one-way street with only one conclusion…

“Mmm … mmm … mmm,” I moaned, screwing my eyes closed.  If I couldn’t see them, maybe they couldn’t see me!  But their hoots of derision, their peels of scoffing laughter and shouts of ‘cucky’, ‘cucky boy’ and ‘tiny dick’ proved to me they most definitely could see me. 

The source of their amusement being the way - untouched by female hand – my cock was jerking around and splashing its seedless white semen all over the place.  The one good thought going through my tortured mind right now being that, as I’d cum hard and hadn’t cum for several days, at least I’d made a good showing.  At least there was something for them to see.  Maybe not on a par with the discharge of the prodigiously talented and appropriately named ‘Hose’ – but at least it wasn’t a sorry and hardly visible dribble that I produced.

~~~~~    

That was just the start of it, as Delores worked on my brain and the woman I’d loved since fifth grade worked on my back passage.

After I’d come down from that first huge climax, I felt Lizzy slowly start to pull the four-inch silicone finger back out.  Making me groan involuntarily when, right at the end she pulled quickly to get it back past my sphincter.

Then, just as Delores had predicted, I saw Lizzy rummage in the box and hold up an altogether different kind of toy.  Again black – I’m sure that had been the first, second and third buying criteria – it was noticeably shorter than the first thing Lizzy had stuck in my ass, but it was also considerably fatter.  If the first one had been slim like a finger, this one was about as fat as my own cock – with its upward curve giving me a heavy hint as to its primary purpose.

Squeezing my hand and once again putting her face just inches in front of mine, Delores sounded like an elementary school teacher as she explained. “This one might be a bit harder to take at first, but when you do take it, you’re gonna feel much fuller, and the way it feels on your prostate will take you to heaven and back!”

‘Oh great, so now I’m taking the equivalent of a little black cock into my ass,’ I thought to myself.  ‘Remind me again, why the hell did I agree to this?’

But despite how this thought made me feel humiliated, once I’d struggled past the initial discomfort, I was embarrassed to admit even to myself how amazing that buzzing mini-cock felt as it curved upwards and buzzed the hell out of my prostate.

In fact, it felt so damned good that I was past caring as once again I registered all the laughs and mocking insults as my cock convulsed for a second time in ten minutes – spewing forth a much less impressive quantity of juice this time.  Painful to admit, but this time the word ‘dribble’ would indeed have been a more accurate description!

With its greater girth, Lizzy had to be much slower and more careful as she pulled toy number two back out and past my increasingly flexible sphincter.  ‘Some friend you are, buddy!’ I thought to myself.  ‘You’re meant to be a one-way street, protecting me from blue-on-blue incursions like this!  You’re about as useful as a chocolate teapot!’

Delores gave me no advanced warning about the next toy that Lizzy brandished in front of me – leaving Lizzy to enthusiastically bounce up towards my head as she waved the strange looking toy right in front of my nose.

“Hon … cucky,” she corrected herself, throwing a guilty look over her shoulder to Darnell, “this one’s called love beads, and it’ll start to really help you know what it feels like for me.”

“Love you, cucky!” she grinned, looping her finger through the finger-shaped hole at the top and letting the long black toy dangle down from my eyeline to a point that must have been halfway down my neck.

Damned, that thing she planned to push up into me must have been ten inches long, but thankfully it alternated each of the four fat love beads with a much narrower section until the next bead bulged out an inch or so below the one above.

Fuck!  Was that thing going in me?

Apparently, yes it was, because Lizzy wasted little time in scooting away from my face and to the place where my ass had only just recovered from the exit of the last invader.

As the first bead pushed in I felt a sense of relief – it was about the same thickness as the last toy, so I reckoned it wouldn’t be too different to what I’d experienced before. 

But I spoke too soon, because as Lizzy turned the vibrating button on, I felt the second bead push past my sphincter, while the first one was buzzing next to my prostate.  Then the third one went in, its neighbor now tickling my prostate as the highest bead pushed into the truly virgin part of my ass – all the time the buzzing sensations making my twice spent cock feel like it really should get hard, even if my balls had nothing left to give.

When the fourth bead barged its way past my surrendered sphincter, my whole lower body felt like it was on fire.  Lizzy’s only response to my squirming body being to see what effect full speed ahead would have on her beloved husband.

I swear, as I looked at her veiled face, she had the look of an inquisitive schoolgirl seeing how a frog’s leg responds when you shock it.  I swear she was wondering how my mind and body would hold up and whether my cock and balls had anything left to give.

She got her answer when my lungs exploded, busting incomprehensible sounds past my ball gag as from somewhere deep within my soul my brain and cock found the energy to cum once more.  Although this was the driest of dry climaxes, what shot forth from the eye of my cock being nearly invisible to the naked eye.

~~~~~    

“Love you, babe … my cucky darling,” Lizzy purred, her head right up next to mine.  Her veil pulled off, and my mask pulled off, with a mental telepathy honed through all our years together, she’d seen something in my eyes, seen that I needed to feel an emotional reconnection with her.  She’d even removed my ball gag, pouring me a slow trickle of water to rehydrate from all the sweating I’d been doing inside my mask.

“You okay?” she asked, looking genuinely concerned.  If I’m honest, I reckoned half her concern was for my well-being – the other half for the risk I might answer in the negative and call a halt to her experiment.  Her experiment to help me understand what it was like to walk a mile in her shoes, and her experiment to break down my last remaining sexual boundaries.  To help us be closer as a couple, as Delores had put it.

Not getting an answer, I saw a panicked look on her face as she started nervously saying one letter at a time.

“M-A-L…”

“It’s okay, honey,” my croaky, stressed voice muttered.

Wow!  Which guy was this talking?  Had I just said that?  Had I just passed up on the opportunity of calling this whole humiliating, emasculating game to a halt?

Q: Wow!  Where the hell had I got the strength for that?

A: One answer was virtuous and made me feel proud of myself – from the deep love I had for Lizzy.  And from my equally profound desire for her - after so many years of selfless love and sacrifice for me and the girls – to finally be able to explore every little nook and cranny of her sexual fantasies. No matter how perverted or depraved others might find them.  But the other answer was more base and embarrassing – that at some totally unfathomable, incomprehensible level, I was loving both the physical and emotional side of this depraved set of games we were playing.

“Really?”  Her eyebrows raised high, her voice even higher – hardly believing what she was hearing.

