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Editors

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 myself, loving and happy empty nesters, eagerly exploring our respective fantasies.

More than two years ago now, discussing fantasies on vacation in the Caribbean had resulted in revolutionary changes in our marriage.  Initially just a random night club hook-up, Marcus, a thirty-something African American EMT, had now become a near fixture in our marriage.  Bringing Lizzy and me pleasure in our very different ways!

With Marcus now a fixture in our marriage, it had been with mixed feelings that I’d agreed to Lizzy and her lover spending time away on a road trip to Tijuana.

Now that the road trip was in full flow, I felt that familiar mix of dread and excitement at the thought of how things might develop.  We'd already pushed the envelope right to the limit, and now we seemed to be exploring in a way that would take things to a whole new level.  A whole new level of excitement, a whole new level of risk and danger for our marriage and reputations!


Chapter 1

May 22 Sunday

“Don’t be a stranger!” Delores teased as she gently raked her nails down the side of my face - a more than pleasant reminder of other more sensitive flesh she’d raked just minutes earlier.  Leaving me the softest of kisses as she made her excuses and headed back to relieve the babysitter looking after her little daughter Trish.

‘Don’t be a stranger!’ 

She knew damned well I’d recall that these were exactly the same words she’d used as a farewell to me at that pool party when we’d first met. 

That pool party at Marcus’s apartment block when I’d first experienced that knife-edge pain and excitement after being introduced as a stranger while Marcus and Lizzy acted the part of the loving couple.  A role that was hardly make-believe for them as they’d been lovers for more than two years and had recently crowned this anniversary by strong-arming me into agreeing to give them formal ‘boyfriend-girlfriend’ status, with all the rights that went hand-in-hand with that status.

What a weekend that had been!  It was only back in March, but already so much had happened since then that it felt like a lifetime ago!

It was a weekend when Marcus and my wife, Lizzy – spending the weekend in their love nest in the roughest part of Houston – had played all kinds of mind games on me.  Inviting me over for dinner and then treating me as if I was a stranger and they were the couple.  This mind-fuck then being morphed into dragging me down to the pool party where they acted the part of loving couple as they introduced me to various neighbors, Delores included.

Apparently, as Marcus’s girlfriend and a hyper-frequent visitor to the building, Lizzy was well-known and well-liked.  She introduced Delores to me as her new ‘bestie’ and made out to Delores that I was just a friend – a friend she’d invited across town so I could finally meet Marcus as he was such an important part of her life.

As if that wasn’t enough of a mind-fuck, I’d then been forced to watch and try not to stare as Delores’s frizzy-haired, gangly six-foot-nine son Tyrone had flirted outrageously with Lizzy.  Including holding her ring finger high in the air in front of all his black teenage friends and questioning her about the poor sap of a husband she’d left at home so she could hang out with and fuck Marcus! 

The same poor sap of a husband who was standing just feet away feeling like his heart and his head would explode any moment now!

Having confused the fuck out of me with those multiple levels of gas-lighting, Marcus had then led Lizzy and me back up to his apartment so I could witness firsthand just how much she enjoyed rough sex with him as he’d pushed her hard up against the apartment wall.  Fucked her hard and rough and forced me to see just how much she loved this kind of sex – a kind of sex we all knew I’d never give her.

~~~~~    

A lifetime ago!  That was how it felt, although in reality it was only just over a month since this had all happened.  And now I was kissing goodnight to the beautiful, buxom black woman I’d just had energetic sex with twice in one session.  A beautiful, smart, sassy and sexy woman who may or may not have been sent to keep me company by Lizzy as she headed out for a week with Marcus in Tijuana.

A week which I’d thought was just with Marcus, which I’d been stunned to discover included an invite for not just Marcus but also for two of his giant young teenage friends. 

Both were closer to seven-foot than six-foot, and both had starred in a recent high school basketball victory which had won Marcus several thousand dollars in bets with Lizzy offered to the two youngsters as some kind of post-match reward and incentive! 

Not that she was exactly complaining!  Right back, two plus years ago on vacation in the Caribbean when we’d started dipping our toes in this new lifestyle, Lizzy had said she was into big black guys and that she wanted to explore her slutty fantasies. 

A week-long trip to Tijuana with her six-two, two-seventy-pound EMT lover and her new giant young fuck buddies was a helluva way to explore her slutty fantasies!  As Lizzy and I had both discovered last night when Marcus had dialed me in to secretly watch, as he handed my wife over to the two horny and well-endowed teenagers.

~~~~~    

So here I was, watching Delores wave at me as she drove back to Sunnyside and her young daughter, wishing she didn’t have to go and wondering when and if Marcus would next dial me in on whatever slutty things my wife was letting her three younger lovers do to her tonight.

Lizzy – despite being in her mid-forties and a mom to two college-aged girls – still being drop-dead gorgeous.  A pair-shaped ass, five-seven of shapely gym-toned female flesh with wavy, shoulder length dark brown hair and a smile that could turn you inside out – what wasn’t to love?

Watching Delores’ taillights disappear into the evening gloom, I suddenly felt alone.  Alone, reflective and philosophical about just how much things had changed these last two years.  How much they’d changed even these last two months.

Sighing deeply to myself, I looked inward.  Inward at myself, inward at my marriage.  Our love was as strong and rock solid as ever – she loved me even more for letting her explore this new side of herself – but there was no escaping two life-changing truths.

Truth number one - our marriage was no longer just a marriage of two.  It was a marriage which involved a third person.  A second man who had rights and who loved Lizzy.  A man who, with Lizzy unaware that I was dialed in, she’d told she loved and that she couldn’t imagine life without him.

That truth by itself would have been enough - the very definition of heart-stopping and revolutionary.

But the second truth was equally powerful and significant for Lizzy and my love and life.  The increasing truth that I was realizing and accepting that I enjoyed and craved this strange new life we were living.

For us, this thing might have started as some standard voyeuristic, wife-watching kink.  But as the months and years had gone on, it had developed into something way more extreme.  Something way more layered and complicated.  I was sharing my wife not just for the odd night, I was sharing virtually half of her life with another much younger and better endowed man who satisfied her sexually much more than I ever could manage.  A man whose imposing height and frame and skin color ticked the boxes of her sexual fantasies in ways that a slender, five-seven guy with mousey looks could never manage.

It wasn’t that I was worried that Lizzy loved me any less – it was just me being honest about what Marcus could give her that I never could.

And as if that wasn’t complicated enough, there was now the fact that Marcus had involved two horny and well-endowed black teenagers in the next week!  Which, for a guy who’d shown himself to be highly possessive about Lizzy until now, raised all kinds of questions about what his game was.  Especially as he’d initiated a devil’s pact with me whereby he’d dial me in to watch even though Lizzy didn’t know I was watching.

I hated keeping secrets from Lizzy – on the few occasions I’d done it, it had never ended well – but I was just too damned excited and addicted to resist Marcus’s offer.  He knew this and he’d read me and played me like a book.

In general, he was a good guy – he dedicated his career to helping people and saving lives in the Houston EMT service.  But when it came to Lizzy, I couldn’t help but wonder if his motives were less pure.

Gazing out of the window, I suddenly felt tired and doubted whether I had the emotional energy to wait up on the off chance that Marcus would throw me another bone tonight!

~~~~~

I waited up until about eleven-thirty – thinking that after a full day’s driving, they must have pulled up at some New Mexico motel for dinner, rest and a shower.  A shower that would – with three horny sets of black balls - no doubt have led to more sex.  And maybe more sex and a call to the voyeur-in-chief.  A call to keep him happy and a call to remind him of which set of balls were in possession of the only female in the herd, and which set of balls only had a hand for company.  (Although Delores’ earlier visit gave me some kind of moral victory!)

But no call came from Marcus or anyone in his entourage, so eventually I dragged myself off to bed.  Exhausted from the day’s emotional upheavals (and my time with Delores) I was out like a light as soon as my head hit the pillow.

Monday morning – Memorial Day, but I still had to work - I had zero expectation that I’d get any kind of early call.  The only way I pictured yesterday ending for Lizzy and her playmates involved sex stretching out into the early hours – so the chance of them contacting me early seemed virtually zero.  My money being on them reenacting yesterday’s calls – Marcus and his buddies sharing a series of ‘gloating, let’s keep hubby happy so he won’t bitch’ calls throughout the next few hours of their journey across New Mexico, Arizona and the southernmost part of California.

I was half right.  Right about the time – lunchtime – but not about the venue.

Happy to be distracted from an especially tedious report I was reading, my shaking hand almost knocked my coffee as I lunged at the ringing phone.

No need for ‘hello’ or any kind of words – I knew the routine by now.  At their end, the speaker would be set to mute so that Lizzy wouldn’t know I was watching and listening.  But the microphone would be set to maximum to better pick up whatever animalistic sounds their big black cocks were forcing from her lungs and throat!  And this was just day two!

Judging from some blurry, dark brown objects in the foreground, it looked like Marcus was in the role of cameraman, filming part one of today’s travel documentary through a slight chink in a nearly fully closed doorway, to make sure Lizzy wouldn’t realize I was dialed in.

“Morning, cucky!” he whispered.  “Did you like the ‘with condolences, evening fruit basket’ we sent to you last night?  We thought you might enjoy Delores’ grapefruit-sized boobs and pumpkin ass!  Tyrone was most understanding!  He knows some of the shits his mom’s fucked over the years … so he’s happy to have a decent guy like you in her life!  Although, of course, she is used to something rather large in the pants’ snake department!”

“But hey, you can’t have it all, can you now!  You know that better than anyone, don’t you, cucky?!”

Part of my brain asked, ‘Just what the fuck is his game?  Why the sudden torrent of trash-talk and desire to talk to me, when for the longest time he’d hardly cared, his sole preoccupation being having as much time as possible with Lizzy.’

But a bigger part of my brain was totally focused on the sights and sounds coming from the motel bed.

The scene was very different than the ones I’d last witnessed – Lizzy acting as sexual playmate to her three black fuck buddies in the cramped and inhospitable confines of a car speeding down the I-10.

Those constraints and inconveniences had been replaced by the luxurious space of what looked like the largest of king-sized beds.  A bed that allowed Lizzy to be happily snuggled half-naked between her two new teenage black lovers – their top halves exposed and only their lower parts under the thin motel comforter.

Sandwiched there between these two young giants – each of them a foot and a quarter taller than her – she looked incredibly tiny and vulnerable.  Clayton on the right, Lizzy the filling in the middle and Clayton’s buddy Tyrone rounding out the scene, lying there on the left as I looked on. The contrast between their dark skin and hers only adding to the effect.

She seemed to be favoring Marcus’s nephew Clayton.  Maybe it was his bloodline? Maybe his much heavier build? (Why did she like big, muscley bodies so much?  So unfair!)  Or maybe it was his larger cock - wrist-thick like his uncle’s but boasting an extra inch in length – that gave him the edge in the battle for Lizzy’s attention.

Whatever the cause, it was Clayton that Lizzy was facing towards as the pair of them enjoyed the most passionate of make-out sessions.  The way they were kissing as their hands ruffled hair and traced over cheeks and eyes reminded me of make-out sessions Lizzy and I had enjoyed underneath our high school bleachers.

But Delores’ son Tyrone wasn’t exactly doing badly for himself.  With his buddy’s hands busy elsewhere, Tyrone had Lizzy’s beautiful boobs all to himself.  Lizzy’s body was lying on top of Tyrone’s right arm and both his hands were gently squeezing at her soft tit-flesh and pulling at her swollen, elongated teats.

Lizzy was in hog-heaven – she’d wanted slutty, and here she was lying in an anonymous motel bed enjoying the amorous attentions of two giant young black teenagers.  Two young black teenagers both blessed with very large cocks.  Cocks which if they were like any other teenager would likely stay hard and erect for most of the next five days, until Marcus returned Lizzy back into our marital home!

When they finally broke their kiss, the more big-bodied of the two young giants just grinned at my beaming wife.  “I guess it’s true what my uncle says … your husband really can’t keep you satisfied at home … that’s why you love my uncle and are so horny to be with me and T. … that hubby really ain’t man enough for a woman like you!”

“It’s not quite like that,” Lizzy half-corrected him.  “Alan does this because he loves me and because he knows I need your uncle and love being slutty … and, besides, Alan loves to watch…”

“So, he’s a cuck then?” the youngster smiled.

“That’s a little harsh … but I guess that’s a part of it…”  Hardly the most fulsome of defenses of my good name – but then again, I could hardly argue with the facts.  But hearing someone so young saying stuff like this to Lizzy was decidedly odd, but also stoked those familiar masochistic pleasure glands.

“A cuck who gives his wife over to the three big-dicked black guys!”

Lizzy was just about to speak but I noticed a sudden movement of Clayton’s huge teenage body beneath the comforter as she winced.

“Nnnn … careful,” she grimaced, “in case you didn’t realize, you and Tyrone are big down there…”

“Nnn … careful…”  This time she was almost breathless as her whole body seemed to jerk upwards, as if she was trying to get away from something.

‘You and Tyrone are big down there…’  My tortured brain had been slow to analyze her words.  I couldn’t see their bottom halves but it was Clayton Lizzy was facing towards – so what did Lizzy’s sudden wince and discomfort have to do with Tyrone and the size of his cock?

Surely this was all Clayton?  It was his hips I’d seen move…

No, it couldn’t be?  Surely…

I knew she’d wanted to up the game in terms of experimenting and being super slutty … but that?

Just as my imagination and sense of panic went into overdrive, Clayton pulled the white comforter away like some kind of sick magic trick.  Revealing three pairs of legs – two black and one white – all pressed up next to each other in the equivalent of a flesh Oreo.

At first I couldn’t see what was what and what was where – the contrasting flesh was too close together and the angles were all wrong.

“What da ya think?” I heard Marcus’s insidious, teasing voice quietly hiss from behind the lens.  I was obsessed at looking at Lizzy and the teenagers, I’d almost forgotten he was there.

But he’d certainly not forgotten I was there, as he moved around a little further so the camera was more in the middle.

“Wow, look at that Alan?  My horny young nephew’s got his huge cock balls-deep in your lovely wife!  She seems to love it,” he cackled quietly.  The pin-sharp image of the camera showing Lizzy’s love lips stretched with an almost air-sealed tightness around the root of his nephew’s massive tool. 

“Who knew?  Who knew she was such a wannabe slut?  Make you a happy cuck, does it?” he chuckled.

Something in his tone told me he wasn’t done with me as he moved further over to the right.

Oh fuck!

Now I got it!

Now I understood exactly what Lizzy had meant.  Understood exactly why she’d winced.

I felt a lump in my throat, my face reddening even more as I just stared and stared.

Tyrone’s slightly less fat eleven-inch monster wasn’t just nestled in the crack of Lizzy’s butt as I’d hoped.  The new angle showed me his cock was balls deep in Lizzy’s ass – dancing and playing tunes in her lower intestines.

Fuck!

Just fuck!

Lizzy and I had never indulged in anal sex.  It just had never been our thing.  And as far as I knew, even though Lizzy and Marcus’s love making was often rough and wild, anal sex hadn’t been a thing for them either.

Which made what Lizzy was allowing these two well-endowed black teenagers to do to her all the more terrifying and shocking.

This was slutty to the power of X!

Her wince and grimace had shown the two teenagers had gotten it slightly wrong – but now they’d adjusted she just seemed to be smiling at her first experience of feeling two cocks deep in her body.  Smiling and showing zero signs of doubt or regret.

“You’re such a beautiful, sexy, slut, Teach!”  Clayton teased, kissing her even as he exaggerated her school job title.  I guess fucking a white teacher was high on his and Tyrone’s fantasy list, so why worry about the fact she was only an admin!

“…and, you know, Mrs. Andrews … me and Tyrone gonna double fuck you so much these next few days, really stretch you out, stretch you out for good, so you ain’t ever gonna want some cuck’s small white cock ever again…”

Lizzy threw her head back, borderline hyperventilating as she adjusted to the two teenage cocks.  Way too far gone to give any kind of verbal resistance - all she cared about was those two young cocks tearing her up and making her body feel better than she’d ever felt before!

“I think he’s right, hubby!”  Marcus chipped in as he held the camera steady – commenting on what the teenagers had in store for Lizzy.  Lizzy, my super-happy, super-fulfilled wife who still had zero idea she was being recorded, and that I was looking in.  “Don’t think she’ll want any tiny hubby, cucky dick after this?  What do you think, Al?  We’ll try and stick to the deal and bring her home … but, who knows … after a week of…”

And then his words intentionally trailed off as he let the images of two horny black cocks fucking Lizzy do the talking for him…

Shit this was scary!

For the next half hour, Lizzy’s soft brown locks were thrown left and right as she whined and mewled at the top of her voice as the two giant black teenagers really went to town on her.

If I was sweating and stressed watching those two huge cocks sawing out of her pussy and ass, just what she felt as she bawled and howled was beyond my imagination! 

She was so animated and loud - her body jerking all over the bed under the twin assault - that it was a wonder the motel manager wasn’t knocking on the door.  Either asking for less noise or a piece of the action!

As well as fucking the shit out of her – their double-dick rhythm perfectly synchronized – they didn’t miss a chance to play with every part of her body.  One or other of them was constantly kissing her and thrusting a tongue deep into her welcoming mouth.  Her boobs were always being squeezed and reddened as the horny young guys competed to see which of them could make her nipples bigger and more swollen.  Her belly, neck, ribs and ass had multiple pink markings from the non-stop kisses, bites and slaps they gave her submissive, receptive body.

Shit, she was in hog heaven!  Loving the long, fat cocks and eager fantasy-driven attention of these two horny young giants.  Their fantasies perfectly colliding with hers as she enjoyed three howling, juddering major climaxes and so many little ones that I lost count!

But, however overwhelming the physical experience was, the more I watched and listened, the more I realized the physical sex between my wife and these two horny young giants was just the sub-text beneath a more complicated set of mind games.


Chapter 2

May 23 Monday

As Lizzy came down off her third massive cum, Marcus’s giant young nephew kissed her closed eyelids with a surprisingly delicate and tender touch, before gently pulling her matted hair so her softly smiling eyes could look into his.

“Liking the new game, Liz?” he asked her in a quiet, caring voice.

“Mmm…” she answered with an equally quiet, wistful voice, her eyes watery with emotion.

“Two cocks better than one?” he chuckled.

“Two cocks better than one!” she confirmed with a smile.  A simple statement that strangely took me all the way back to when Lizzy and I had started dating.  Way back in fifth grade, when her family had moved into our small town in Texas. 

Fifth grade, when I’d joined a schoolbook club to spend more time with her and we’d both read and loved ‘Animal Farm’ by the English author George Orwell.  ‘Four legs good, two legs bad,’ had been the war shout of the animals as they’d banished the more sophisticated and well-intentioned ways of humanity in pursuit of more earthy and animalistic power and pleasures.

‘Two cocks good, one cock bad…’ 

Was that the new status I was seeing embed itself in Lizzy’s life?  Seeing it embedded within Lizzy’s life right in front of my eyes, as I looked on in secret, Lizzy enjoying this new sordid and animalistic pleasure with no idea the man she loved was secretly looking on.  Trapped within a secret her boyfriend had carefully constructed and allowed to get larger and larger since he’d trapped me spying on them on Friday night and started weaving the web of deceit that now ensnared me.

Shit!  What a thought.  Was I watching our love and marriage about to descend into a whole new level?

Staring at the scene before me, my thoughts were interrupted by Marcus’s nephew whispering another suggestion to Lizzy.

“You know, if you’d loved this … there’s something you’ll love even more…”

Despite his tender years, he was as clever as his uncle.  He didn’t complete the thought, he just left it hanging there.  Hanging there like a tantalizing thread of wool in front of a playful kitten.

Lizzy didn’t ask her question out loud.  She didn’t need to, even though she was just recovering from a third huge orgasm, her raised eyebrows and inquisitive expression asked for her.

“When you’re ready, me and your bestie’s son are gonna both fuck your naughty married white pussy at the same time … his long, thin dick sliding in next to my fat black cock and sending you to heaven and back … making your pussy tingle and cum more than you ever imagined possible … sending your mind into overdrive … your ultimate fantasy … black … big bodies … big cocks … and not just one in your puss-puss … two!  How does that sound?  Imagine the feelings in your pussy!  Imagine the emotional, the psychological high!”

Eighteen and he was talking like this!

He had no right!  Already blessed with height, weight and a huge cock – it was damned unfair that the powers above had blessed him with such a seductive tongue.

I saw the instant reaction on Lizzy’s face. 

For Lizzy and me, and for Lizzy, Marcus and me getting to this place had been a long journey. 

But in just the two days he’d known her, Marcus’s nephew seemed to have keyed straight into the most personal and deep of subterranean sexual desires that Lizzy had carefully disguised and hidden away.

She didn’t speak.  Didn’t say ‘Yes’ or ‘No’, so Clayton gently pushed.

“We’ll be gentle,” he reassured, before being more assertive.  “So, I’ll take that as a ‘Yes’, Liz … a yes because you’re already imagining how amazing it’s gonna feel … and how exciting it’s gonna be … that your whole body and mind will be on fire…”

Damned, he was good!  Eighteen years old and with the seductive skills of a lothario two times his age!  He and I both saw the same thing.  Both saw Lizzy’s eyes going distant as she imagined what he’d invited her to imagine.  He was the expert fisherman who’d baited his line and was now smiling as he watched the big fat salmon take the bait and wriggle on the line!

He didn’t expect a verbal answer from Lizzy.  He was happy enough that he’d planted the seed and that her distant, roomy smile told him she’d be at least fifty-fifty when he finally did what he’d described.

Having laid the bait, he and his buddy Tyrone were smart enough to move back from future and fear to the here and now of physical pleasure.  Pavlov’s dogs!  A move that was guaranteed to associate the seed they’d just planted with the sensations of physical ecstasy!  Something that might nudge their fifty-fifty chance of success with my wonderful wife towards slightly favorable odds.

~~~~~

The pair of teenagers shared some kind of silent signal.  The lanky Tyrone raised his hands to hold Lizzy’s hips in a vice-like grip, so the two of them could start fucking her pussy and ass even faster and more violently.  Their glistening shafts ripping in and out of my wife’s body like greased lightning, forcing Lizzy to bite down on Clayton’s shoulder to muffle her loud sobs.

“Feel good, Liz?  Feel damned good?  Imagine two big black cocks in your sweet little pussy … stretching you … making you cum and cum and cum…” Clayton intoned.  My wife’s eyes now closed again as the two giant teenagers slammed their huge cocks in and out of her pussy and her ass.

“Gonna cum in you now … gonna make you cum again, Teach!”  The move back from the tender and personal ‘Liz’ to the fantasy-driven ‘Teach’ designed to make all three of them more dopamine-loaded.

“Hhhh … Hhhh,” my wonderful wife silently screamed, lost in her world of lust, fantasy and pleasure.  Her mind and innards being torn up in the sluttiest of fantasies she’d ever enjoyed.

“Cum for us, Teach!  Cum for us … two big, black cocks … all those young black cocks visiting your Woodlands school over the years!  How many times you fantasized about tonight?  Wandering into the changing rooms … being ravished, being fulfilled…”

Lizzy was back in her fantasy world … physical and mental perfectly combined as Clayton’s and Tyrone’s big black cocks powered into her pussy and ass in a way that was guaranteed to give her the biggest of her climaxes yet.

“Feel good, Teach?”  Tyrone whispered, a new voice in Lizzy’s ear, his newness more seductive, more persuasive than if Clayton had asked again.  “Heaven and back, Teach!  Heaven and back!  All those afternoons you watched the poor kids from Sunnyside come up to the Burbs of Woodlands and give you guys a drubbin’ … now me and Clay givin’ your naughty pussy an’ ass a drubbin’ … just like you fantasized all those nights you went home to hubby and pretended to cum on his dick…”

Ouch!

If earlier they’d been spreading seeds and bait, this was an out-and-out landmine of a sow!

I didn’t have time to dwell and to ponder, my whole consciousness was sucked into watching the sight of the woman who’d been my best friend and life partner since fifth grade respond to the physical and fantasy stimulation of two huge young black cocks powering in and out of her pussy and ass.

All three of them knew where this was headed.  All three of them knew that after nearly an hour of fucking they were right on the edge.

“Come on Teach!  Fuck us back!  Show us how you love our big black dicks!  Remember all those nights the Sunnyside kids gave your rich white kids a drubbin’!  Remember how you fantasized about being fucked like this in the changing rooms!”

Lizzy was gone!

I could see it written on her face.  The mix of physical and mental excitement was too much for her to stand.  Her eyes were closed.  Her beautiful boobs – topped by nipples more swollen and larger than I ever recalled – were bouncing up and down as Clayton fucked her from the front and Tyrone fucked her ass from the back.

She was a woman living her best life – and I loved that I’d given her this, even if the price to be paid was being without the woman I loved for Saturday through Tuesday.  It seemed a small price to pay to see the ecstasy and euphoria I was now seeing painted all over Lizzy’s climaxing face.

Tyrone was the first to cum, the first to trigger the train reaction.  Behind the loving couple – his slightly thinner eleven inches deep within Lizzy’s ass, almost an afterthought - his face muscles tensed as his vice-like fingers dug even deeper into Lizzy’s hips.

“Take it, take it!” he sobbed, his eyes screwed shut as he buried every last fractional inch of his eleven inches deep within Lizzy’s ass.  Fulfilling the kinky, perverted mission of shooting his virile young seed deep into a place where it could never give life.

Lizzy’s own climax seemed to start the instant she felt Delores’ son judder his seed deep into her ass.  Her face and neck muscles tensing as the first ripples of her own climax started washing in.

Tyrone’s fingers were soon fighting for space as Clayton’s fingers scrabbled for space as they dug into Lizzy’s hips as he thrust to the maximum depth in Lizzy’s body.  Lodging his cockhead an extra inch deeper compared to his uncle’s huge cock as the youngster bit hard on Lizzy’s neck as he held her still and injected his potent young seed into a place it definitely couldn’t fulfill its biological mission.  Save for the fact that thankfully Lizzy had gone back on the pill almost immediately she’d started her affair with Marcus.  That wonderful, miraculous scientific pill that stopped conception ninety-nine times out of every hundred!

If Tyrone seeding her ass has started her cum, feeling Clayton about to seed her front passage sent Lizzy totally over the top.  After her earlier three huge climaxes, she’d looked exhausted. 

But feeling the cockheads of two pulsing young cocks, feeling the excitement in their limbs and hearts brought her back to life.  She threw her arms tight around Clayton’s neck and slammed her lips tight against the teenager’s mouth – sucking in his tongue, thrusting in her own tongue to show just how much she was loving this totally new experience.

Bam!

The three of them came together in a firework display of sexual highs.  Their three voices merging as two black and one white body merged in a tangled mess of climaxing hands and limbs.  My wonderful, beautiful wife – mother to our daughters – cumming in a blizzard of sexual bliss as she gave herself over to two huge-bodied, big-cocked black teenagers whose combined age was less than hers by nearly a decade!

Age didn’t matter!  Except that it made their yelping, screaming, juddering triple climax even more exciting for all three of them.  The teenagers reliving adolescent fantasies about fucking white lady teachers, Lizzy reliving fantasies that I could only guess at.  Giving me a mental note to ask her if, as Clayton had suggested, she had indeed fantasized about giving herself to the young black ballers of the teams which had so often visited and vanquished her school’s lily-white basketball teams.

Just as I was losing myself in the moment - stroking my own cock, right on the edge of joining them – my enjoyment of the moment was rudely interrupted by Marcus’s hissing, confusing voice.

“See, Al … or can I call you ‘cucky’?  This is the real Lizzy!  This is who she really is … what she really wants … this is the slutty monster you released when you started this game,” Marcus whispered quietly. 

His deep voice not mean, more ‘matter-of-fact’, like some public service narrator. 

“And, just think, me and these horny teenagers got a whole week to help her really loosen up … help her really realize this is what she wants now!” 

Now that last bit was mean!  Very mean!

Suddenly his voice had a new tone and edge, like he was warning and teasing me about the longer-term impacts of this week’s road trip.

All along, I’d wondered what Marcus’s game was.  For a guy who hated sharing Lizzy – even with me, her husband – I’d wondered why he’d shared her with two horny black teenagers.  A change that had perplexed me ever since Saturday when my wife’s long-term boyfriend had ushered me into the closet, and I’d first realized for the first time in their two-plus years together Marcus planned to share Lizzy with other men. 

From what I’d read, sharing seemed a common practice for other bulls in the lifestyle, a way to show their power and force even more submission on the cuckold husband.  But Marcus had always been far too possessive of Lizzy, so it had never even come up as a topic.

But now I was starting to get it!  This felt like part of a larger plan to get Lizzy to recalibrate her life and what she wanted.  I didn’t think she’d stop loving me or want to abandon me for Marcus. 

Even if that might have been his ideal scenario, I’d believed him that day we’d met and he’d told me he didn’t want to steal Lizzy away from me, as he knew she loved me way too much to ever be happy without me in her life.

His game was cleverer than a straight-on attempt to steal her away.  His game was a calculated gamble that after a week like this - where he forced himself to give up time with her and share her – she’d want more of this. And, by association more time in Sunnyside, and less time in our marital home.  More time with him, living her new life, and less time with me living her old life – the only life I could ever offer!

These swirling thoughts and realizations frightened me. But also gave me a weird, gut-wrenching excitement. (‘Alan, you’re such a weird fuck’ I thought to myself.)  Giving me a fear that was taken even higher when Marcus played his final trick – ending the call as I was left hanging.

The last thing I saw being Clayton and Tyrone withdrawing their wilting, softening cocks out of Lizzy’s body.  Cocks that, even soft, were bigger than my own when it was fully erect.  Cocks that had just injected huge quantities of their virile, potent young life-giving jizz into my forty-five-year-old wife.  My eyes unable to tear themselves away from the seed bubbling up from Lizzy’s two holes.  My eyes talking to the memory part of my brain that told me the pills Lizzy was taking were only ever ninety-nine percent effective.  The optimist in me thinking the one percent was all about women forgetting to take the pill and that for a woman as smart and careful as Lizzy, the pure chemistry was nearly infallible.


Chapter 3

May 23 Monday

With the call ended after such a huge, emotional moment, I felt a wave of anti-climax and withdrawal feelings wash over me.

It was still only the middle of the day and I felt this gnawing question of when Marcus or one of his accomplices would next reach out to dial me into the second full day of their road trip and vacation in Tijuana.

I had a busy day of work – calls and prep for calls, which was maybe for the best as at least it took my mind off the lack of contact with Lizzy.

The next contact came just after four.  A simple text message from Marcus.

‘Hey Al … hope you enjoyed the show so far … in case you’re worried, Lizzy doesn’t suspect a thing … still our little secret!  What time are you done with work today?  Don’t wanna distract you n’ get you in trouble with the man!’

Bastard!

Clever bastard!

I instantly recognized the double game implicit in his message. 

The implied threat – the secret he held against me, that all this time I’d been complicit in the spying and watching of my unsuspecting wife.

The second string to his bow being the bait he’d just dangled in front of me.  His strong hint that if I texted back the time, I’d be free from work commitments, then he’d time his resumption of communications accordingly.  His strong hint balanced by the implicit threat that if I didn’t play along, submit and reply to his text, then I’d be left hanging.  Left hanging with no actual calls or videos to let me know what they were doing.  Left hanging with nothing but my imagination to stave off fears and soothe my strong sense of isolation.

‘I can be done early … I can be done by four-thirty,’

… my shaking, shameless fingers tapped out. 