“Really!”  I croaked, trying in my tiredness to muster some kind of smile for the woman I loved.  “But you better get on with it before I change my mind … or before the men in white coats come to take me to the funny farm!”

“Love you, babe!” she smiled.  This time her look back over her shoulder to Darnell not one of apology for her word choice, but one of defiance.  A look that said, ‘so far, but not further … whatever you and I have Darnell, this is my man, so tread careful…’

“Veil on or veil off?” she asked.

“Off, I think … no point in going to all the trouble to get your hair dyed blonde and then hiding it under a veil!”

That earned me a huge smile and a final kiss before she gently and lovingly inserted the ball gag back in (‘maybe we need one of these at home, for when I can’t get my own way’) and my gimp mask back on.

She might have still been my loving, wonderful wife – but she was still wily and clever, making sure I was strapped back in before she brought out the last toy she wanted to use on me.
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“Don’t look so frightened, babe!” she chuckled.  The speed at which Lizzy had moved back from loving, attentive wife to teasing tormentor shocking me almost as much as the thing she was holding in her hand.

She’d already tightened the main harness and clips around her waist and the secondary straps that run along her upper thighs and under her delectable ass. 

Now all that remained to be done was for her to take that shiny black PVC monstrosity she was holding and clip it inside the plastic cock ring that sat snugly just above her pussy. 

The way the black fabric covered her temporary ‘EJ-C-L-T-LD : 2016’ tattoo making me smile with a sense of ironic justice as my brain sought any and every distraction to stop myself thinking about the size and texture of the object Lizzy was now carefully inserting inside the cock ring.

When we’d first discussed all this when I’d returned from my neighborhood walk, Lizzy had shared with me her secret fantasy of pegging me. 

When I’d picked myself up off the floor – in all our years together, she’d never shared anything like this - she’d explained her reasons.  Her reasons being exactly the same ones Delores had repeated to me just a few minutes ago. 

Lizzy had promised me it would be a one-time only thing and that she’d understand if I said ‘no’.  Telling me that as I’d already been so unselfish and understanding this whole summer, part of her felt she had no right to ask for me to help make this last fantasy come true.

But when this surreal conversation had finally concluded with me giving a nervous and very hesitant ‘yes’, Lizzy had made no mention about the size of the plastic cock she wanted to use to peg me.

She’d been open and honest enough to mention - in general and roundabout terms - the other, smaller toys she planned to ‘gradually get me ready.’  But at no time had she mentioned the size or shape of the plastic beast I was now staring at as Lizzy moved in between my legs.

~~~~~    

It had been a strange few minutes.  First the closeness and intimacy of Lizzy removing my mask and gag and checking I was okay – even offering to bring things to a halt.

But after that hiatus, things had quickly moved back to the depraved storyline I’d agreed to.

First up was four of the youngsters needing to move my sex chair up onto the most solid coffee table they could find.  A coffee table was the ideal height.  The chair’s original position on the floor was too low for Lizzy – and something like the solid granite-topped island in the kitchen was way too high.  Because I knew it wasn’t just me and Lizzy we had to consider.

“Love you, cucky,” she grinned, back to using the word Darnell had insisted she use all week to address me.

“And yes, in case you’re wondering, this little baby’s about the same thickness and length as Marcus and Darnell … although it is a slightly different shape,” she giggled as she rested the head of the first bead at the reddened and already stretched entrance to my intestines.

She didn’t need to tell me what she’d just told me.  Staring at it as, like a sexual assassin, she’d approached me.  I’d been perfectly aware of its size and shape.  That fricking thing had to be all of ten inches long – and that was just the insertable part.  And whereas the ten inches of beads Lizzy had just used on me had been about the same width of my own cock – this monster looked as fat as Marcus’s and Darnell’s cocks.

And the good news just carried on coming! 

Because, whereas the last things stuffed up my ass comprised four inch-and-a-half wide beads strung out over a ten-inch distance – this beast would give me absolutely no time for recovery as it was stuffed up inside me. 

Not only was each bead nearly three inches across, but there weren’t just four of them along the ten-inch length.  There were six of those fat fuckers! Six of those fat fuckers which Lizzy was now lining up to push deep up my asshole!  Six of them which, in my infinite stupidity, I’d already pre-agreed to let her use to rearrange my guts.  To rearrange my guts and generally make me feel things no man was engineered to experience!

Lying on my back, legs strapped up horizontally in the air, this time everything felt a helluva lot more personal.  Partly because the cock was physically attached to Lizzy, rather than just something she was thrusting in and out.  But also because Lizzy’s body was over mine and her face next to my face.

“Come on, my little cucky baby,” she purred, kissing at the red plastic of my ball gag, eyes looking deep into mine as her hips nudged the first fat bead into my anal cavity.

“There’s a good little cuck, one down, only another five to go!” she grinned mischievously as I groaned at the way the extra girth was opening me up and making my ass feel things it had never felt before.

As I moaned loudly around the hard red ball gag, I wondered why she’d stopped – before once the first bit was in, she’d wasted little time in pushing in the rest.

I didn’t have long to wait to find out the reason for the delay as the gang of teenagers parted to reveal the reason for Lizzy’s delay.

~~~~~     

Suddenly it became clear to me – my eyes bugging out as I saw Darnell move to kneel directly behind my kneeling wife.

Just as when she’d been a little short on the details of the size of what she wanted to use to peg me, so she’d been equally economic with the facts when she’d said she wanted the pegging to be part of a ‘sexual daisy chain.’

In my naivety I’d thought she meant that she’d peg me and then afterwards I’d watch as she fucked Darnell and the others, or they used the toys on her.  The ‘daisy chain’ happening sequentially, the events happening one after the other.

But never in a million years had I imagined what I was now seeing – Darnell lining up to enter my kneeling wife doggy style while she in turn waited patiently to push beads two through six deep into my guts. 

“Oooh, yeah … so deep, so good, baby,” Lizzy moaned, her eyelids fluttering at the intensity of the feelings from taking all of Darnell’s huge black cock all the way deep into her pussy.

A minute ago, I’d been the one she’d been addressing as baby – now I’d been replaced, back to just plain old ‘cucky,.’  Any tender terms of endearment reserved for the black stud who had his huge cock deep in her pussy, rather than for the man trussed up as she pegged him hard with a fake plastic phallus! 

Damn this was an emotional rollercoaster – getting back to the stresses and strains of the commercial world would be child’s play in comparison!