What was wrong with me?  I knew the games he was playing, but I was still powerless to resist.  My need to see rather than imagine, my need for any kind of connection with Lizzy – however stilted, however desperate – way too strong to resist.

In contrast to my own uncontrolled, needy message – it was a good thirty minutes before Marcus replied.  And even then, he was just stringing me along.  Stringing me along and teasing.

‘Ten-four, good buddy.  Confirm that.  Stand ready for incoming…’

… he messaged back, his message designed to remind me of his years of manly dangerous service while Lizzy and I had been safely ensconced in the suburbs raising our family.

Even after this teasing, one-sided exchange, Marcus kept me waiting for another two-and-a-half hours until he communicated back.  I’d said I’d be ready at four-thirty, but he made me wait until six-thirty until he threw me my doggy treat. 

And even when he did finally throw it, it wasn’t a live feed, it was a link to what had happened mid-afternoon.  A fact he intentionally made obvious through a top-right corner time stamp that hadn’t been present in any of the earlier live calls.

The link was to a video shot while the four of them were out of the motel room and back on the road.

This time, rather than have one of the teenagers hold the camera phone, he must have used some static phone holder, as the feed showed the two youngsters were both in the back of the car with Lizzy, while Marcus was on driving duty.

The time stamp – one p.m. local, three p.m. Houston - showed Marcus had recorded the video a full hour before he’d texted me and gotten my answer.  Showing me what had happened three and a half hours ago.  I guess I really was that predictable!

The video link was recorded from a static vantage point high up on the center of the front windshield.  No doubt Marcus using Google Maps or some such to avoid Lizzy getting suspicious as to why his phone was suddenly stuck high up on the windshield.  Perfect for navigation, perfect for ensnaring her husband in another day of guilt-laden secret wife watching!

The link showed Clayton facing forward in the right-hand bench seat and Tyrone next to him in the left position.  The front passenger seat was thrust fully forward as it was totally empty as for the next forty-five minutes I sweated and stared as I took in the sight of my wife facing backwards as she lap-hopped between the huge cocks of her two black teenage lovers.

Unlike the earlier live feeds, there was no commentary.  I’m sure Marcus would have liked to add one, but with the phone a good couple of feet from his driving position, this would have instantly revealed his game to Lizzy.

But he didn’t really need to add a commentary – the message was ultra clear!

Barely two-and-a-half hours after I’d watched Lizzy cumming all over their big cocks as they filled her full of their jizz, my wife was a picture of happiness and lust as she bounced up and down and switched up across between the two of them whenever one or other of them got bored and called ‘swap.’

I didn’t hear Marcus’s voice, but the other three of them seemed to be having a whale of time.  The youngsters loving the horny enthusiasm of my beautiful wife – my slutty wife, loving being able to make her most wicked and erotic fantasies come true.  Only two things placing any kind of constraints on their sex games.

The physical constraints of the car’s dimensions meaning there could be no reenactment of my wife’s earlier ‘keep them both happy, two cocks better than one’ game. 

And the legal and practical constraints of having sex amongst a fleet of passing vehicles meaning Lizzy couldn’t go entirely naked.  Meaning the boys allowed her to wear a tight and skimpy red crop top and a matching red mini skirt.  The two items pulled up to give them full access whenever there were no cars in sight.  The two items pulled down whenever Marcus called ‘car’.  None of them wanting to bring an unplanned early finish to their vacation to face charges of lewd behavior!

But apart from this minor inconvenience – I guess they’d intentionally chosen quiet back roads, Marcus only called ‘car’ three times in forty-five minutes – the three of them were able to frolic and enjoy an afternoon of relaxed sexual fun.

Sometimes Lizzy and whichever teenager was inside her were happy to just stay still.  The pair of them kissing, teasing and touching each other’s erogenous zones while enjoying the sensations from their joined sex organs.  No doubt Lizzy loving the feeling of being so thoroughly full and stuffed just as much as Clayton or Tyrone loved the wonderful feeling of my wife’s pussy enveloping and squeezing their big young cocks.

Sometimes this slow, sensitive lovemaking would give way to something more urgent and primal, but it was these slower and more tender sessions that made more of an impact on me.  Making me think back to how Marcus had teased me earlier.  About how a week like this couldn’t help but have a long-term or permanent impact on what Lizzy wanted in her life.

I don’t know how he managed it, but aside from looking out for other cars, Marcus seemed to have a telepathic knowledge of whenever I started thinking about the long-term impacts of this week.  Because while he generally stayed quiet, whenever my mind wondered, he’d inject two or three choice comments designed to heighten my husbandly excitement and angst.

It might be a comment designed to remind me about what had happened this morning and what Lizzy had agreed to repeat. ‘Knew I should have gotten me a bigger car … poor little Liz … she can only get herself one cock at a time!  My naughty little slutty girlfriend has to wait until the hotel before she can start her diet of her favorite new cocktail … her black, two cock sandwich!’

It might be a comment designed to remind me how much Lizzy had come to love and need big cocks and big black guys over the last couple of years.  ‘Hey Liz, baby … listenin’ from up front, seems my girl got herself a lovin’ for big black cocks … it’s not just me now!  Remind me where Al the cuck, your lovin’ hubby comes in your new top four!’

Or even more difficult, but exciting to hear, other times he’d make a comment to remind me of my suspicions of what his ultimate agenda was in sharing a woman he really wanted all for himself.  ‘Hey, babe … remind me again why I agreed to share you!  Hearing you cumming all over those two young cocks is really hard for your loving boyfriend to hear!  Your loving, cucky hubby might like that kind of thing, but your boyfriend loves you and wants you all to himself!’

~~~~~    

That recorded call only lasted three-quarters of an hour.  But with the thought-provoking commentary Marcus did manage, and with the new levels of carefree happiness and slutty behavior Lizzy was showing, it seemed to go on forever and forever to the part of me that always felt the pain and doubts.

But despite this confused pain, within a few minutes of the call ending I was pining for more.  A fact that I was sure Marcus knew as well, but despite knowing this he made me wait another five-and-a-half-hours between that last message and the next message.  A delay that I was sure was meant to torment me and demonstrate the power he held over me for the next four days.  Especially as once again the next link was to a pre-recorded video.  Emphasizing the fact that the logistics at their end were convenient enough to record and that the delay in linking me in was therefore entirely intentional!

When it finally did arrive, bang on midnight, the link showed scenes similar to those I’d witnessed earlier that morning from the motel room.  Scenes which again had a time stamp designed to show me Marcus had waited a couple of hours from recording to sending – an act designed as another none too subtle demonstration of the power he held for the next few days.

The only major differences being the room – much nicer as they’d arrived at their hotel in Tijuana – and that the action started earlier.  Marcus sneakily videoing my beautiful forty-five-year-old wife dwarfed by a good foot-and-a-quarter as she was sandwiched between the two teenagers in the shower. 

The three of them laughing happily and giggling away as their six hands initially soaped and cleaned – before the six hands became too excited and soaping gave way to stimulating. 

With stimulating soon giving way to sex, as Clayton hoisted Lizzy high in the air as she weighed nothing and then, without a word needing to be exchanged, lowered her down as she held his huge cock in the perfect position so she could once again be filled. 

Clayton’s buddy Tyrone had been standing behind Lizzy and didn’t want to be left out.  So, he just bent his knees a little, pulled Lizzy’s ass cheeks apart and using some of the various lotions and shampoos they’d been using, slowly eased upwards until all eleven inches had gone up into my wife’s gut.

Lizzy’s surprise soon gave way to enthusiastic enjoyment as for at least the second time she enjoyed the sensation of being fucked deep and fast by two large young cocks.

For the next hour plus I was treated to an action replay of this morning’s sex session.  Aside from the room and the start, the only other difference was that Marcus seemed less talkative.  Maybe he was tired from the drive or maybe the layout of the room was more constraining.  Whatever the reason, he only spoke to me once – just before the end of the call.

“Well, Alan … didn’t I tell you your sweet little wife has gotten herself a taste for new and even sluttier things!  And she’s still got four days of exploring before I try and bring her home to Woodlands … that is, if she wants to come!”

Written on the page, it might look and sound like a threat.  But, while he and I would never be best friends, spoken in his monotone and fatigued voice, it sounded more like a simple statement of a home truth.  An ironic thought that stuck with me as I tried to get to sleep – fully aware that it was now gone one a.m. and that I had to get up in around four hours for my flight to Seattle.  An itinerary that Marcus had known all about – making me wonder if that’s why he had waited a couple of hours before he sent the link.  Was this another part of his mind games?


Chapter 4

May 24 Tuesday

Maybe it was a blessing in disguise, with a five-hour flight up to Seattle and then a day full of customer meetings and a client dinner appointment, I had little time to think about what was happening on the beaches of Tijuana.

I wasn’t by myself and not back in the hotel until eight p.m. Tuesday.

Somehow, through superhuman efforts, I’d managed to resist looking at my personal phone all day long.  But back in the privacy of my hotel room, when I finally did look, I was overwhelmed by a wave of disappointment.  Disappointment that there were no missed calls or messages from Lizzy.  Disappointment that there were no messages and links from Marcus.

Now I faced a real quandary.  Should I call or message one or both of them?  A painful and awkward dilemma.  Having been so involved since I’d secretly followed Lizzy to the club on Saturday night, I was desperate to know what was happening.  Being ignorant and in the dark felt like the most terrible and painful of tortures.

But at the same time, reaching out felt like an admission of defeat.  Lizzy had rung me on Sunday, but had neglected to contact me all Monday – an omission that hurt more than I cared to think about.  And reaching out to Marcus felt even more demeaning, even more humiliating.

For a whole hour I struggled with the battle between my needs and my sense of self-respect.  Each time I got near to reaching out, I’d picture Marcus sitting there with a smug smile on his face.  But in the end, even this image wasn’t strong enough to give my self-respect the win.

‘Hey, honey … how’s the vacation going?  Are you having fun?  A xxx’

‘Hey, Marcus, how’s today been?  Any updates?’

If I was going to cave and nuke my self-respect, I may as well go all-in!

No surprises, it wasn’t Lizzy who replied first.  It was nine at night and she was on vacation in Party Central with three well hung black guys – so she probably didn’t even see my text.  She was likely too busy dancing or partying or getting herself well-fucked by one of the three big dicks she had at her beck and call!

No, it was Marcus who replied first.  Sending me a link to a short video which showed Lizzy frolicking several hours earlier in the breakers with her two giant teenage lovers.

The fact she was splashing and playing in the sea with them didn’t surprise me.  But what did surprise me was that she was topless on a public beach.

Several times during our marriage I’d floated the idea with her – she’d always had full, shapely and beautiful boobs and with my long held voyeuristic tendencies, her showing them off would have been my idea of heaven!  But with me her reaction had always been so negative that I’d never pushed it.

Yet here she was, not frolicking topless with her husband, but frolicking with naked and bouncing boobs with two young horn dogs she’d only really known for less than three days!

If this wasn’t proof positive of how things were changing in her life, then I don’t know what was!

When they’d finished frolicking, the video showed the three of them disappearing hand-in-hand to a quieter spot just around the headland.  A quieter spot that was out of sight of Marcus’s vantage point.

“Wonder what the three of them are up to?” his commentating voice asked as my wife disappeared out of sight, looking positively dwarfish as she walked barefoot on the sand with her arms around her two young basketball lovers.

Marcus made no effort to move so he and I could see what was happening.  He just sighed.  “Well, Al … I think the only real question worth asking is whether your naughty, slutty little wife is taking them one at a time or is operating on full stereo!  You know, if that’s her thing now…”

~~~~~    

With that, the video ended, and I was left struggling with my indecision and confusion.  The video had been short with a final timestamp of four-fifteen.  But in real time it was just coming up to nine-thirty – which meant the four of them were almost certainly out at one of the many lively night spots that dominated Tijuana after dark.

Marcus had sent me the perfect bait, and now I was sitting there stewing.

There was still no reply from Lizzy, which hurt me but didn’t surprise me.  And the link Marcus had sent me hadn’t included any words.  So now I faced a second round of battling for my self-respect.

This time, I lasted way less than an hour.  This time I texted Marcus after just thirty minutes.

‘Thanks … enjoyed the vid … care to share more?’

I’d chosen my words carefully, using humor to try and retain some tiny slither of pride, but Marcus’s reply shattered that fragile illusion.

‘Sorry, man … we’re all kinda too busy right now … quite the woman, your little Lizzy!  It’s taking all three of us to keep her happy!  Catch you tomorrow … when we’ve got our strength back … promise to show you tomorrow what a happy little slut she’s become!  Anyway, don’t you need some shut eye?  What with watching the vid late last night and that early run to the airport!’