Not only had he stolen Lizzy’s words of endearment away from me, as he gently turned her head to the left, he kissed her and stole her lips away from me.  Minutes earlier it had been me she was kissing – but now that bit was also gone!

When the lovers finally broke for air, Darnell turned Lizzy back to look at me, just like he was.  Grasping her by the shoulders and still balls deep in Lizzy’s pussy, he pushed his hips firmly forward.

“Come on, Liz … let’s fuck cucky boy, just like we talked about the other night!  Show him what a daisy chain’s really all about!  Let him know what it’s like to be fucked deep and hard by a wife and her bull!”

The penny finally dropped – I’d been right all along.  I’m sure elements of tonight had sprung from Lizzy’s fantasies, but from the look on his face I knew that a larger part of tonight had been Darnell’s creation.

I’m sure in Lizzy’s mind tonight was about connecting with me and helping me see things through her eyes.  But in Darnell’s mind there was a very different agenda.  An agenda about further emasculating the man whose wife he craved.  An agenda about him and Lizzy fucking me together.  Him the fucker, the conquering, dominant hero – with me vanquished, on the receiving end.

“Come on, babe,” he sneered, his dark hands tight on Lizzy’s shoulders as I felt a second fat bead slip past my asshole and further into my guts. 

“Come on, let’s make this really memorable for cucky boy,” he grinned, twisting Lizzy’s head side on into another long kiss as together their hips drove beads three, four and five into my asshole.  Making me feel an overwhelming discomfort in my back passage – never before having felt remotely this full down there.

Darnell then whispered something into Lizzy’s ear.  She looked worried, so he whispered again.  This time, she nodded her head, albeit the look on her face seemed one of only reluctant agreement.

Moments later Jayden appeared by Darnell’s right shoulder carrying a small mirrored glass sheet with four lines of coke already prepared.

Lizzy looked at me eyes full of guilt.  “Sorry, babe ... but I really want tonight to be totally memorable … promise we’ll stop all this stuff when we go home…”

With that she took the little straw Darnell held out for her and took two long snorts of the magic white powder – each time shaking like a dog after a dip in the sea as the white powder hit home and stimulated every corner of her body and mind.

Darnell followed suit and then, to my utter horror, I saw Jayden take out a little pouch and make up a single, heaped pile of the stuff.  Then, with Snake and Hose holding me perfectly still, he pushed the mirrored surface flush to the bottom of my right nostril.

Instinct kicked in, telling me to hold my breath to avoid the mind-changing effects of the magic white powder.  But in this case, instinct was my worst enemy, as when I finally had to inhale, rather than a small, shallow breath, I had to take a huge gulp to make up for my two minutes of oxygen deficit.

You’d think I’d learn – but as Jayden pushed a second pile of powder against the bottom of my left nostril, I made the same mistake all over again.

Combined effect:  one middle-aged white guy higher than he’d ever been in his life and a room full of young black guys laughing their heads off at the funny looking white guy trussed up like a Thanksgiving turkey!

~~~~~    

Jayden wasn’t quite done yet – his one remaining task was to assemble two more lines.

“Sorry, babe,” someone who looked and sounded a lot like my wife Lizzy slurred at me through a mental haze.  It might have been Lizzy, but this woman was blonde with a short bob cut.  My Lizzy was brunette, with long flowing locks – she’d been like that ever since I’d known her, so this woman bending down over me and apologizing couldn’t have been my wife!

Difficult for me to judge – before now, I’d only ever smoked a little dope, and that was a lifetime ago – but it felt like they’d spiked the coke with something mildly hallucinogenic.  Or maybe that was just the coke’s natural effect on someone as chemically virginal as me.

Whatever the cause, I felt like I was living in a dreamworld as I saw Darnell’s short, spindly dreads and handsome face looming large, looking two or three times bigger than normal.

“Don’t worry, cucky … gonna give you the last bead, give you the full ten inches, then me and Liz gonna fuck you to kingdom come … but first, gotta a couple more tricks to make things real memorable for our little cuck bitch!”

My panicky brain interpreted ‘couple more tricks’ as meaning I’d be forced to inhale another couple of lines of Charlie – so my woozy, dreamworld brain actually felt relieved when the tricks turned out to be merely mechanical and designed to tease out one or two last contributions from my already battle-weary cock and balls.  A woman who looked like Lizzy strapping a vibrating contraption around my cock and balls while a guy with a mean sneer and Medusa-like hair extensions whispered in the blonde woman’s ear as she turned some dial on her harness from hard left to hard right.

Fuck!  Now the fact that my ass felt so full it would physically explode was at the bottom of my sensory priority list.  Places one, two, three and four were all occupied by the sexual equivalent of a wholesale orchestral ensemble buzzing away at my cock, my balls, my prostate gland and the other eight or nine inches of my ass that sat directly above my exploding prostate!

What world was it that I was living in?  I could feel my cock exploding, I could feel my balls trying and failing to feed my cock something to spurt … but it all seemed so other worldly.  It felt like I was hovering above, in some out of body experience as the blonde woman and Medusa-man smiled and laughed as my cock exploded yet again.

~~~~~    

“Hey, babe … you still with us?” the soft voice by my side asked with the most tender and loving of tones.

I couldn’t speak.  I was too spent.  Too exhausted.  But I could smile weakly to give some kind of answer.  My smile directed at the woman who was definitely my wife – my memories coming back to me as I remembered all about the short blonde style to make her look like the French teacher the teenagers had lusted after at high school.

I looked around, trying to work out just where the hell I was.

The room was only half-lit.  It certainly wasn’t our bedroom back in Woodlands, and it certainly wasn’t the living room which seemed just a flashing, sporadic memory now.

It was definitely a bedroom, and turning back to the woman who’d checked I was okay, it suddenly dawned on me where I was.  I was lying on the bed in the bedroom Lizzy and Darnell had been sharing for the last few weeks.  Lying there next to Lizzy.  Lizzy who in turn was lying next to Darnell.  His serious expression and handsome features visible to me just over Lizzy’s shoulder.

“I know we’ve been being a little mean … keeping you at arm’s length, inviting you up here and then forcing you back down to the basement,” she smiled softly, her voice and smile the very personification of love and concern.

“So, after everything that happened tonight, we thought it was about time to show you how grateful we are for everything … for everything you’ve allowed me and Darnell and the boys to do this summer…”

I was still woozy, still only able to half take in what she was saying.  But even so several things jarred, several questions smashed against my skull, the pain requiring answers.

‘How grateful WE are…’ 

The ‘we’ she mentioned jarred like crazy with me.  I’d just about adjusted to the ‘we’ of Lizzy and Marcus.  Was Lizzy now saying that while she’d been living out her fantasies for the last few months that the ‘we’ of her and Marcus had morphed into the ‘we’ of her and Darnell?  Or was she saying something even worse!  That the ‘we’ of her and Marcus had been joined by a new ‘we’, the ‘we’ of her and Darnell.  Which by my reckoning would leave precious little time and space for the ‘we’ of Lizzy and Alan.  The original ‘we’ – the ‘we’ that was the lodestar around which my entire life and sanity orbited!

But that whole tortured set of questions was way too dangerous to tackle when I was in such a delicate and vulnerable mental and chemical state – so instead I homed in on something simpler and more mechanical.

“All those toys … all those toys you showed me on the day I arrived … the floppy, heavy foot long black dick … that big, black nubbly one … that huge inflatable monster … the Dredd cock … what happened with them … did they get used while I was spaced out? I missed it?”

“Oh babe, you almost sound disappointed!” she teased, stroking my face with a naughty grin before turning serious to answer me.

“No, honey … that was all just camouflage … so we could hide the mask and restraints in plain sight … the boys wouldn’t like me to use toys like that … they reckon it would ruin me for the ‘real thing’ … so, no … the plan was always about what I wanted you and me to do together … not about what those crazy toys might do to my pussy and ass…”

In my confused and befuddled mental state, it sort of made sense and the truth was I was too exhausted and weak to argue the frustration I felt about being played this way.  So I just nodded my head and waited passively for the next thing to happen to me.

The next thing was that Lizzy kissed me softly and then explained what was going to happen next.

“Honey, I feel bad that each night we built your hopes up and then we banished you to the basement where you couldn’t see or hear.  Tonight, as a thank you for earlier, would you like to stay and watch me and Darnell make love?”

Despite the superficial simplicity of Lizzy’s question, my exhaustion and intuition kicked in to make me pause.  I was too tired to fight it properly, but deep down I knew there was a steel trap hidden within Lizzy’s velvet words.  ‘Would I like to watch them make love?’  If I answered with any kind of affirmative, then it was the equivalent of me giving an official seal of approval to a whole new ‘we’ in our lives – the ‘we’ of Darnell and Lizzy.

But it’s one thing to spot a trap, and another thing to have the energy and self-control to swerve around the trap.

Because, whether it was Darnell’s trap or Lizzy’s trap, or a trap they’d concocted together, whoever had planned tonight knew damned well I was far too weary and far too disoriented to resist the temptation of getting one final high for the last but one night we’d spend exploring this crazy new world.

“Honey?” she asked again, and that was enough.

“Yes,” I croaked, “yes, I’d like to watch you and Darnell make love…”
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The next thing I knew I was back in the little basement room, my mind totally fogged, it felt like every sound and image was wading through a sea of thick cotton wool before they reached my brain.

I tried to get up, but my legs were too weak and wobbly.  But at least someone had been thoughtful enough to put a bottle of water by the bed and I gulped it down as I tried to piece together my memories.

Fuck, my legs and ass hurt!  That bit of last night came back to me first.  How could it not?  It had been so intense … but what had followed afterwards back in the master bedroom with Darnell and Lizzy, that bit was nothing more than fragments and shadows.

Had I watched them making love?  I wasn’t sure.  Certainly, I couldn’t be positive that I’d watched them.  This last week I’d seen and heard so many things that everything seemed to blur together.

Again, I tried to stand – same result, slumping back in defeat, gulping the other half of the bottle.

My eye fell to my phone – my go-to place for news and avoiding boredom, although nothing in the last week could remotely be described as ‘boredom.’

Maybe Lizzy had messaged me?  Maybe I’d find a clue there to what had happened between being hauled off the sex chair and now?

My heart sank – no new messages from Lizzy.

As I thought ‘what next’ I idly started scrolling through old messages … old messages including all the exchanges between me and Clayton when he was trying to hook me to agree to all those extra weeks with Lizzy in exchange for me getting secret access to the CCTV system.

‘And how had that worked out for you, Alan?’ I asked myself with a shovel-load of sarcasm, remembering the painful argument that had happened between me and Lizzy, directly because of my agreeing to Clayton’s terms.  Remembering how angrily Lizzy had responded when I’d made up my lies to her about traveling for work so I’d only see her five days later than planned.

Even now, remembering this brought me out in a cold sweat – and although Lizzy and I had kissed and made up, she still didn’t know the truth of the deal I’d made with Clayton.  Knowing her hatred of being stalked and spied on, when we had patched things up, things had been way too fragile to share that particular bombshell with her.

It was painful reading those old messages between Clayton and me, but something in me made me look at the web address he’d sent me and wonder if the password and link were still active. 

After all, with the way things had quickly spun out of control, with the way Marcus had chewed his nephew out and then I’d ended up physically in the house, why on earth would Clayton have bothered to take the time to deactivate the link or change the password? 

He’d have had far better things to do with his time – like mooning after my lovely wife or sneaking off for a private make out session whenever he thought the other guys wouldn’t notice!

With my brain still struggling through mounds of balled up cotton wool, my memory and fingers only moved slowly and with limited accuracy.  It took me four goes before finally I got the digits right.

EUREKA! 

EUREKA!

The cotton wool instantly scattered as the screen on my phone filled with a full matrix of available camera feeds.

Thank you, thank you, thank you!  I prayed to the heavens above as I clicked on the small image that showed one woman lying next to one man.  The uniqueness of Lizzy’s gender in this testosterone farm telling me instantly which image to click despite the tiny size of the picture.