So, his sending of yesterday’s video late had been intentional!  Knowing how early I needed to be up.  Not the happiest of thoughts to help me sleep.  But at least he’d promised fuller contact tomorrow.  A thought I clung to like a drowning man in the ocean – especially as there was still no reply from Lizzy.

~~~~~    

All through the meetings on Wednesday I comforted myself with the thought that I was one day closer to being reunited with Lizzy.

At least, that’s what the healthy, normal, husbandly part of my brain told me.  But all the time as I desperately tried to concentrate on sales, quality and pricing plans there was a serpentine part of my brain counting the minutes until I’d be back in the hotel and able to enjoy whatever scraps of contact Marcus threw my way.

At lunch, during another client meal, my mood was buoyed was lifted when I finally received some kind of communication from Lizzy.

‘Hey, honey … sorry for the radio silence … I know you’ve been tied up in meetings during the day ... I’ll try and call around eight.  Can you be back from all your client stuff by then?  Love you always … thanks for letting me do this … L xxx’

A message like that meant a lot to me.  Although hanging her lack of contact on my busyness rather than her three-cock preoccupation was a little disingenuous.  But that was just a background thought.  I didn’t let it detract from my sense of relief and happiness that Lizzy had texted such a loving message, and I made damned sure my evening business commitments finished on time. That I was back in my hotel room by eight p.m.

Lizzy was as good as her word and rang me at eight o’clock on the dot.

Seeing her beautiful smiling face – full of love and happiness – was the perfect tonic for those parts of my heart which were struggling with the week’s surprising turn of events. 

But even as she asked me about my trip and we chatted about her last few days, the fact that she’d still not mentioned anything at all about Clayton and Tyrone was like a knife through my heart.  A knife that cut and hurt, but which for some strange reason left me experiencing the strangest of bittersweet pleasures.

Maybe after everything we’d been through over the last two-plus years I shouldn’t have been surprised, but for some reason this new deeper and more kinky level we were exploring felt different.  Both more painful and more exciting – and also the first time we’d really kept secrets from each other.  A fact that seemed to make moving the sex acts themselves to the next level of kinky both more thrilling and scarier.

When we ended our call, I spent a long time pondering this new part of the game we were playing.  Wondering when, or if, Lizzy would ever share with me about what had happened with Clayton and Tyrone – or whether it would stay a secret.  A secret from her vacation and maybe, even more extreme, a secret she repeated when she came back to Houston.

Inevitably my worrying about this new element of our life gave way to a more base and less philosophical need.  Lizzy and I had ended our call just after eight-thirty and now I couldn’t get my mind off thinking about what she’d been getting up to during the day and what her and her young black companions were now doing.  Now that she’d fulfilled her marital obligation to call her old man and was footloose and fancy-free for the rest of the night.

I felt it in my bones that Marcus wouldn’t send me even the tiniest of updates until I gave him the satisfaction of giving in and asking him for scraps.  The best I could do was try and dress it up with humor again.

‘Okay, Mister Bigshot … you gonna make me beg for this or what?  Pretty please … pretty please with sugar on top!’

What I got back was a surprisingly serious and respectful text.  Although, of course with this being Marcus, there was still an undertone that had me guessing and second-guessing.

‘Alan, I’d hate you to think any of this is meant to be mean to you.  Of course I’m enjoying my time with Lizzy, but the bigger part of this is helping her really explore her deepest fantasies … the fantasies she’s maybe a little embarrassed to share in front of her loving husband … remember that as you watch her partying … watch her having fun … this is what she wants, no one – and I do mean no one – is forcing her to do any of this.  This is all your loving, wonderful wife finally letting go and being the woman she always wanted to be…’

After a message like that, I was left on tenterhooks waiting to see what videos or links Marcus would send me.


Chapter 5

For once Marcus didn’t make me beg for my next fix of doggy drop voyeur-cuck red meat.  His call was unsolicited and only about twenty minutes after Lizzy and I had ended our call.

This time, he called rather than texted, whispering a quiet commentary to me as the phone’s lens and microphone reached through the open bathroom door and focused on the ass and back of a happy, singing-to-herself Lizzy.  A happy, singing-to-herself Lizzy whose face I couldn’t see – but the circular movement of her right arm told me she was busy applying lipstick.  The rest of her outfit telling me what I could have guessed at – that she was getting ready for another night out with Marcus and the two teenage giants who she’d taken as vacation lovers.

“Isn’t she hot,” he whispered, careful not to give the game away and lose his leverage over me.  “Thanks for sharing, Al … Lizzy’s having her best time ever, really letting go, exploring and discovering the woman she really wants to be … whatever the consequences, whatever the impacts, I know she’ll always be grateful and loving to you…”

Was he being passive aggressive?  The words reassuring and kind on the surface, but actually hinting at something else – something less comfortable?

Whatever his intentions, I was too busy gawping at Lizzy to really focus – I just pushed the fears and doubts to the back of my mind.

Marcus was right – Lizzy did look as hot as hell.  The bright bathroom lights showing off her black and ultra short mini skirt to perfect effect.  The stretchy fabric taut across her shapely ass, the lack of lines making it clear she’d be easily available for whichever of her three companions she was dancing with.  Her ass made even more delectable than normal by red five-inch heels with gold trim that I’d never seen before.  Definitely hooker heels, another addition to the slutty uniforms Marcus always favored for Lizzy.  (Not that she’d exactly shown any signs of reluctance to dress up as her black EMT boyfriend requested!)

I felt my cock harden as a pang of regret mixed with my excitement.  I loved the game we were playing – but seeing Lizzy sexy like this also made me yearn to have her next to me and in my own arms.  But short of some medical or time travel miracle, I couldn’t have the game and Lizzy!

Lipstick now applied, she was free to talk as she reached for her eyelash brush.

“Marcus, honey … tell me about this club again!”

I heard Marcus’s rumbling laugh before he answered, “The name says it all – ‘Mujeres Locas’ – Crazy Women!”

“Oh, is that what you think of me then, honey?” Lizzy giggled.  Her second use of ‘honey’ making me wince as a jolt of pain passed through my chest – would I ever get used to these bittersweet moments?

“Crazy good … crazy happy … not crazy, crazy,” he retorted.

“Good recovery, sweetheart,” she chuckled, her arm still moving up and down as she did her eyelashes.  Finally happy with the results, she turned to face Marcus, a quizzical look on her face as she saw him pointing the phone at her.

“I thought we should send the cuck a little something.  You did promise to send plenty of photos to him, and he’s only really had the call with you Sunday and the text and call today…”

“Don’t call him a cuck,” she pouted, “he’s my husband and I love him … and now you’re making me feel guilty…”

I heard the loud sound of a click.  Crafty as ever, Marcus was taking photos to hide the fact he was actually transmitting Lizzy’s words live.

“Don’t feel guilty, Lizzy, baby,” he comforted her, somehow managing to prop the still live phone up without making Lizzy suspicious as he walked into the bathroom to comfort her in person.  “It’s all okay, Liz, baby … we both know your sweet, cucky husband gets off on the bittersweet pleasures of the game … and we both know, just like he knows as well, these last two years he’s moved from just a voyeur to a man who loves the whole cuckold angst thing…”

Standing right in front of her now, turning her so they were both side on to the camera, he wrapped his arms tight around her waist, giving her a long deep kiss before looking deep into her eyes.

“Am I right, or am I right?” he asked with an earnest tone, his eyes boring deep, the silence long and heavy between them before Lizzy finally spoke.

“I guess!” she sighed, her voice heavy with resignation – almost sad.

“Hey, no downers!” Marcus grinned, cupping her naked boobs, making her moan as he rolled her nipples.  “You’ve got a husband who loves you and loves for you and me to be together … you’ve got two great daughters … you’ve got a boyfriend who loves you … and you got two young teenage lovers with permanent hard-ons who can’t get enough of you … what’s not to love?”

His words, his teasing of her boobs and his kiss soon had Lizzy smiling again.

“Now, why don’t you finish getting ready!  Clayton and Tyrone are already at ‘Mujeres Locas’ and they won’t wait forever!  If you don’t get a move on, they might find themselves a couple of young local girls…”

“No way!” Lizzy grinned, holding her boobs up as she grinned back to her boyfriend.  “They love these … they love me way too much for that … they’ll wait!”

But even so she got the message, reaching for a little white underwired bra as Marcus headed back into the bedroom.

“Hey!  No bra … I told you, this place is a crazy place … it’s really wild … the new, slutty you will love it, absolutely love it!  Definitely no need for a bra … just that sexy transparent top Clayton and Tyrone bought for you earlier…”

~~~~~

The call had ended immediately Marcus was within range of the phone – his huge two-seventy-pound frame already blocking out my sight of Lizzy, leaving me to guess at whether she’d followed her boyfriend instructions on how to dress.

It was just under two hours later that I got a text from Marcus – Marcus back in power play mode.

‘Hey, cuck … hope you enjoyed the earlier show … you wanna see what your slutty little wife’s up to now?’

His conversation with Lizzy earlier, his frequent use of it to address me - Marcus was getting me well and truly used to being labelled with the ‘c’ word – it didn’t even make me angry this time.  I was used to it and too desperate to know what was going on as my shaking fingers typed a simple:

‘Yes’

“Hey, Al,” I was greeted just moments later by Marcus’s beaming face.  “Hope you don’t mind me calling you ‘cuck’, do you?  Just part of the game, man … I don’t mean nothing by it … just getting us all adjusted to how things are now … you, me, Lizzy … better we all deal with things as they ARE, rather than as we might want them to be…”

Fuck!  Was this another of his mind fucks?  Trying to confuse and disorientate me?  He’d never really been that bothered about me and what went on between me and Lizzy.  Lizzy, and his and Lizzy’s relationship had always been his focus, but right now it felt like something was shifting – that something he wasn’t being open and clear about had shifted in his mind and in what he wanted between him and Lizzy.

But I didn’t have time to dwell on these fears as he turned the camera away from himself and started walking towards the flashing strobes and thudding, beating sounds of a beach bar.

‘Mujeres Locas.’  The sign above the ‘door’ couldn’t have been clearer.  Not really a door, more of a wide entrance from the street into an open-air space on the sandy beach.  A bar, a throng of bodies swaying and swirling in the flashing lights beneath a large, thatched roof.  There must have been two or three hundred bodies – whoever owned this place must be making a fortune.  It was low cost but was totally heaving.

As Marcus walked the phone’s lens closer and closer, I got the shock of my life – from the amount of pink and brown flesh on show, it seemed that at least half of the dancing crowd were totally topless – little pockets of non-stop flesh giving way to a small pocket of clothed bodies until another pocket of flesh was reached.  Each pocket seemed to consist of around ten to twenty bodies, suggesting it was both guys and girls who were totally topless.

“Youngsters today!  No standards!” Marcus teased as he walked, the lens bobbing up and down.  “Mostly youngsters on summer break, so maybe not a surprise … but wait, Lizzy’s not a youngster … I wonder if she’ll be as wild as all these bright young things?  Or maybe she’ll be even wilder … overcompensating for being so much older than all the partygoers!”

Motherfucker!  He was enjoying this … taunting me about just how far Lizzy would push things.

He was now through the entrance and right inside the club, letting the camera show me I’d guessed right, any one group of topless youths were girls and their guys both dancing with no shirts, blouses or bras – the whole place a heaving sea of bouncing bosoms.

“Now where did she get to?” he teased.  “Her, Clayton and Tyrone, her two young tyros … determined on having a dance, feeling her up and then taking her somewhere quiet to double stuff her again … giving her a nice meal of double sausage, double big black salami!”

As he walked the camera through the crowd, he made the odd comment about particularly attractive or large breasted women until finally he paused, holding the camera still as he focused on two giant young black figures with a much smaller white figure sandwiched in between them.

“There they are!  Your naughty little wife and her two young beaus,” he chuckled as he started walking closer again.  “And look, just like I predicted, that slinky little see-through number the boys bought for her didn’t last too long did it!  Looks like Lizzy doesn’t want to be outdone by all these hot young women … she wants to show her big tits off to all these horny young frat boys…”

With a sharp intake of breath, I felt my chest muscles seize up.  I’d gotten used to Lizzy doing all kinds of stuff these last few days.  But even so, staring at my phone screen to see her, arms above her head, dancing totally topless in this crowd of youngsters was a totally new level.

The scene was little short of an orgy.  All the topless girls were being groped, many of the girls surrounded by three or four young guys, hands assailing their boobs from every side, the hands that couldn’t find a target venturing lower to find an alternative.

“Better not get too close,” he needled me, “don’t want Lizzy knowing you’ve been spying on her ever since Saturday night, do we now!  Wouldn’t want to cause harm in paradise now, would we?”

Even so, he was close enough that I could clearly see the happy, satisfied smile on Lizzy’s face as she danced on the spot, arms raised high as she swayed in time with the beat and allowed Clayton to squeeze and maul her boobs while his buddy Tyrone explored under her rucked-up skirt, fingers playing with her pussy to get her ready for later.

“Oh shit, Al … I hate to think what those two are gonna be doing to your little wife later … I happen to know they’ve both been popping Viagra like it’s candy!  Now that they’ve gotten her used to one cock in the pussy and one cock in the ass, I seem to remember them saying they were gonna double fuck loads and loads these next few days … so maybe they gonna do it again, do it a little different tonight!  Really stretch her out so she ain’t ever gonna want a cuck’s little white cock ever again … I think that’s what they said,” he taunted.

His words sent a shiver through my whole body.  Was he hinting at what I thought he was hinting at?  Wasn’t it enough that I’d already seen Lizzy double penetrated by two huge young black cocks?

Just as I thought I might go insane, Marcus found a way to needle me even more as he pivoted the camera away from Lizzy and back to himself.

“Oh, hey Alan … I almost forgot … there was something else I needed to share with you … coz that’s what we do, isn’t it … share!  Not my doing, and I’m honestly not very happy about them doing this, but those two dumb young fucks went and mentioned to a couple of other teammates that they were here and partying with a hot MILF … so, I’m real sorry, Al, I really am, but let me introduce you to Elias and Jayden…”

The camera swung away from Marcus’s crocodile tears apology towards two young black teenagers. 

“Hey, Alan,” the two young black men waved and called in unison, my heart nearly bursting out my chest as I tried to cope with yet another blow to the head enabled by Marcus and his friends.

I was lost for words – not that they’d have been able to hear me over the loud, thumping music.  The audio was definitely a one-way street.  Maybe just as well as I was totally poleaxed by the one-two of seeing Lizzy topless and being publicly groped and now the added torment of knowing another two black teenagers had joined the party.

The camera stayed focused on them as they turned away and walked towards where their teammates were feeling up Lizzy.

“Elias is the one with the cornrows, Jayden’s the shaved head dude … and yes, they’re both packing, and they both know what the deal is with Lizzy … maybe let’s hope Clayton and Tyrone are feeling greedy and don’t wanna share!” he baited me.

The only ray of optimism I could find was that although both the newcomers were over six-foot – only to be expected for basketball starters – neither of them had the giant proportions of Clayton or Tyrone.  Jayden with the shaved head was stocky like Marcus and his nephew Clayton – maybe six-three or six-four.  His teammate, Elias with the cornrows, being a good couple of inches shorter and was much more slender – the kind of build you expected for a teenager before they filled out as full manhood approached.

~~~~~    

Marcus had sown the seed of hope, that maybe Clayton and Tyrone wouldn’t share, but it was a short-lived hope.  The moment their two teammates arrived – team mates they’d arranged to meet here – Clayton and Tyrone grinned, high-fived their buddies and made space.  Lizzy now had eight rather than four hands exploring her body as she closed her eyes and gave in to what was the wildest sexual experience she’d ever known.

“See how she loves it!” he tormented me, it was as if he could see into my heart and read my thoughts.  “I think every fantasy she ever had is gonna come true tonight … and you get to watch in secret, Al … so she can really let go and be who she really wants to be…”

‘Who she really wants to be…’  Marcus’s words excited and terrified me in equal measure.  Suddenly slamming me in the face with the reality of just how much had changed since we’d first met Marcus. 

I was happy that Lizzy was getting to live out all her long-held fantasies, and my happiness wasn’t entirely altruistic.  But I’d have had to have been a fool not to recognize the long-term dangers.  A journey like the one we’d started – especially one that seemed to be accelerating so quickly – often didn’t have the smoothest and most predictable of off ramps.  Anyone with half a brain knew that games like this were highly addictive and difficult to stop once the drug sunk its claws into your veins and brain.

Even with all these fears coursing through my veins, my cock was still painfully hard as I watched the gaggle of four black teenagers and my happy, smiling wife take a time out as they headed for a little round table they’d snagged at the side of the throbbing dance floor.

Clayton appeared to take a drinks order and then headed off to the bar – three or four bodies deep, as the biggest and most intimidating, he was the logical choice.  Lizzy’s line of sight seemed to linger on him as he headed away – from what I’d already seen, she always seemed to favor him over Tyrone.  Making me wonder if this was something else I needed to worry about.

Maybe I was being paranoid, her gaze and grin soon leaving him as the aggressive looking Jayden with his shaved head pulled Lizzy off her feet so she was sat sidesaddle on his lap.  A lap that I was sure boasted a hard cock – the way Lizzy was giggling and happily squirming on him no doubt making him harder with every moment.

The pair of them soon locked mouths in a hungry open-mouthed kiss as the shaved head youth used one hand to pull and squeeze at Lizzy’s tit flesh and nipples, while forcing her thighs open with his other hand so he could give her the benefit of a two finger, finger fuck.

Fuck!  What kind of place was this?  I knew Tijuana had a reputation as ‘Party Central’, but even so.  Whoever held the license for this place had to have the local police captain on his payroll, the way such open and public lewdness was going on.  Going on with the security staff only concerned to jump on any early signs of aggression – totally impervious to all the sex games playing out under the strobes.

The long, lingering kiss and bodily exploration between Lizzy and her new teenage friend only came to an end when she broke for air and the more slender Elias took the chance to pull Lizzy off his buddy’s lap and onto his own.

Lizzy certainly didn’t mind, I saw the broadest of smiles before her lips were covered by Elias’ own lips as he thrust his tongue deep, Lizzy’s own excitement clear from the way her fingers teased and toyed with his tightly knotted cornrows.

Not to be outdone, Tyrone made sure to pull Lizzy over onto his lap the next time she came up for air.  Her fingers now exploring his frizzy-haired mop as he slowly and methodically went one better than his friend.  Jayden had used two fingers, but he soon had three fingers slowly sawing in and out of Lizzy’s stretched and sopping cunt.  Somehow her ultra short black mini skirt had remained in place.  ‘Remained in place’ being a relative term – it was rucked up to be nothing more than a six-inch band of black fabric, like an over-large belt around Lizzy’s waist.  More black-tie cummerbund than mini skirt, the teenagers had been so active in exploring Lizzy’s private parts!

The game continued like this for what seemed an age.  Clayton returned with the drinks – five bottles of Corona and ten shot glasses – and had soon added a fourth lap for Lizzy to sit on. 

All of them seemingly young Alpha males, by now the boys seemed to be competing to see who could make Lizzy’s nipples bigger and more swollen and to see who could get more of their fingers into my wife’s swollen maw.  Elias seemingly the champion on this score – his fingers not as fat as his friends, he seemed to have bent his thumb over into the middle of his palm so he could fuck Lizzy with all five of his dark fingers.  Finger fucking her in a way that brought her to a bone-jarring climax.  Her whole body seeming to vibrate as she wrapped her arms tight around his neck as the waves of pleasure swept over her.

As well as the finger fucking competition, the young Alphas soon developed a new game.  After swigging at their Coronas, they poured the shots onto Lizzy’s tits, rubbed the salt from the rim liberally around her areolae and nipples and then sucked for all they were worth.  Each time, the three other guys waiting their turn hooting with laughter as they watched Lizzy screw her face up in a mix of agony and ecstasy from the rough way the youngsters were treating her boobs.