Holding my breath, five percent of me felt guilt and shame that I was going back to my old habits of secretly watching.  But the other ninety-five percent felt nothing but euphoria as I metaphorically slapped at my forearm to plump up my veins for my next cuckold fix.

~~~~~    

((Watch their slow, languid love-making, describe my mixed feelings, Lizzy’s reaction, nails on back; Lizzy being persuaded and comforted by Darnell as not sure if too far – Darnell says shows the real me, it was all his plan, talk back on how they enjoyed watching me with toys, how I was, how this was the real me, how they enjoyed, Lizzy conflicted and guilty about the drugs, D says just one more barrier to break down …))

My euphoria at being able to see what Lizzy was doing was short lived – replaced by a much more complex set of emotions as I watched and listened to the heart-stopping things happening between Lizzy and her new pursuer.

Darnell was on his back, head propped up against the headboard as Lizzy sat mounted on her prize stallion, grinding her pussy around all over as she desperately sought the perfect angle.

“Let me do the work,” her muscular, dark-skinned stallion chuckled, his large black hands squeezing at my wife’s boobs to help her out – not that cupping her succulent orbs was exactly an unpleasant task!

“No, babe,” she gasped.

She was close, her face screwed up tight as she squirmed and wriggled until her whole body started shuddering, her breaths coming in short, sharp gasps as she shook with the power of yet another orgasm.

Was she still high on the coke and whatever else they’d fed her?  I had no way of knowing for sure - but the soft, emotional look in her eyes suggested not.  That wasn’t a look of wild-eyed, narcotic excitement – that was the look of a woman enjoying that special mix when hearts and bodies collide.

“I could get used to this!” she smiled down, doe-like at the man she was sitting on – his cock still hard and deep in her body, his smile telling me he was as happy as she was.

Wrapping his arms tight around the small of her back, before she realized what was happening, he’d pulled her down and flat to his chest and spun them both round so that she was now underneath him and his hips were a thick trunk of ebony pushing her thighs wide apart.  All achieved without his huge cock missing a beat.  Deep in her when he’d started, deep in her when he’d ended the maneuver, Lizzy giggled with happy laughter all through his repositioning.

“That can be arranged” he grinned, forcefully pulling her arms into surrender mode up above her head, planting little kisses and nibbles on her neck as he made her squirm from his twin assault.

Still holding her hands in his vice-like grip, he pulled up so he could look into her eyes as he slowly, methodically started using a languid, fluid motion to churn his huge cock slowly in and out of Lizzy’s pussy.

Her eyelids fluttered, she wrapped her legs tight around his back and broke free so she could envelope his dark neck in the tightest of hugs as she planted kiss after kiss on his lips.

“I know you have feelings for him, but deep down you know Marcus’s not the man for you, Liz … don’t you?” he crooned, his hips working the message into Lizzy’s mind through a Pavlovian connection between pleasure and giving him what he wanted.

“It … should … have … been … me,” he whispered, kissing her neck between each word, “back on that first night.”  The words, the kisses, the slow and methodic pumping of his pelvis all working in perfect sync to weaken Lizzy’s resolve.

“I’m … the … right … one for you, Liz,” he moaned, his kisses and cock making Lizzy squirm as her breath started shortening again.  “Marcus will try and tear you away from Alan … and he certainly won’t like you having more summer fun.”

He kept up like this for the next few minutes.  Kisses, truths and half-truths, slow and tender love making all combining in a master class until he sensed Lizzy was right on the edge.

Then he just stopped talking and concentrated on really going to town on her.  Happy to feel her lips on his as her soft arms clung tight around her neck as he tried to fuck her right through the mattress.

“Uhhh … uhhh … uhhh,” she panted, eyes screwed tight shut, giving herself entirely to her dominant, punishing black lover.  Not just her body, but giving her whole soul and mind to him as well – even through the limiting media of the little phone screen, I could tell right now nothing in the whole world mattered to Lizzy except the way Darnell and his big cock was making her feel.  Right now, as he fucked and owned her in the most possessive of fashions, Darnell was her whole world.  She was a woman giving herself heart, body and mind to the most primal and fundamental of human acts and nothing else or no one else existed in her world right now.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck … yes, oh baby … yes, fuck…”  She was a slobbering, slavering mess of nonsense as Darnell had her body surfing a continuous wave of ecstasy, a continuous wave of little mini orgasms that made her whole body constantly shake as she sobbed from one climax to another.

“Take it, baby … take it!” he roared, slamming in as deep as he could go, Lizzy’s fire matching his own, squeezing the life from his neck as her long nails drew blood from his shoulders.

“Arrrrhhh …. arrhhh,” they roared in perfect harmony – the powerful black bull depositing his potent, thick seed, the beautiful white woman experiencing life changing fulfillment as her body spasmed and shook as they shared the deepest of unions.

~~~~~    

I tested my legs again, thinking I needed to make my way upstairs, but they were still too weak.  My act of examining my legs making me blush with embarrassment and humiliation as I realized I’d been so engrossed in watching Lizzy and Darnell’s love making that I’d cum on myself and hadn’t even noticed.

When I looked away from my own embarrassment and back to my phone, I saw that Lizzy and Darnell had just about recovered – that her head was lying on his broad chest and that he was gently stroking her hair as they talked.

“Look, Liz … it’s quite simple … I’ve only got two weeks left at Fort Bragg, then I’m back here for good … I’ll only be busy a few hours a day, handing stuff across, sorting out personnel shit .. the rest of the time you and me can be together … I can show you around the beautiful coastline, the vineyards and wineries … I can even introduce you to a few of my black Special Forces friends, if you’re interested in that sort of thing,” he hinted.  Winning a giggling response from the woman quietly lying with her head on his chest, savoring the gentle way he was stroking her hair and soaking up every seductive syllable of his sales pitch.

“Then, when we’re done … we can come back here, and you can make a decision about whether or not you do or don’t want me in your life!”

“Mmmm, sounds wonderful … but I’m back at work next week…”

“Don’t sweat it … I can always get someone in the camp to speak to the school … maybe you’ve got a nephew there who picked up some tropical disease and needs taking care of by his loving Aunt Lizzy … that and a few days personal time should do it…”

She giggled at the thought of the gap between the idea of a loving, wholesome Aunt Lizzy and what that loving Aunt Lizzy would really be getting up to.  “But I need to spend some time with Alan – Alan and I have hardly seen anything of each other these last few months…”

“Cucky boy?  Cucky boy would likely prefer you to be with me and me and my buddies in Fort Bragg … prefer you to be off with me being a naughty, slutty little wife, rather than waiting at home for him, baking him pot roast of an evening…”

“It really is appealing,” she sighed, “but I need some time with Alan … and I haven’t seen anything of Marcus either…”

The mere mention of Marcus’s name seemed to visibly grate on Darnell.  His customary mask of ‘I’m the man in control,’ smoothness slipping for just a moment as he hopped up and out the bed.