~~~~~    

Given the security staff were totally uncaring, a session like this could only have one outcome.  Unsurprisingly – he seemed to be the informal group leader - Clayton being the one to tip Lizzy down from his lap, place his arm behind her back and lead her towards the exit.

“Chip off the old block,” Marcus chuckled.  I’d been so absorbed in watching the four teenagers have their way with my wife that I’d almost forgotten Marcus’s presence as cameraman and commentator.

“I wonder where they’re taking her.  I wonder what they’re gonna do to her,” he chortled again.  “Such a naughty, slutty little wife you got yourself there, Alan!  After all this, you reckon there’s any way she can go back to being the ‘Old Lizzy’?”

He paused, letting his poison sink in.  Delaying before following up.  “No, me neither … a week like this gotta change a woman forever … recalibrate how she sees life … how she sees the men in her life…”

Bastard! 

Fucking Bastard!

But the power in what he was saying wasn’t his malice.  It was that he was building on what I already feared.  It built out on what I had been staring at for the last half-hour and on the whirring fears that were already buzzing round my head like angry hornets.

~~~~~    

Sitting in my sweating, fretting loneliness in Seattle - twenty minutes later I got another taunting text from Marcus.

‘Hey, Al … no hard feelings!  Fancy a bit more secret spying!  I won’t tell if you don’t!  Wanna see what that slutty little wife of yours is letting her four teenage lovers do to her? Text ‘1’ for yes; text ‘2’ for ‘fuck off and die Marcus’!’

Bastard!

He had me well and truly hooked.  After two-and-a-half years of playing this ever-escalating game, he knew I was totally hooked and powerless to resist.

‘1’

As if there had ever been any doubt!

My phone’s screen burst into life – but I was looking at Marcus’s face, not my wife.  He seemed to be sitting down in the living room of the hotel suite.  His face surprisingly serious, making me instantly fearful and on guard.

“Hey, Alan … how ya doing?  How’s Seattle?”

I hadn’t expected this – hadn’t expected it one bit.

After a brief and disorientingly normal conversation, my wife’s EMT boyfriend brought things back on topic.

“Look, Alan … I wanted to have a serious chat with you … is that okay?”

‘Is that okay?’  All the time he was talking, all the time I was staring at his dark features and over-muscled neck, I could hear the sounds of female giggling and young raucous male laughter. 

No, it’s not fucking okay!  I need to see what’s happening to the woman I love and those four young bucks!

“Sure,” I answered breathlessly – lying, but telling myself the sooner we got Marcus’s ‘chat’ over, the sooner he’d let me see what was happening in the bedroom.

“Thanks, man,” he replied, his voice still serious, pausing for a moment before he continued.

“Look, Alan … I know that sometimes I yank your chain … use the ‘c’ word, call you a cuck an’ all that … but I need to you to know I never mean any harm by it … sure, we’ll never be best buds, but I do like and respect you … and I love Lizzy, and I know that you’re the rock she’s built her life on, that she could never be happy just with me…”

Now he had me worried.  ‘She could never be happy just with me…’  Where was he going with all this?  I was now really scared with where this might be headed…

“Anyway, I just wanted you to know all that when you watch what’s about to happen.”  Fuck, what was all this…

“Yes, this is all about me and Lizzy and our feelings for each other … having time together … but it’s more than that … it’s not about us pushing you out or me taking her away … it’s about you and me helping Lizzy be the woman she wants to be … she’s done the whole loving wife and loving mom bit, now you and me are helping her explore the sexual woman she wants to be…”

“Just remember all that while you watch what’s gonna happen next.”


Chapter 6

May 25 Wednesday

‘What’s gonna happen next…’

What happened next was that, with the phone still facing towards him, Marcus got up and silently moved towards the source of all the giggling and whooping laughter. The sounds getting louder and louder and more distinct until finally I saw him move through a doorway. The lens showing a bedroom glass-topped sideboard cabinet where somehow Marcus managed to use a leather toiletries bag to disguise and prop the phone on the smooth surface before he hit the icon to flip the camera forward.

He jiggled it around until he was happy.  Whispering quietly, “There you go,” to me before walking over to the bed.

‘There you go,’ was his code for giving me what I so desperately needed – to see exactly what was happening between Lizzy and these four young bucks.

I was now staring at a huge bed that, despite its large size, seemed totally and utterly filled with sprawling human flesh.  Most of it young and black – but at the center was a small oasis of soft, pink flesh.  A small oasis lying prone between four hard young bodies.

Lizzy was on her back, slap bang center in the bed – but she wasn’t actually lying on the bed.  No, instead she was lying there with her back on Clayton’s huge six-foot-eight frame.  His huge, thick cock already fully embedded in Lizzy’s pussy, a little bulge just above her belly button showing just how far into her tummy his ten inches had gone.

Clayton’s massive black hands – more shovels than hands – were firmly gripping her hips as Jayden and Elias, both as naked as Lizzy and Clayton, took it in turn to turn her head left and right so she could alternate between kissing the two teenagers on either side of her.  Each one of them using one hand to pull and squeeze at one of her boobs, their other hands each grasping one of Lizzy’s wrists as they made her work their swollen cocks up and down.

Marcus had taunted me that they were ‘packing’.  That was certainly true, but thankfully neither the shaven head Jayden nor the slightly smaller Elias had cocks as big as Clayton, Tyrone or Marcus himself.  Certainly, each was packing heat a couple of inches longer than my five-and-a-half inches – but at least each was only ‘big’ as opposed to positively ‘humongous.’  Although Jayden’s cock was the fattest cock I’d ever seen.  Even fatter than Marcus and Clayton’s beer bottle cocks, it looked as wide as a twelve-ounce can of Coke.  It was freakishly fat and I found myself thanking the gods that it was only seven or eight inches long. 

As I took in the full scene, I wondered where the fourth musketeer was – but I didn’t have time to think on it as I saw Marcus, still fully clothed, kneel in the middle of the bed – just on Lizzy’s right, next to Jayden.

Supporting his weight with his left hand, he leaned forward and over Lizzy, stroking her hair with his right hand as he kissed her gently.

Lizzy’s chest moved faster – somehow this simple kiss from her boyfriend had even more of an effect on her than the three black teenagers – as the kiss went on and on.  More than a minute passing before Marcus pulled back just enough to be able to focus as he smiled lovingly into my wife’s beautiful face.

“Happy?” he asked – the simplest but most powerful of questions.

“More than you can know?” she beamed back.

With that he reached back into his right pocket and pulled out two small jewelry boxes – a lightning bolt paralyzed me as my mind went back to the night Lizzy had asked that we share with our daughters about who Marcus was in her life.  The night I’d been so preoccupied by this monster step that I’d hardly noticed Lizzy’s intentionally underplayed request to wear jewelry bought by Marcus.

‘A boyfriend buying jewelry for his girlfriend, perfectly normal and appropriate,’ I’d thought at the time.  But now that I was faced with this cold new reality, I was nowhere near as relaxed as when I’d green-lighted Lizzy’s original request.  Especially now that I was watching Marcus laying the two turquoise jewelry boxes on Lizzy’s tummy – about one inch above where his nephew’s huge cock was making her tummy bulge.

Turquoise, turquoise …. Like most men, I’m not a jewelry buff … then it came to me … Tiffany & Co. … a second jolt of lightning surging through me … this wasn’t some cheap, costume jewelry.  Whatever was in those boxes, whatever he intended to do next had huge significance for Marcus.  Why else would shell out so much money?  He certainly wasn’t on the breadline, but his EMT’s salary didn’t allow for him to throw around the cash.

He opened the right-hand box and I felt a stabbing pain in my chest as I saw the way Lizzy’s eyes had widened as she stared at the contents of the box – contents I couldn’t see as the opened lid blocked my view.

“Oh, Marcus … it’s beautiful … you shouldn’t have!”

“Of course I should,” he smiled back softly.  “You know I’m crazy about you … I wanted us to have something like this from our first few weeks … but now that Alan’s agreed to you and me being permanent and that you can wear my jewelry as well, now’s the right time…”

Still supporting his weight on his left hand, he pulled out a long gold necklace with two smaller pieces of gold hanging at the bottom – holding them near to my wife’s radiant face for a proper look.

“M and L … oh, Marcus … I love it,” she beamed, so happy she looked like her smile might split her face.  “Put it on me, baby!  I love you so much…”

I’d heard Lizzy say the same words just three days ago, and even though I’d known this for many months, it had still stung like hell. 

But hearing her say it again in this most significant of situations, saying it when I’d never seen her looking happier, felt like it was tearing my heart out of my chest.  I was barely able to breathe, my face burning red as my gut twisted itself in knots. 

Somehow, despite all this, as I sat on the edge of my seat in Seattle, my cock was still painfully hard.  No matter how painful and dangerous the scene I was secretly watching, I was still unfathomably excited.  Totally crazy, totally bizarre, totally baffling – but I couldn’t ignore the tent at the front of my pants.

“L and M,” Marcus teased quietly, reversing the letters to deliver a subtle message to my moon-eyed, besotted wife.  Gesturing that he only had one free hand, “You help me put it on you … appropriate really … L and M … permanent … never apart … we should put it on together…”

Somehow her smile managed to get even wider as their two-handed teamwork succeeded in looping the gold necklace round the back of Lizzy’s neck.  Their teamwork even managing to hook the fiddly clasp before they allowed themselves another long and heartfelt kiss.

After a second, much shorter kiss, Marcus opened the second box – a look of stunned shock suddenly appearing on Lizzy’s face – suddenly looking hesitant and not so sure of herself.  Two or three attempts needed before finally she could speak.

“What … what do you want me to do with that?”

Fuck!  What the hell was in that little turquoise box?  I cursed the angle of the open lid that masked my view.

“What do I want you to do?” he mirrored back softly but seriously.  “Only what you want to do yourself … what you’ve wanted to do ever since we met … move them, move your old rings across onto your other hand…”

What!  What the fuck!  Was this for real?  Was I dreaming?  Suffering from a nightmare?  Surely this was some fever dream.  Surely I’d wake up any minute and find it was all just a bad dream.

But no, it just carried on coming.  I kept telling myself she wouldn’t, but as my whole body flooded with fight-or-flight adrenaline, I saw Lizzy’s right hand move across and grasp her left-hand ring finger – twisting and tugging at the three pieces of gold I’d put there to cement our love and commitment.  The whole scene like some super slow-mo horror movie as slowly but surely Lizzy’s engagement, wedding and infinity bands started to move.  Move slowly until finally they were up and off her finger – leaving a large white, tan line to mark our history as she switched the rings between right and left so she could push them back down onto her right-hand ring finger.

It was only now that he lifted it out of the turquoise box and I finally saw the second piece of jewelry which Marcus was giving my wife.

“Oh, Marcus … it’s even more beautiful than the necklace with our initials … you really shouldn’t have … all those diamonds!  It must have cost a fortune!”

“You can’t put a price on love!  I wanted something as special as you are!  Something as permanent and strong as you and me are!”

Lizzy was overcome with emotion, breaking away from the two horny teenagers either side of her so she could wrap her arms tight around Marcus’s thick, muscular neck.  Tears in her eyes as she sobbed softly, overcome with emotion and joy.

When she was finally done, she gave Marcus a surprisingly short peck on the lips and impatiently held her now naked left ring finger up in front of her boyfriend.

“Put it on me, Marcus, sweetheart … I want to see what it looks like!”

Marcus didn’t need to be asked a second time, slowly sliding the beautifully crafted ring down Lizzy’s slender finger.  Consisting of a thin gold band with an open-ended double knot of gold and diamonds coiled around its center, the Tiffany’s craftsmen had combined wedding, engagement and eternity in a single symbol of forever love.  No wonder Lizzy had been shocked and seduced into moving my rings aside to accept a symbol of another man’s love for her.

Even though my heart was pounding like a jackhammer and I felt wave after wave of terror, in my heart I knew everything I was seeing didn’t mean Lizzy had magically stopped loving me.  But nor did I underplay the significance of what I was seeing.  What I was seeing playing out in front of me was Lizzy and Marcus’s relationship moving to the next level of intimacy.  Her lover and boyfriend of the last two-plus-years offering her tokens of his love and her readily accepting them to tell him and the whole world she loved him just as much as he loved her.

With the new Tiffany ring now safely in place where my three rings had previously sat, Lizzy twisted her hand left and right so she could properly admire the glistening, sparkling diamonds next to the warm yellow of the gold.

A second huge hug followed, topped off by Lizzy pulling back so she could focus her watery eyes on Marcus.

“I love you so much, Marcus … I can’t imagine life without you…”

“Me too,” he whispered, looking like he might burst into tears himself.  “I just wish this week would never end … that you never had to go home … that I could have you all to myself…”

There was a long, slow painful moment between the two of them – both of them thinking, but afraid to voice what was in their thoughts.  Until Marcus spoke.

“But I know that’s never going to happen … however much we both might want it…”

He was fishing.  Definitely fishing, and I held my breath while I saw the cogs whir behind Lizzy’s nervous, thoughtful eyes.

“I love two men … two wonderful men … I DO wish I could always be with you, but that would crush Alan and crush me as well … I wish there were two of me, but until then, we have to make the best we can of it…”

Now it was my eyes that were tearing up as well.  My emotions a kaleidoscope of love, fear and bizarre arousal.  If Lizzy had spoken differently, I’d have been terrified and on the first morning plane from Seattle to Mexico.  But despite the intensity of what Marcus had arranged for the last few days and his pulling as strong as he could at her heart strings tonight, she’d reaffirmed the situation I was sometimes too scared to think about.  But a situation I’d known for some time now was the deep, emotional truth.  Lizzy loved two men and the only way to keep her happy and to ward off danger was to share her with the other man who owned part of her heart.

~~~~~    

The last few minutes had been deeply emotional for all three of us.  But now that Marcus had staked his claim and Lizzy had accepted his twin signs of ownership, he decided to stake his claim another way.  To show Lizzy exactly what he could give her that I never could.

Pulling his top and pants off with frightening speed, he was soon back on the bed leaning over Lizzy.  Only this time what he had in his hand wasn’t small and turquoise – it was extremely large and black.

It had been Clayton and Tyrone who’d teased Lizzy about double fucking her so much she’d be stretched out for good and never want my small white cock again.  But judging by the way her boyfriend was lining himself up with Lizzy’s already stuffed pussy, it was Marcus rather than Tyrone who was about to give Lizzy’s vagina more cock than it had ever known before.

I’d seen pornstars do it, but this was different.  This wasn’t some hardened, hard-bitten and drugged-up hussy – and this wasn’t two cocks slender enough not to be too demanding.  This was my beloved wife and two cocks both of which were not only over nine inches long but which were also as fat as Lizzy’s wrist. 

Fuck, her body (no one’s body!) was engineered to cope with what was about to be thrust deep into her already stretched out snatch.

As I stared at this troubling but intensely erotic scene, I looked at Lizzy’s face for signs of reluctance or fear.  But I didn’t see any.  What I saw was a small amount of understandable anxiety mixed in with arousal and anticipation.