“Tell you what, you get yourself some rest, baby … let me go and talk to Alan … help him figure out what it is he really wants … I think sometimes he’s a bit embarrassed to be honest with you about what it is he really wants … let me go and talk to him man-to-man,” he smiled, with his best crocodile smile. 

“Well, maybe more man-to-cuck,” the last words Lizzy heard as he shut the door behind him and headed in my direction.
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I tried my legs – again, no dice.  Making me wonder if Darnell with his medical training had slipped something other than coke into the powder Jayden had forced up my nose.

I tried again, desperate to escape from the basement, so I could speak to Lizzy directly.  Even if I had to speak to Darnell, I’d rather do it somewhere less emasculating than in my basement cuck quarters.

But again, they failed - and before I knew it I was looking up at the grinning smile of the man who was intent in muscling his way into our lives.  And not just for the summer, but on what I suspected he wanted to be on a permanent basis.

“Hey there, cucky!  How’s your ass feeling this morning?” he mocked cruelly, his words making me realize just how tender and sore I felt back there.

“Have fun watching, did you?”

Just for a moment I was confused, thinking maybe they had let me watch them after all, and that this was what he was referring to.

But then he pointed to my phone and I blushed.

“Think a guy from the Special Forces wouldn’t notice a little red light blinking in the corner of the room?  You must be even more stupid than you look!” he mocked.

“Anyway, at least it saves me the trouble of explaining to you why I’m here,” he grinned.

“Why are you here, anyway?” I spat back, despite my weak condition, not wanting to give this guy anything.  He tried to make out like he wanted to be my buddy, but I’d seen enough of him to know he was the kind of friend you could well do without.  If he treated someone he’d known all his life the way he treated Marcus, what the hell would he do with a guy like me?

“If you think I’m gonna persuade Lizzy to go to Fort Bragg with you so you and your buddies can fuck her away from me and fuck her away from your ‘buddy’ Marcus, then you got another thing coming!”

“Really!” he sneered, holding up his phone, turning the screen towards me and pressing ‘play’. 

Ten seconds later, when the blood had drained from my soul and my face was blanched white, he pressed ‘stop’ and sneered again.

“Don’t you look quite the little pig boy!  Pigging out on illegal drugs … then taking an enormous black plastic dick up the ass!  How da ya think that would go down with your work bosses and colleagues?”

“You wouldn’t!” I spluttered, my whole life passing before me as I desperately sought some kind of riposte.  “Destroying me and my livelihood’s hardly gonna get you what you want with Lizzy, is it?  No way would you do that!”

“You wanna risk it, big shot?” he grinned.  “Bet your whole career and family reputation on one roll of the dice with a guy you hardly know?  A guy trained in the art of war!”

There was a painfully long silence between us.  He was right, but so was I – it was a Mexican stand-off, though he had by far the stronger cards.

Finally, his expression softened into something more conciliatory.  “Look, Alan … I got no beef with you … like I said right at the beginning of the week, I ain’t trying to steal Lizzy away from you … you see me as the marrying type?”

Seductive and persuasive as ever, he gave time for his words to sink – a drowning man will cling onto the tiniest morsel of driftwood.  “Look, how’s about this … as a gesture of goodwill, I’ll destroy this, and even send you a video of me taking drugs … that’s called a dishonorable discharge and would cost me my pension … that way you got something on me … then you convince Lizzy to come with me and in two weeks’ time she makes a straight decision between me and Marcus…”

“How’s that sound to you, Al?  Don’t matter to you who Lizzy gets her supply of big black dick from, do it?” he chuckled.  “If she chooses me over Marcus, ain’t no skin off your nose!”

Another long pause.  Another chance for his snake oil words to worm their way into my brain.  Before he reminded me of the alternative.