These last few days she’d already gone from having a single lover to sharing herself with Marcus and two giant black teenagers.  Two giant black teenagers who she’d allowed to double fuck her – one huge cock in her pussy while another massive young cock worked her ass. And she’d spent the whole evening dancing topless and being felt up in public by another two black teenagers she’d only met hours earlier.  So maybe waiting on tenterhooks for her first experience of having two over-sized cocks in her pussy at the same time wasn’t such a big step after all!

“Here it comes, Liz … your destiny, ever since we first met … ever since Alan first gave you to me … my cock and my nephew’s cock … finally making you truly fulfilled as a woman…”

No more words.

Lizzy had propped herself up on her elbow, staring down between her legs as if she could still hardly believe what was about to happen to her.  Her expression almost distant and detached.  As if the pussy that was about to be strained and stretched to the limit belonged to someone other than herself!

Marcus had a look of intense concentration on his face as, without a homophobic thought in his head, he pushed his fat cockhead hard into the male flesh of his young nephew.  The natural give and flexibility in a penis even as hard as Clayton’s allowing him to make progress as somehow he managed to pull Lizzy’s love lips wide open enough to sneak a second beer bottle of black cock an inch or so into Lizzy’s womanly channel.

“Ooooh … fuck!” Lizzy exclaimed, finally realizing it was her pussy, not the pussy of some distant doppelganger, that was under assault.

“Gonna really bust you open, tonight,” Marcus cackled. 

“Ruin you forever for Alan and his little boy cuck cock!  That okay, Liz?  That what you want?” he asked, smiling down at Lizzy, half serious, half teasing.

“Uuuuhhh,” she moaned, unable to express herself in anything other than grunts and primal moans.

Suitably encouraged, Marcus put his hands next to his nephew’s huge shovels and gripped tight as he slowly, painstakingly thrust upward. Inch after fraction of an inch disappearing upward into my wife’s squealing, sobbing body.

“Wasn’t this what you always wanted, Liz?  It’s taken us nearly three years to get here … but wasn’t this what your naughty, secret fantasies were always about?  Being taken … being totally conquered and overpowered by black cock … by big, black cocks?”

“Mmmm … mmm,” was all she could moan back, her head thrashing from side to side as finally the nerve endings of her pussy transmitted to her brain the reality of what she was about to experience.  One cock the size of what she was taking would have been enough of a challenge for somebody who’d not been with a lover like Marcus.  But two cocks of that size was something which stretched Lizzy right to her physical limits and then some!

Even the porn I’d seen had never shown a woman’s pussy take two such fat cocks into her love channel.  Each of the two shafts was as fat as a wrist … as Lizzy sobbed and squealed, frantically throwing her head from side-to-side as she struggled with the unnatural stretching of her pussy, I found myself inexplicably excited to see the woman I loved treated in such a whorish manner. 

It was like everything from these last two years experimenting had been building to the emotional and physical climax of this moment.  All the earlier emotional intensity of Lizzy moving my rings to accept Marcus’s new rings now taken to a similar physical plane by watching Lizzy sob and shriek as her body was mated by two black men determined to pleasure her in ways she’d never known when I was the only man in her life.

~~~~~    

Marcus was finally balls deep in Lizzy’s pussy – his and his nephew’s vice-like grip on her hips only partially able to stop her squirming like a fish out of water.

“Feel good, Liz?” Marcus asked, with genuine concern in his deep voice.  The smile on his face giving me the tiniest of windows into his plans – this was all about taking Lizzy to the next level.  This had always been about taking Lizzy to the next level, about giving her a sexual fix which – however much she loved me – would drag her just a little nearer to Marcus and a little further from me.

“Yesss,” she hissed – finally able to speak English rather than just enunciate with grunts and moans.

“Ya want me and Clayton to fuck you properly now?”

“Yesss…”

“Stretch you out properly?”

“Yesss…”

“Stretch you out for good … ruin you for your cucky husband and his little boy white dicklet?”

A pause – a pause was good – but then she answered.

“Yesss…”

“Good girl … that’s what I wanted to hear?” Marcus smiled.  “Now, coz I love you, much as I hate to share you with ANY man, me and my nephew gonna take you to heaven and back…”

As they started sawing their massively long and thick cocks in and out, the two of them were so synchronized that I had a fleeting thought about whether they’d practiced their art on some hapless target about whom they cared little. 

Not impossible, but given how well-grooved and smooth their two enormous cocks pistoned in and out of my wife’s ecstatic body, it seemed more than a remote possibility.  But then again, maybe it was in their connected DNA.

Lizzy’s eyes were screwed tight shut.  Her whole face contorted, riven with agony and ecstasy as Marcus was true to his word.  Making her feel things she’d never felt before, the nerve endings in her over-stretched pussy firing signals to her brain she’d never experienced before.

I’d never seen her face racked by such extreme emotions.  Her hips constantly bucking and fighting as the two powerful males pinned her like a beautiful and delicate butterfly, their two probes tasting her nectar as she thrashed about the bed as much as their strong grip would allow.

Their two-cock pounding seemed to go on and on as Lizzy thrashed her way through two then three then a fourth orgasm.  Suddenly looking weary and less responsive as a signal passed between Clayton and his uncle.  Their pace and force picking up until they were slamming into Lizzy with an almost industrial force.  Even on my small screen I could see how firmly they were holding her hips as they approached their own points of no return.  The two of them determined to make Lizzy cum again as she accepted their loads of scalding seed.

“Arrrrhhh …. Arrrrhhh,” my wonderful wife sobbed, gasping for breath, trying to gulp down huge lungsful of air as her central nervous system fired orgasmic discharges into every synapse in her brain.

“Arrrrhhh …. Arrrrhhh,” she shrieked, every muscle taut, her exhaustion temporarily banished as her double-dicked pussy gave her body no choice but to experience the single most intense climax she’d known in her entire life.

As her whole body shook and shook - like some female bodily earthquake - Marcus and his nephew gripped her tight and inseminated my wife with their molten, white-hot seed.  Two streams of potent, related seed fired so deep into her body it would bypass her pussy and be fed straight into her womb.

~~~~~    

Slowly, very slowly and very carefully the three of them came down from their shared high.  Marcus kissing Lizzy with the tenderness and emotion you’d expect from a couple who’d been lovers for so long – a kiss that connected me back to what they’d done together earlier with the rings and the expensive initialed necklace.

“How was that for you, Liz?” Marcus gently teased.

My wife’s eyes slowly opened – but she was too washed-out to speak.

But her smile said it all.

Her smile told Marcus he’d delivered on his promise – he and his nephew had truly taken Lizzy to heaven and back.

Her smile also took me back to what Marcus had said earlier.  That what they’d done had brought my wife full circle back to what had been written in the sand, her destiny, from the first time we’d been dancing and I’d allowed Marcus into our lives.

“Gonna fuck you again later, sweetheart, okay?” he promised, speaking softly and gently, the connection between them loving and intimate.

“Okay,” she answered, exhausted but happy as Marcus slowly pulled his spent, sticky cock from my wife’s stretched and battered hole.

Even before he’d fully lifted off, Clayton was lifting Lizzy up so that his buddy Tyrone was able to slip into his place as Lizzy’s big-dicked cushion.  Lizzy, despite her fatigue, more than happy to let Clayton’s buddy slowly inch his more slender eleven-inch length all the way deep into her battered womanhood.

Marcus and Clayton having set the example, it was Jayden who got there before Elias as he positioned himself between Lizzy’s tired but welcoming thighs as he thrust his super-fat cock deep into my wife.  Lizzy greeting the new double-dicking with a grunt of resigned happiness.  Yes she was tired, but she still enjoyed being the object of worship for these two teenage lovers.  And a cock that thick must be making all the nerve endings in her stretched pussy feel extra loved and special.

Fuck!  It was going to be a long night!  And if I felt like that, what was my beloved wife feeling right now?

My final thought before Marcus killed the feed being that everything that I’d watched tonight and over the last few days was something I wasn’t meant to know about.  Like an expert angler, Marcus had reeled me in. 

From Saturday night when he’d caught me and busted me at the club, every day he’d suckered me deeper into his web of deceit – until it seemed impossible to step out and tell Lizzy the truth.

Telling her the truth after five days of spying, after five days of intruding on her privacy would be a high-risk strategy.  A high-risk strategy that seemed a risk way too far after watching all the ring play earlier – after listening to Lizzy and Marcus talking about how they wished they could never be apart.


Chapter 7

May 27 Friday

My window into what was happening on that king-sized bed in Tijuana closed about one minute after I saw Jayden out-muscle Elias so that his would be the next cock that would force its way into my wife’s tender and super-sized cunt.

My view onto the bed ended as Marcus picked up the phone, switched the lens forward onto his face and gave me my marching orders.

“Night, night, cucky … night, night Al!  You don’t mind me calling you cuck, do you?  It’s only the truth, after all … although I know that sometimes stings!”

And then the feed was gone.  Leaving me high and dry.  Leaving me knowing what the rest of the night in Tijuana would involve – but leaving me like a highwire walker over the Niagara Falls, knowing what lay below but unable to see what was happening.

Twice I surrendered my need for self-respect and texted Marcus.

Twice I got the same response. 

‘Thanks, Al ... Lizzy’s loving finding her true self … see you back in Houston Friday … hang tight … this is all about letting the woman you love become her true, real self.’

Cunt!  I hated him replying like this.  My hate just strengthened as I knew he was telling the truth.  A frightening truth that left me hanging over those raging, terrifying Falls without any semblance of any kind of a safety harness!

~~~~~    

That was Wednesday night and the next two days were a painful demonstration of who had control – and it wasn’t me!

Thursday, I was busy at work during the daytime, but come evening time I had an overwhelming urge to connect with Lizzy and see what was happening.  All my texts to Marcus got me were some photos and mega-short videos of Lizzy frolicking in the ocean with her new playmates.

I was frustrated by their brevity compared to the fulsome way Marcus had included me on Wednesday night.  But then again, Wednesday had been all about Marcus’s needs and agenda – all about delivering me multiple messages so I could see how his and Lizzy’s relationship was moving deeper and more intimate.  He’d dialed me in so I could witness it and get used to it – but without giving me any chance to influence or stop it.

But at least Thursday’s images and video bursts showed no signs of the two new teenage playmates, Jayden or Elias.  Their absence giving me a strangely mixed sense of relief and disappointment! 

Even after everything I’d witnessed with the ‘M&L’ initialed necklace and the replacement of my rings with Marcus’s, whatever my level of fear, I was ashamed to admit that this whole new life we were leading aroused me in ways I was incapable of describing.

When several more texts to Marcus got no further reply or information, I tried Lizzy’s phone – texting and calling.  All I got back was a rather off hand reply.

‘Hey, baby … sorry for the radio silence … after so long waiting for our first vacation together, Marcus and I are trying to make the most of our last few days together … I hope you’ll understand … love you always … looking forward to seeing you when I’m back at the end of Friday … love, L xxx’

At first, I thought the text might have been written by Marcus.  In some ways, it would have been easier to accept if it had been.  But the more I read it and re-read it, obsessing over every little phrase, the more I recognized Lizzy’s tone and personality. 

The tone was ‘loving but honest, pull no punches’ – pure Lizzy!  The Lizzy who’d lovingly and honestly helped me through the last two years as our games and a chance nightclub meeting with Marcus had led us to this position.

Breathing a deep sigh, and knowing in my heart this was Lizzy talking, I felt yet another burst of bittersweet angst and pleasure.  As she’d always been, she was just being honest with me about her desire to spend more time with a man she loved but who had to take a secondary role in her life as I was the man she’d met first – because I was the man with whom she’d had a family.

It was what she’d said to Marcus as he’d put that expensive new ring on her finger, when she’d spoken from the heart about the impossible dream of there being two Lizzys so she could keep both of her men happy.  So, I could hardly act surprised – but still it hurt.  An emotion easy to understand.  But the excitement, the racing pulse I experienced was a set of emotions that shamed and confused me.

~~~~~    

Friday was a rushed morning of meetings and a dash to the airport for the twelve-thirty flight home.  The four-and-a-half-hour flight, the two-hour time difference and the drive home getting me home just after eight.

Grabbing a burger and fries en route – no Lizzy to chide me about my health – I poured myself a large scotch as I settled down to wait for Lizzy’s return. 

For reasons NOW super clear to me, Marcus had wanted them to take the long, slow drive across from Houston to Tijuana.  But from what Lizzy had told me when she’d slowly revealed that a ‘long weekend’ was a whole week away, their journey back would be much quicker – a drive to San Diego and then taking a Friday evening flight back home to Houston and her husband. 

Flying as opposed to driving maximizing the time Lizzy and Marcus could spend together!  Time that was super precious to him, even if he did have to share her with two teenage giants!  An out-of-character sacrifice that still troubled me.  What was his game?  What were his motives?

Sipping at the smooth single malt – a Christmas present from our daughter Carmina – as Lizzy hadn’t given me exact flight details, I hopped onto the internet.  Lots of cheap, multi-stop flights which would take up to nine hours!  But the obvious choice was a United Airlines seven o’clock six-forty evening flight which would get her back home about half an hour after midnight.

So, I settled in to await her return.  My imagination running riot, imagining what it would be like to hold my beloved in my arms again.  To feel the softness of her lips and the emotional connection of kissing her.  To smell her hair and feel her warmth next to mine.  It was a smile-inducing, tantalizing prospect and I couldn’t wait for it to move from imagination into reality.  When Lizzy finally arrived home.  When I could finally wrap her in my arms.

It had only been less than a week, but nonetheless, it seemed like an eternity.  Everything I’d seen and heard.  Everything that had happened.  And the imponderable question – why had Marcus shared the super-precious time he had alone with Lizzy with other guys?

~~~~~    

As I sat there pouring myself a second glass of Carmina’s malt, I settled in for the four- to five-hour wait, between me arriving home and when I expected Lizzy back from Tijuana.

I tried to keep my mood light – channel-hopping, trying to find something to engage my interest.  But however much the clever scriptwriters of Netflix and Amazon excelled themselves, my mind kept skipping away from light and frivolous into two much deeper and troubling questions.

Question one:  After two-and-a-half years of waiting for his first proper, extended week-long time with Lizzy, why had he chosen to share it with two other men?  By his own admission, he was possessive and territorial when it came to Lizzy.  So why had he suddenly developed an altruistic, ‘share with the youngsters’ vibe? 

I didn’t buy the whole ‘it was a bet, I need to honor a bet,’ justification.  Back at the block party, seeing how Marcus had dominated the youngsters and had them eating out of his hand – if he’d wanted it, he could have blown straight past any bet or gambling issues!

So, the sixty-four-million-dollar question was, ‘What was Marcus’s game?’  Why had he sacrificed something so precious and valuable to him?  The last two-plus years had taught me he was a smart, thoughtful guy.  So what was he hoping to gain in the long-term through his short-term sacrifice?

As if this buzzing swarm of hornets wasn’t enough, as well as worrying about Marcus’s agenda, my mind couldn’t let go of how all through the last seven days Lizzy had been less than honest with me.

‘Less than honest,’ was the politest way I could describe it.  The bald reality was that Lizzy had totally failed to mention the reality of what was happening on her and Marcus’s Road trip.

When we had spoken, there had been absolutely zero mention of Clayton and Tyrone.  And maybe even more significant than this, there had been no guilt-driven reaching out from Lizzy and me.  No signs, however tiny, that she felt guilty at not letting me know what was really happening during her trip to Tijuana!

So question two, twisting destructively around my cerebral cortex, was why the woman I’d shared my entire existence with these last twenty plus years had suddenly decided to hide things from me!

Why had she failed to mention Clayton and Tyrone?  And, as if that wasn’t bad enough, why had she failed to tell me about Jayden and Elias?

In the space of one short week, the reality of our marriage had gone from an exciting but angst-ridden three to a teasing and experimental seven!

Seven!

And my wonderful wife had intentionally failed to mention any of it!  As far as she was concerned, Clayton and Tyrone … Jayden and Elias weren’t people I needed to know about!