“Or would you rather risk it all on the roll of the dice with a guy whose bedtime reading is Sun Tzu’s Art of War?”

~~~~~    

“Hey babe, there you are!”  Lizzy looked genuinely pleased to see me as she smiled up from the bed where she was still lying, looking just as naked and just as sexually fulfilled as when Darnell had left to strong-arm me into helping him in the next part of his mission to become a permanent part of her life.

“I was worried everything might have been a little too much for you last night…”

I could see why she might have thought this … I could see why she still might be thinking this as I’d needed to lean on Darnell to get up the stairs – and even now I was leaning on him as I moved across to sit on the bed.  Hardly the most manly of entrances!

“Lizzy, baby … Alan and I have been talking, and it was like I suspected, he was just a little shy and bashful to tell you that he’d be more than happy for you to take some time off work to come with me to see the sights of North Carolina … tell her, Al … tell her how hot you’d find that!  How it would fire up your little cucky circuit boards a treat!”

If just minutes ago my cheeks had been blanched white when he’d shown me the video of me snorting coke and taking a plastic dick up the ass, now my cheeks were showing the opposite problem.  Burning fiery red as I spluttered all over again, trying to find the right words. 

The worst thing of all being – even though I hated the guy with a passion, and knew he was the most dangerous of people to have in our lives – there was more a hint of truth in what he said. 

After all, when Lizzy and I had argued and then made up at the beginning of the week, hadn’t I been the one who’d overruled Lizzy when she’d wanted to banish Darnell from her last two weeks in the house?  When she’d found out about how he’d lied about my not caring, hadn’t I been the one who’d wanted him to stay as I recognized that we both loved the buzz of his whole, ‘Alpha, bad boy danger’?

“Urrrrr, yeah,” was all my normally eloquent brain could manage as slowly my brain assembled other syllables and thoughts. 

“Of course, I’ll miss you, baby … miss you like hell … but Darnell’s not wrong … I’ve already waited all summer without you … letting you play … what’s a couple more weeks?  And the thought of you and bad boy Darnell playing around in Fort Bragg, exploring North Carolina … exploring his buddies … wow, isn’t that super-hot?”

Damn!  I didn’t need to do such a good job selling it!  But I’d got carried away.  The instant I’d said it, I wished I’d not referred back to the talk when I’d justified Darnell’s continued presence in the house, by pointing out how both Lizzy and I loved the danger vibe he brought. 

I’d done such a good job selling it I’d achieved the opposite of what I intended.  I’d only wanted to achieve the bare minimum, so my career and reputation would stay intact, so he’d destroy that damned video and give me something I could use against him.  But my own guilty, depraved excitement had once again got the better of me and I’d given Lizzy the idea that I’d like nothing more than her to spend the next two weeks getting well fucked by Darnell and his Special Forces buddies.

“Are you sure, honey?” she blushed – the excitement in her cheeks telling me the answer she wanted to hear.

“Yes, baby, I’m sure … I’ll miss you, be counting the minutes … but yes, I’m sure…”

Fuck, I was a helpless prick!  No half measures.

Just how the hell had this turnabout happened? 

Just ten minutes ago I’d loathed the guy!  Then he’d threatened me with the biggest of sticks – my reputation and ability to support those I loved.  Then he’d pretended to be my best buddy and appealed to the rationale side of me – ‘what did it matter to me which other black guy gave her the black dick she needed?’  And then, worst of all, he’d firmly but quietly spoken the truth – that a part of what he was proposing appealed to the part of me that prized excitement over the safety and security of my marriage.

Fuck, for a guy who prided himself on his intelligence, I’d been sucker punched with hellish ease.

‘Sun Tzu,’ he’d said.  Maybe I needed to get myself a copy and speed read before what was left of my marriage deteriorated even further.
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The only good thing about my being played so badly was that I was invited to stay and finally witness up close what I thought I’d see the night before.

Lizzy gave me a thank you kiss and explained to me what had happened the night before.  How I’d flared out - a mix of physical and emotional exertions she thought - blushing with sly embarrassment as she failed to mention the effects of the drugs they’d force fed me!

“You can watch now, if you like!  Like a kind of ‘thank you’ for letting me go away to Fort Bragg,” she giggled, ”although, I know deep down, you’ll like it almost as much as me and Darnell!” Her giggle showing she’d not read the signs that I was already beginning to have second thoughts.

Still feeling weak and tired, I let Lizzy plump up pillows for me and arrange me to be propped up next to her, like I was some infirm, elderly relative.

“There you go, baby … get comfortable, Darnell and I may be making love for some time!”

‘Making love…’  I’d seen the intimacy between the two of them the night before, but I still thought of what they had more in the sense of something raw and bestial. 

But what she was describing sounded like something very different, something that ought to make me even more wary … and I was already plenty wary enough about a guy like Darnell.

Every single interaction I’d had with him these last few weeks had left me feeling bettered and troubled – even the interaction when I’d just arrived, and he’d made out like he was my best buddy.

But despite all this, I was in the truly weird position of lying just inches away from his warm, naked body on the bed.  Lying there feeling semi-incapacitated, feeling the heat coming off his body as he moved into position as Lizzy spread her thighs and smiled up at him for what must have been the umpteenth time this week.

I could sort of move, but a mix of wooziness and physical weakness meant I felt like one of those guys in the movies with an active brain trapped in a non-functioning body.  A passive observer, barely able to communicate or influence anything. 

Even communicating through the blink of an eye or the wiggle of a nose seemed a huge effort.  I was only able to watch – but not participate or even intervene.

I felt Lizzy’s hand in mine – a small sign of love and connection she gave me as they started to kiss, as her body started to rock from the back-and-forth motion of receiving and taking Darnell’s huge cock deep into her pussy.  The motion of his hips hitting hers, like the most intimate of sex-love pendulums.

Lying there so close, feeling the heat coming off their bodies and their love sounds filling the whole room, it dawned on me this was the first time I’d been physically present when the two of them were being really tender and intimate.

Last night I’d seen them like this through the stolen CCTV images.  And before that, I’d been physically present when Darnell had been the bandleader when the guys had pulled a train on her.  But this was my first time to be up close and see the actual level of closeness and intimacy between the two of them.  And it scared and excited me in equal measure.

Fuck I felt helpless! 

Two plus years after she’d chosen Marcus over him, he’d come sweeping like a whirlwind into Lizzy’s life and now he wanted to drag her off to Fort Bragg to show her ‘his world’ and ‘introduce’ her to his buddies.

It had taken Marcus months and months to reach that stage of having extended time away with Lizzy. 

Him - this medically qualified Special Forces warrior – him, it took just a matter of weeks!!

And he’d made no secret of his desire to take a more permanent role in Lizzy’s life.  Supplanting and replacing Marcus, leaving me with an uneasy fear that maybe this was only the first part of his plan.

And now I was lying there receiving the smallest of comforting touches from Lizzy as she mashed her lips tight against this force of nature and let him rock his huge penis in and out of the depths of her body.  Every stroke making her moan and sigh in ways I’d never achieved in all our years together. Every stroke touching places within her most intimate womanly canal that I could only dream of touching, every minute making her hold him more tightly and give just a little bit more of herself to him … both of them realizing they were slowly building higher, building towards the moment they’d share the most intimate, the most connecting of explosions.

“Come on, honey … we think we found a way for you to feel closer … more connected,” Lizzy whispered, shaking me out of my daydream of fears and ‘what-ifs.’

~~~~~    

Oh fuck, what the hell was this?  Lizzy and Darnell were maneuvering me, twisting and turning me off my propped-up pillow by the headboard, placing my head near the foot of the bed. 

Maybe I could have summoned some kind of strength to resist – what the hell else had he put in that white powder?  But before I realized what was happening, Lizzy’s beautiful, aroused and very wet pussy had taken up position directly above my head.  Her, ‘dripping-with-desire,’ pussy dripping its nectar down onto my face and into my mouth.  Dripping with juices caused by her lust for another man.  Another man who I could see through my peripheral vision was moving in behind me.  His swollen, angry cock just inches from my face as he stroked himself to maximum hardness.

“Pleaee-ze, pleaee-ze, Darnell… don’t tease me,” the light of my life mewled. 

Even at a moment like this, I had no doubts of Lizzy’s love for me.  I had no thought that she was about to abandon me for this man who seemed so determined to displace his buddy Marcus as her long-term black lover.

But what I also didn’t doubt was that right now, right here and now, the only two things my loving wife cared about were getting that huge black phallus back in her pussy and making sure her husband’s face was as close as possible to witness her new man’s re-entry!

“Pleaee-ze, pleaee-ze, Darnell… don’t tease me,” Lizzy begged again, looking back over her shoulder, her face flushed with frustration as she reached for him.  Trying to grasp the huge throbbing cock Darnell was using to tease her love lips and clit.

“I gotta better idea, babe,” he grinned at my desperate looking wife.  “Alan, why don’t you show how much you love this as much as Lizzy loves it?  Why don’t you hold my cock and put it in Lizzy?!  Send her off to Fort Bragg knowing just how much you love the three of us doing all this shit together!”