~~~~~    

The little rocks of ice swirled and slowly melted as I gazed deep into my glass.

Two questions.  Two sets of fears!  I was a man in torment.  But also a man strangely excited and aroused by the pain and risks that seemed to have grown exponentially in the last few days!

As the hours ticked by, I finally managed to find something on TV to distract me.  They were only old episodes of Suits and Frasier, but they distracted me to take the edge off my pain as I nervously waited for Lizzy to come bounding through the front door.

When it reached one a.m., thirty minutes after I’d expected Lizzy and there was still no sign of her, I checked the airport arrivals website.  The United Airlines flight had actually arrived twenty minutes early, so I was at a total loss as to why Lizzy wasn’t home yet.

My mind went into total panic mode.  I remembered how Marcus had teased me multiple times about how he’d ‘try’ to bring Lizzy home, but that after a week of non-stop, mind-blowing sex with him and the two giant teenagers she might not want to come back home!

Shaking at the memory of his words, I read and re-read Lizzy’s last text over and over again.  ‘…love you always … looking forward to seeing you when I’m back at the end of Friday … love, L xxx’

Was it me, or did her words seem cool and remote?  Yes, there was the mandatory statement of love and signing off with kisses, but the more I read her message, the more I felt the tone and mood of her text was cool.  Cool and lacking the passion and excitement I’d witnessed when I’d seen her receiving the necklace and new ring from Marcus.

I tried to tell myself I was just imagining things, that Lizzy’s love for me was as strong and intense as ever it was, but the more the minutes ticked by, the more my whole being was aflame with fears and doubts.

Maybe she’d landed and instead of turning north for our home in Woodlands, she’d turned south to spend the rest of the night with Marcus at his apartment in Sunnyside?

Or maybe even worse, she’d planned on spending the whole weekend at Marcus’s!

Or maybe even worse – the full-blown nuclear nightmare option.  Maybe she’d decided to have more time with Marcus in Tijuana?  After all, she wasn’t due back at her high school job until early August.  She had another nine weeks of summer break.  What was to stop Marcus taking sick leave and her ringing or texting to say that she’d loved week one so much she wanted another week alone with her boyfriend? 

‘No, no, no,’ I told myself. ‘Now you’re just being paranoid, Alan, old man!  Lizzy’s text said she’ll be back Friday night … and that’s what she said right at the beginning … and that’s what Marcus had texted as well…’

These thoughts made me feel calmer and happier.  However late it already was, I felt confident I’d get to see my beloved Lizzy before the end of the night.  But as well as calming me, it also left me with an inexplicable feeling of disappointment and anti-climax. 

It was as if these last few days I’d become hooked on a high-octane diet of watching and suffering through the bittersweet pleasures of Lizzy’s ever deepening acts of sexual depravity.  And that now this six-day journey was at an end I was feeling the first pangs of withdrawal symptoms.  The first pangs of going cold turkey.

As our living room clock hit two a.m. and there was still no sign of Lizzy, I struggled to shake this new fear.  Was I now hooked on the sexual highs of watching Lizzy’s newly depraved sexual games?  A fear that inevitably triggered another fear – was Lizzy as hooked as I was?  Right now was she feeling the same pangs and cold turkey I was?  Was that why she wasn’t home yet?  Because, whatever she’d said and texted, spending more time with Marcus and her two new teenage lovers was what she really preferred over the more humdrum pleasure of being reunited with her husband of twenty-plus years!

~~~~~    

“Hey, honey!  You’ll get a bad back … let me help you up, let’s go to bed!”

Totally confused and disoriented, I blinked as I looked around, slowly coming around, remembering where I was and what had happened.  I must have fallen asleep in the armchair.  The stress, the late hour and the whiskey combining to overpower my ability to stay awake.

A feeling of warm happiness washed through my chest as I looked up at Lizzy’s loving smile.  I let her help me up and then I wrapped her tight in my arms – as if I was frightened this was all just a dream and that she might disappear in a puff of smoke.

She was real and holding her in my arms, feeling the warmth of her body and the scent of her hair and delicate floral perfume made me whole – overwhelmed me with indescribable joy and relief.

Once in bed we lay face-to-face, staring deep into each other’s eyes, each lost in our own thoughts.

I could see the tiredness in her eyes and face – and heaven knows, I was totally exhausted … talking could wait until tomorrow when we’d both be in a better place.


Chapter 8

May 28 Saturday

We didn’t wake until just before midday.  Not surprising as Lizzy had only arrived back at six a.m. on Saturday morning – rather than the promised ‘Friday evening.’  

I woke first – Lizzy’s weeklong sexual antics leaving her the more exhausted of the two of us.  I went into the kitchen to make coffee and when I came back I sat quietly in our bedroom armchair sipping the hot liquid whilst unable to stop myself staring at her.  As if I could hardly believe that, after the other worldliness of the last week, she was finally back home, unharmed and unchanged, still the wonderful woman I loved and who shared my life.

Looking at her lying peacefully asleep in the bed we’d shared for so many years, part of me felt like the last week had just been a dream.  A fever dream!  My brain trawling the depths of my subconscious to create a dream which was a cocktail of my deepest fears and most perverted sexual desires!

I was just thinking this might be true when, as Lizzy gently dozed, peeking out from under the crisp white bed sheet, I caught sight of my wife’s left hand.

The ring!  The expensive Tiffany & Co. ring!

This was no dream!

The last week had been all too real – Marcus’s expensive ring with its thousands of dollars of diamonds sat there winking at me, an unmissable and highly visual reminder of the reality of the last week. 

Every little twinkle of a stone reminding me how infatuated Lizzy had seemed with Marcus and the new life he’d shown her this last week.  My brain unable to forget how excited she’d been as she moved my rings to make room for the new and exciting piece of jewelry Marcus had given her.  My brain unable to forget the passion and emotion in her voice when she’d told Marcus how much she loved him and how she couldn’t imagine a life without him.

Now my brain had started down this track, I was powerless to stop myself.  Approaching the bed, but careful not to wake Lizzy, I picked up the sheet so I could see her other hand.

Phew!  At least my rings were still there.  They might have been relegated to her other hand, but at least they were still there!

But in lifting the sheet, I saw two other things that stopped me dead.  Until now, the only piercings on Lizzy’s body had been two piercings in her ear lobes.  But gazing under the sheet, I saw that she’d copied our daughters.  Lizzy’s belly button now glinted with the same color of warm gold that sat on her ring finger.  And as I moved lower, I saw two tiny gold initials hanging from the belly ring that glinted in her navel – ‘M&L.’

Briefly looking up, I was happy to see she’d remembered to remove the other piece of jewelry I’d seen Marcus give her – the necklace with initials.  But as I looked back down, I realized this new set of initials was way more personal.  ‘M&L’ hanging so close to Lizzy’s pussy carried all kinds of symbolism and meaning.

As if that wasn’t enough to send my brain into a tailspin, my eye caught sight of something much, much lower.  Not easy to spot in the weak light underneath the sheet – but there was definitely a small patch of black by Lizzy’s left ankle.

~~~~~    

“Ahem,” she gently coughed.

Still holding the sheet up, I looked up to her face.  Lizzy was blushing bright red, but there was also a strangely determined, unabashed look in her eyes.

We just stared at each other.  Neither of us willing to break the stare or speak.  A battle of wills until finally I caved.  Caved in a way I’d not been planning.

“You know I saw and heard everything!”

For a moment, I thought I’d caught Lizzy off guard – that she’d not been expecting that.  But then she spoke, and I realized I couldn’t have been more wrong.

“I know!”

“I know, and I’m glad that you saw and heard it all … that saves me the trouble of explaining everything to you, baby…”

Her face had softened, and her tone was gentle and non-confrontational.

“I guess we’ve got a lot to talk about,” she added, smiling lovingly as she patted the space in the bed next to her.

As I sat next to her, she pulled Marcus’s ring off her ring finger and placed my three rings back where they belonged.  But then she placed Marcus’s ring back so it was now sat on top of my rings.  Somehow symbolic in a way I hated even if it made my veins tingle with adrenaline.

“I’ve never hidden from you how I feel about Marcus,” she said with surprising calmness.

“Does that mean you’re leaving me for him?” I asked, picking up her ring finger and holding it in front of her face.  “Does this mean you’re leaving me for him?  Is that what this ring means?”

“NO!” she shrieked.

“No!  Never!  What on earth made you think that?  Why would you say that?”

“Everything I saw … everything I heard … you loved it, totally loved it … and I can never give you that … give you any of that…”

“But you give me so much else … you’re my rock … my best friend … the man who I’ll always love … the man I’m gonna grow old with … the man whose gonna be there to help me look after our grandkids … the man who’s gonna love me and look after me when I’m old and gray … so what if you don’t have a huge cock and can’t cum ten times a night!”

We looked at each other – Lizzy’s words slowly sinking in, slowly calming my fears.

As we stared at each other, I think we both knew our love and marriage had entered a new phase.

“Make love to me … I want to feel my husband’s cock inside me … I want you to hold me and take me back, darling … I want to be reunited with the most important man in my life,” she whispered, both of us knowing the talk we needed to have could wait til later.

~~~~~    

Being back with Lizzy felt truly wonderful.

The first time was fast and intense.  I tore my clothes off, pushed her panties to the side and slammed into her in one quick, easy motion.  My cock slid in with frightening ease – making me think back to what the two teenage giants had said.  ‘Gonna really stretch you out, stretch you out for good, so you ain’t ever gonna want some cuck’s small white cock ever again…’

Fuck!  Was that why my slender five-and-a-half-inch cock slipped so easily into my wife?  Even after two years of Marcus’s big dick, she’d never felt this stretched and open before.  She’d always seemed to be able to feel and enjoy my cock, even if I was nowhere near as big as Marcus.

But had all the fucking and double-fucking they’d fed Lizzy this last week finally changed all that?  It was a thought that terrified and excited me in equal measure as I pushed upwards and pounded her as fast as I could.  All the time Lizzy moaning softly and looking up at me with a strangely teasing and enigmatic smile.

After so many years together, she knew exactly what was on my hand, and what I was thinking amused her.

“I love you, baby,” she cooed, although that smile said something to her words.  That smile said, ‘you saw it, baby … I love you, but after the way all those big dicks stretched me out, I can only just about feel you … I love that you’re inside me, but sexually…’

That first fuck was frantic, with Lizzy hooking her ankles behind my back and pulling me in deep.  Although even that was a double-edged sword, her actions a gentle, teasing rebuke. 

The way she gave me that Mona Lizzy smile as I felt her heels pulling me deeper telling me she was making a non-verbal statement.  A statement that she loved and needed a long, thick cock … a cock with much greater dimensions and volume than I’d ever be able to give her!  The smile telling me that she loved me but that she wanted me to be under no illusions about what she needed now.  The smile that, even after more than two years with Marcus in her life, was taking us to new depths of honesty and understanding.

Even when I came, roaring loudly as I shot my seedless load into her womb, the muted quietness of her own response hurt and excited me.  Just another example of how the last week seemed to have moved the sexual side of our marriage into new and uncharted territory.  New and uncharted territory that was both scary and exciting.

~~~~~    

After that first, frantic fuck, Lizzy and I just cuddled. 

A couple for more than half our lives, since way back in fifth grade, we both knew we were moving into new territory.  I knew how I felt - and from the nervous energy I could feel coming off Lizzy, I knew she was just as nervous about the new situation as I was.

It was like we were entering the third and final act of the Marcus play. 

Act One had lasted the two years from our random first meeting with Marcus until that day in November when Lizzy and he had gotten me to give him official boyfriend status with all the rights that accompanied that position.

Act Two had started when I’d agreed to their demand and had seen us move through agreeing that their boyfriend-girlfriend status was ‘permanent’ and going through (at least for me) the embarrassment of letting our daughters know about Marcus’s role in their mother’s life.

And now, after the seismic changes of the last week, both Lizzy and I knew in our bones that we were entering Act Three.  We knew things were changing, and we knew the blurry outline of that change.  It was just the hard, sharp edges of that new reality that we didn’t fully know.

After a suitable recovery time while the two of us were lost in our own thoughts, I felt the touch of Lizzy’s soft fingers trying to coax me back to life.  A little patience, lots of tender, loving kissing and I was soon slipping back into Lizzy’s wet snatch.

“You can hardly feel me, can you?”

“No baby,” she purred teasingly, knowing her words would make me wince but also make me harder, “but I love you anyway … I married you for your heart and mind, never mind that you’ve only got a little cock…”

This was NEW territory for us.  The teasing from Lizzy to me had never been this intimate.  This honest and raw, raw to the bone.

This time our connection was slow and tender.  Lots of kisses, soulful looks to the eye, gentle touches and caresses.  Having cum just minutes earlier, I lasted much longer this time.

I may not have been equipped or talented enough to make Lizzy scream and sob like the other men in her life, but as she moved with me I could tell she was loving the intimacy, the close and loving connection we shared.

As I was coming towards the end, I did wonder about pulling out and staying hard.  One voice in my head telling me that for the conversations we needed to have, it would be better if I was still aroused – rather than dealing with the post-orgasm blues.  But the other voice, the voice that seemed to have enjoyed the most painful and difficult parts of the last week, urged me on.  Urged me to shoot my load so that I’d be in a mindset that was both balanced and a little down-at-heel when we cuddled and talked through how things had moved on this last seven days.

~~~~~    

‘The Talk’ that we needed to have didn’t happen until Sunday.  Lizzy was a little bossy, telling me she wanted a day just about her and me – no talk about Marcus, Tijuana or any part of ‘that side of our lives.’

I wasn’t objecting and loved the closeness and reconnection that her decision brought for us. 

We cuddled, kissed and touched a little more – miraculously my balls and little man felt like they were getting ready for round three.  But my smiling and teasing wife gave him a squeeze, kissed me and explained her decision.

“Later … I want to go to Tomball .. their Farmers Market’s normally closed today, but they’ve got a special summer event on, and I want to drag my loving husband and his credit card around with me.  When my loving husband’s paid for everything, I need my big strong man to carry all my purchases around for me…”

What a little minx!  ‘Big strong man’ … the words, the way she dragged them out and smirked at me as she said them … the gentle sense of mocking my physical stature compared to the three men she’d spent the last week with was clear.

“Hey, I thought you said just you and me!  No mentions of that part of our life!”

That was the last reference to the other, hidden part of our lives.  The rest of the afternoon and early evening was all cottage jams and jellies, super spicy salsa and empanadas and ludicrously expensive organic microgreens.

But Lizzy was happy, so I was happy and by mid-evening we were back where the whole day had started – cuddled up in bed kissing and touching and getting ready for round three.

~~~~~    

‘The Talk’ started calmly and casually enough.

I’d made us Sunday morning breakfast in bed.  Coffee, OJ and breakfast burritos with some of the spicy salsa from the market, and when we were done we just snuggled up under the sheets.  Savoring the joy of being back together and the physical sensation of naked skin on naked skin - happy as a couple could be.

“Did Carmina come round while I was away?” Lizzy asked in her best ‘little girl lost’ voice of innocence.

So now I knew for certain!  When Carmina had visited on the first day of her mom’s road trip, from the way she’d looked at me, I’d been pretty sure it was Lizzy who’d sent her to check that I was okay.  To give me some much needed female TLC!

The way Lizzy had lifted her head up off my chest and was smirking at me left zero room for doubt as I nodded my head to confirm our daughter had indeed visited.

“Did you have another visitor as well?  Maybe a visit a little less platonic than Carmina’s … a little more like that spicy salsa we just enjoyed!”

So that was answer number two.  I’d been on tenterhooks wondering if I’d done something wrong when Delores and I had slept together.  I’d wondered if I’d given myself yet another problem.