My head still felt like a man living in a fuzzy-edged dream.  Before I could speak or react, he was pulling my hand up and wrapping my fingers around his cock.  My woozy brain registered the embarrassment of not being able to get my fingers to encircle the fatness of his member.

“There you go, Alan … now I’ll hold her love lips apart, you put me in!”  His free hand pushed my elbow, creating the illusion it was me pushing his cock into Lizzy.  All the time her flushed face stared back at what was happening between her legs.  At what her lover was getting her husband to do, at what her lover’s cock was doing.

“Yeah!  Hot as fuck!  Cucky hubby loves his lady taking Darnell’s big black cock!” he cackled.  “Now, cucky … how’s about you lie there and watch while a real man gives it to your lady!  We all know that’s what she wants … and by the look of your cock, that’s what you want as well!”

My hand released from his shaft – I’d done my job, I’d docked his Titan in my wife – my woozy brain slowly directed my gaze along my body until a tremor of shame told me he was speaking the truth.  My cock was harder than any half-incapacitated man had a right to expect.  Fuck!  Was this really who I was now? 

~~~~~    

“Fuck … fuck that feels soooo good … you make me feel things, things I can’t describe,” she moaned. The words vibrating through every inch of her body, communicating to me at the most spiritual of levels as that long, thick black rod slid smoothly in the deepest parts of her body.  Her pussy’s nerve endings lighting up her brain like an old-school switchboard with a barrage of pleasure messages.  Thousands and thousands of ‘oh fuck, that’s good’ messages lighting up her brain like a town center Christmas tree as she swooned and sighed loudly.

Darnell’s cock was now fully balls deep in Lizzy as I lay underneath their rutting bodies.

“Alan baby … cucky, I DO love you,” she moaned softly, when she’d finally recovered enough to speak. “But I also wish you had a cock like this!  A body like this!” she giggled - switching from out of control, earth mother and back to my naughty, nervous wife, using humor to defuse embarrassment.  Using humor to make sure physical needs didn’t explode and destroy our shared emotional foundation.

“This is what she needs, Alan … she loves you, but this is what she needs,” Darnell’s slow, menacing voice interjected, his hips slowly starting to work her again. His cock glistening a bare two inches above my face as Lizzy knelt above me – the holy trinity of her pussy, my face and his cock all in unison at the foot of the bed.

“She needs it just like she sometimes needs the crazy, ‘goddess-being-fucked-and-worshipped’ sex Clayton, Jayden and all the other guys have been giving her twenty-four-seven these last few months … that’s why she gonna choose me over Marcus…”

His words were almost hypnotic, the rhythm of his words matching stroke-for-stroke the slow, languid ‘in deep, out all the way’ strokes of his huge, glistening rod. 

As Lizzy’s juices dripped onto my face – I shivered at the thought of what else would be dripping onto me before too long. 

I also wondered why she’d not responded to his comments about Marcus.  But I was being stupid - she was lost in a world of lust, a world totally focused on carnal pleasures. A world where if she even thought about tomorrow, she was most likely excited about having two black bulls fighting over her.  One who loved her and seemed a stand-up guy, and one who offered danger and edgy excitement, who said he was happy to share her with me and any other men she craved.

After all, as this whole thing had been started by her long-held fantasies about hyper-masculine, big-bodied black males, wasn’t the image of two of them rutting and fighting in a macho battle for breeding rights with her the most natural of extensions?

“Come on guys, let’s all enjoy this together … make the most of it before I steal Lizzy away to Fort Bragg!” he teased, making Lizzy giggle, making my chest tighten again at my fears about his long-term agenda.

Grasping Lizzy’s hips so tight the flesh around his fingers went from pink to white, he started settling into a slowly accelerating session focused on giving Lizzy maximum pleasure and showing me just how well he always fucked her. 

Only – just as Lizzy had warned – it wasn’t just fucking.  His meaty, long rod was fucking her depths, but as she knelt there shaking with pleasure, Lizzy’s head was looking back over her shoulder so she and Darnell could share a long, intimate kiss.  Their eyes closed, their tongues fighting and dueling in the most erotic of ways.

This was way more than just fucking, in the summer he’d had with her, Darnell had really connected with her emotionally.  Seeing it up close like this for the first time, I began to believe he was at least halfway to replacing Marcus in Lizzy’s affections.  Fuck!  I felt myself start shaking with thoughts and pictures of someone as threatening and scary as Darnell as the new ‘other man’ in Lizzy’s life.

‘Mmmm … ooohh, ooohh … baby, yeah,” she moaned through their kiss, eyes still screwed shut, “mmm … yessss, yessss…”  She was getting close, the flesh of her thighs just above me getting pinker through heightened blood flow as she dripped even more, Marcus’s thrusts also deeper and faster, sparking even more noise from Lizzy.

“Arrrrggghhh …. Arrrrggghhh,” she exploded, knees collapsing as wave upon wave of pleasure swept through her body, her collapse bringing her pussy and his cock right onto my face.  Her collapse happening as her juices gushed on her thighs and on my face – the same moment I felt the tube along the bottom of his cock pulse as I watched his balls move up as they fired their molten load deep into Lizzy’s body.

My face was already sodden with Lizzy’s juices and, and even with Darnell’s fat cannon still lodged deep in her pussy, I knew it was only a question of time before something less appealing would be dripping on my face.  The thought arriving just moments before the first of Darnell’s frothy white fluids dripped onto my nose and chin.  Making me close my mouth as more salty liquids dripped down.

My closed mouth did me no good.

“Come on, Alan!  We all know you want it!”  He was pushing down on the small of Lizzy’s back.  His fat cock now withdrawn, his pushing down forced Lizzy’s drenched pussy right down onto my face.  Her pussy so tight on my face I’d have suffocated if I’d not have opened wide, breathed hard and swallowed.  My need for air forced me to swallow the frothy white seed Darnell had flooded into Lizzy.

“What a team! We’re the best!” he clapped.  “Bull … sexy, sexy hot wife … and cuck!  Let’s not forget the cuck … the happy cuck!”

The whole thing was so intense.

The weirdest part of all this, was that after the dildo-ass-fucking I’d received, and the drugs, I still felt like I was gazing outside in, into one of those snow globes.  Was this my life?  Lying there, Lizzy and Darnell’s very different fluids dripping onto my face, it still felt like someone else’s life rather than my own.

To be continued ….
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