But that sly smile and the chuckle in her voice told me Lizzy not only knew about her new bestie’s visit, but she’d almost certainly arranged it and most likely had compared notes with her friend on what her friend thought of my sexual performance.

Lizzy had been doing all the talking and I suddenly felt an urge to take more of a lead, my mind going back to the multiple times during Lizzy’s week away when Marcus had used the ‘C’ word to label and gently mock me.  Making me recall the self-reflection this had caused about how my desires and tastes had moved from the simple voyeurism of two years ago into where I was now.  A man who, even if it was painful and embarrassing to admit, was more and more enjoying the whole cuckold vibe and the bittersweet pain of the mild humiliation and masochism that went along with it.

“Lizzy, there’s something I need to share with you.”

I suddenly felt very vulnerable and nervous – about to admit something I felt was both embarrassing and very unmasculine.  But the way Lizzy smiled lovingly at me and squeezed my hand gave me the strength to share what I needed to share.

“I did a lot of thinking during the last week … your boyfriend saw to that, the way he kept calling me ‘cuckold’ … you know I’ve always hated that word, that label…”

Lizzy squeezed again – the gentlest of interruptions.

“Well, are you?  Is that what you’re trying to tell me?  That my husband, the man I’ll always love, knows his new truth?  That his wife’s a naughty little slut and that he’s got horns … that he’s a cuckold who prefers giving his wife to other, better men rather than making love to her himself?”

She said all this in the slowest, softest and most loving of ways.  She wasn’t being mean or dismissive – she was just trying to get it all out there, helping me to express and put into words something that was in many ways deeply embarrassing.  She was like one of those doctors sucking the venom from a wound.  And despite what an onlooker might think, I loved her for it.

“YES!”

One word was enough.  My cheeks burned red as we looked deep into each other’s souls – a couple closer than we’d ever been before.

The last week had been a journey of discovery for both of us.  Parts of it had been painful and difficult.  But this moment of honesty and love, this moment of moving forward made it all worthwhile.


Chapter 9

May 29 Sunday

As we continued looking deep into each other’s souls, I could see that Lizzy had something on her mind.

“Don’t go quiet on me now, sweetheart … haven’t we learned that even when it’s hard, truth’s always the best policy?”

I could see her thinking as she weighed my words, before finally her mouth opened.

“Don’t get mad at me, honey … but Marcus and me were talking about you on the flight home … he kinda already knew you’d flipped … that the whole cuck thing’s your new poison, your new thing…”

‘Don’t get mad at me…’  My cheeks were burning even brighter now. 

Question: What’s more embarrassing than admitting to your wife that you’ve flipped from the relatively mainstream kink of being a common-or-garden voyeur into the decidedly more humiliating reality of being a full-on cuck?

Answer:  Hearing that your wife’s been talking to another man about the self-same fact even before you got there yourself!  Learning that your wife’s bull and boyfriend is more perceptive about your sexual desires than you are yourself!  Feeling the dagger through the heart stab of knowing it’s not you and your wife who first talk about the most intimate of topics – but that these are things she discusses with another man before letting you in on the secret!

“Are you okay, baby?”  My cheeks were so red and my face so distraught that Lizzy looked genuinely concerned for my welfare.

I was so overwhelmed that my throat had become hyper-dry. I had to swallow several times before I could make even half intelligible sounds.

“Hhhh … yes,” I squawked through my sandpaper voice box.  “It’s just … it takes some getting used to … hearing that you and Marcus seem to know me better than myself!”

“Poor baby!” Lizzy giggled, stroking my cheek and looking at me with a playful smirk.  “Sometimes it’s easier to see things from the outside.”

Her look became more loving and thoughtful.  “I guess it’s kind of a difficult thing to admit … after all these years of just you and me…”

The words allowed to hang there before she stroked my cheek again and continued, “… to admit that now you prefer it if it’s another man making love to me … and you get to just watch and jerk off…”

“I still want to make love to you,” I squawked in desperate protest.

“I know you do, baby,” she smiled, caressing my cheek again, “sometimes you and I should make love … that’s what we both want … you’re just admitting that what makes you even more excited is that normally I look to Marcus to fulfil my sexual needs…”

“I want a mix,” I squawked, my voice box disobedient and not allowing me to share my thoughts with any kind of dignity.

Lizzy smiled at me – a look that mixed deep love with patience, patience and thoughts she chose not to share.  Until she did choose to share.

“Marcus thinks it would be a good idea if, now we understand how things are, he comes across later today, so we can all get on the same page … cement the new reality and all get comfortable with it…”

I swallowed hard.  Staring deep into Lizzy’s eyes.  Blurting out the panic-ridden question that was my whole universe.

“Do you still love me?  Respect me?  Is this the end of us?”

“Never … NEVER!  Didn’t you hear what I said yesterday?  Baby, you may not be able to fuck me or make love to me like Marcus, but Alan Philip Andrews, you’re my forever soulmate … the man who shares my everything … who gives me meaning … I can give up a cock … you, you I can never give up … never!”

Now it was my turn to grin.

My turn to give a silly, schoolboy grin to this wonderful loving woman.

“Sorry!”

It seemed the right thing to say.  And it got the right response from Lizzy.  She hugged me.  Held me close.  Held me tight.

When she finally released me, she asked one question, and I gave one answer.

“So, shall I ask Marcus to come across?”

“Okay.”  My answer was short and sweet.  But not without fear.

~~~~~    

Marcus stepped into the house as if he owned the place.

I guess, after the conversation Lizzy and I had just had, in a sense he did.

His attitude was confident but stayed just the right side of arrogant.

“Hey Alan!”  He shook my hand and then pulled me in for a full bro-hug.

Then he turned his attention to Lizzy.  Lizzy, who stood to attention awaiting her turn, awaiting her boyfriend to be finished with her husband.

They shared the tightest of body squeezes and the longest of kisses.

“I missed you, honey,” he whispered, looking lovingly into her eyes, just loud enough to be intimate but also something I couldn’t miss.

“Me too,” she beamed.

Fuck!  They’d only been apart barely twenty-four hours and yet they were telling each other this was already too long!

Then he turned back to me.

Or, more accurately – they turned back to me.  The two of them standing side-by-side, hand-in-hand.

“Alan … or, should I call you ‘Cucky’ … Lizzy tells me she and you already talked, that you realized what it is you want now, and that Lizzy told you she and I already worked it out…”

I was back to staring silently as my cheeks went back to DEFCON 1.

“Okay, let’s go … but first I need to get a couple of things from the car…”

~~~~~    

“After you! Master bedroom!” he grinned, gesturing for me to go up first, him coming next carrying one large covered item and one small box.  With Lizzy skipping up the hallway behind him.

Once we were all up there, he and Lizzy sat on the bed, holding hands.

Marcus looked across at Lizzy and nodded his head in some kind of pre-agreed signal – maybe another thing they talked about on the plane without me.

“Alan, honey … remember I’ll always love you, that you’re my forever soulmate…”

Now I was worried, truly worried.

“Alan, baby … you’re the one who told me you’ve finally realized your true cuckold tendencies … so now, tonight, I think we can all finally let go … do the things we all really want to do,” she said in a loving but quite stern voice.

“Alan, honey … take your pants off … show me and Marcus how small your little boy cuck cock is!”  The words were hard and painful, but she spoke with love and her smile was soft and caring.

For quite some time I just stared at her – our eyes locked together, my eyes full of fear and disbelief, my cheeks as red as the state flag.

I was terrified, but I couldn’t deny my veins were flooded with pure adrenaline, even if I couldn’t admit to myself how excited and alive I felt.

Lizzy refused to back down or break our stare-battle.  Slowly I started reaching for my belt.

“Top as well, sweetheart,” she added in a gentle tone, knowing she’d already won.  “We all want Marcus and me to see how much smaller your body is than Marcus’s big, beautiful body.”

‘Fuck!  This was going to be the most humiliating moment of my entire life,’ I thought to myself as I carried on stripping, all the while unable to look away from the couple on the bed.  On the bed, hand-in-hand, lapping up and thoroughly enjoying the new depths to which they were forcing our game.

Most embarrassing of all, when I finally stood there naked in front of my captors, all three of us could see just how hard my little cock was.

“Look, Lizzy baby,” Marcus smirked across at her, “I think your cucky husband’s never been harder .. never been happier!”

Before I knew what had happened, in a blizzard of activity Lizzy had stripped down to her panties and heels and Marcus was as butt-naked as I was.  Lightning quick, Lizzy was kneeling down in front of me and Marcus was standing shoulder-touching-shoulder, right next to me.

In the two-and-a-half years Marcus had been part of our lives, we’d never done anything remotely like this.  Standing there right next to his huge, powerful body I felt totally outclassed and emasculated.  A feeling only made worse when I felt Lizzy’s cool hand on my super hard cock and looked down to see that her other hand was on Marcus’s much larger member.

Instinctively, I reached down to cup my wife’s boob.

Slap!

“No, baby!  Maybe tomorrow!  Tonight, my boobs and pussy are only for real men!”

Before I could respond, she’d moved the game up another notch, her left hand working up and down my painfully hard five-and-a-half inches while her right hand had to work harder, squeezing and massaging Marcus’s thick nine-inch monster.

“It’s not really fair, is it, honey!” she grinned.  “Nature gave you a wonderful brain and a loving heart … but also a tiny dick … a little boy, cucky dick that I can hardly feel inside me…”

Her words hammered into my brain.  I struggled to breath.  Lizzy, just smiling even more, as she saw the effect she’d had on me.  All the time her hand squeezing and playing with my slender cock.

Just as I thought I might pass out, my brain chose the worst moment to look at Lizzy’s fingers on my dick.

She’d switched!  She’s switched again!  The hand stroking my little boy dick was empty of my rings but sported the Tiffany ring that Marcus had given her.

On the edge of meltdown, I looked across to her right hand as it worked Marcus’s monster cock.  No rings.  No rings at all!  Sometime when I’d not been looking, she must have removed the rings I gave her and put them in her jewelry box.  The only ring she wanted to wear tonight was the new, exciting, expensive ring Marcus had given her.

“Am I a little bit of a bitch?” she teased playfully, reading my mind as only a loving wife can do.

“Yes!” I coughed, not angry but my answer claiming some kind of self-respect.

She looked up into my eyes – a look that mixed love and challenge.

“Okay, honey … you … YOU have two choices right now … we can either continue this game, marking the new map … or you can say NO, and Marcus will head back to Sunnyside … head back to Sunnyside and find himself a new woman to love…”

Even as my Adam’s apple bobbed up and down, even as I pretended to think about my choice, I knew in my heart the die was already cast.  I knew in my heart the poison had sunk too deep into my system for any kind of volte-face and return to normality.

Never one for over-the-top shows of emotion, the grimace on my face couldn’t have been clearer to them as I thought through the implications.  After two-and-a-half years of slow and not so slow build-up, we’d finally reached the ultimate fork in the road.  The ultimate decision point.

I felt paralyzed.  Deep down I knew.  But saying it and doing it were different to knowing it.

“Alan?” she called softly, just for a moment her loving look into my eyes connecting her just to me, giving her and me primacy over the third part of our love triangle.

Still looking deep into my eyes, she stopped squeezing and stroked my small manhood in the most tender and loving of ways.  A way that said she loved me and owned me and my little cock.  That she always would, no matter where things went with the other man in her life.

“Okkkaaayyy…” I whispered, my voice so quiet it was barely audible, my final acquiescence winning me a playful smile and a tight cock squeeze from Lizzy.  She blew me a kiss and moved back into teasing minx mode.

“Good boy … me and Marcus knew that’s what you’d choose … but we needed to hear it from you,” she beamed, getting up off her knees and leading Marcus by the hand towards our marital bed.

“Now, honey … Marcus and I are gonna make love twice … then the three of us are gonna talk about the future, now that my loving husband’s finally seen the light, realized how much of a cuck-boy he really is…”

Oh, fuck!  Now she had me worried.  I knew she loved me and wouldn’t demand anything that would intentionally hurt me.  But the way she was talking, it was like she and Marcus were thinking my moment of self-realization had given them carte-blanche to take our three-way relationship wherever they wanted.  That as long as they didn’t push the cuck too far, they could have, and do, pretty much whatever took their fancy!

And the worst of it was that I’d have the next hour plus to worry about whatever it was they had planned!

Her hand never leaving Marcus’s, Lizzy scooted into the middle of the bed and flipped over to lay on her back and open wide, Marcus not wasting a moment as he jumped in between her spread thighs and started rubbing his plum-shaped cockhead up and down Lizzy’s open flower.

“Now, baby … Marcus and me want to watch you play with your tiny, shamefully small little man while you watch a proper man make love to your wife!”

She smirked as she watched the color drain from my face, her beautiful hazel eyes smiling at me until finally she turned to Marcus.  “Oh look, honey … cucky’s little dicklet just got even harder when I was mean to him … when I told him a few home truths … but you’ll have to look close, coz his dicklet’s so tiny!”

“Look, he did it again!” she clapped, seeing my cock jump again as she mocked me.

“This could go on forever,” she smiled lovingly, “but honey, forgive me while I focus on a real cock … a real man…”

Blowing me a final kiss, she turned and locked her lips on Marcus’s thick lips as he lowered his hips and drove his beer-bottle thick nine-inches all the way into Lizzy’s body, winning a long, low moan of feminine satisfaction as suddenly she felt satisfied and whole.

Her eyes looked up, locking on Marcus’s dark features, she didn’t even bother to look across at me as she addressed me with more home truths.

“Alan, sweetheart … he feels so good … I wish you were a real man with a real cock, but we both know that’s not gonna happen … we’ll always make love sometimes, stay close … but you and I both know this is what I need now … that Marcus’s my primary sex partner now … the main man in my life, sexually…”

Oh fuck!  I was dying inside.  Dying inside, but my cock had never felt harder.  The blood flow to my cock had never been fuller since as a teenager I’d first discovered sex.

“Is that okay, honey?”  Now she’d chosen to look from Marcus to me.  A loving look on her face that to anyone else would have seemed at odds with the words she’d just spoken.

“Wouldn’t that excite you, baby?  Excite your cucky heart, to know your little dicklet’s been replaced by a proper, big, manly cock?  A cock that makes me happy, makes me feel like a real woman?”

“Yes,” someone whispered, taking me by surprise.  It was my voice, coming from my mouth, but it felt like some sick, sad demon had taken control of me.  Part of me wanted to say, ‘No, hell no,’ but that wasn’t what came out of my mouth.

Lizzy the minx was back, turning back to Marcus.  “You were right, baby … what you said on the plane … my cucky husband loves it the closer you and me are … the more time you and me are together … let’s not disappoint him…”

With that they turned their attention fully back to each other, their lips locked in a long deep kiss as Marcus’s muscular ass started slowly working its magic.  His long, thick brown shaft glistening with Lizzy’s sweet juices as he slowly worked her over.  Even through their kiss, her happy moans filled the room.  A dagger through my heart, one that hurt like hell but that made my cock even harder as my hand got sticky with pre-cum.

Kicking off her heels, despite the bulk of Marcus’s two-seventy-pound frame, somehow Lizzy managed to lock her heels tight around the small of his back.  I shouldn’t have been surprised – she’d had plenty of practice these last two-plus years!

Their two bodies – one pale, soft and feminine and one hard, powerful and black – moved with the most magical, hypnotic and erotic of rhythms.  Two bodies perfectly in sync.  For now, they didn’t care about me – this was all about them.  About their union, their love and their sexual chemistry.

Marcus’s huge cock and skillful love making soon had Lizzy sobbing and squealing through two huge climaxes, her nails digging into Marcus’s huge body as she bit down on his shoulder, totally lost in the ecstasy as wave upon wave of synapses lit-up with electric charge and dopamine.

Coming down from the second of these huge cums, she gave Marcus a special little look and then looked across at me.

“Marcus’s close to cumming … he’s gonna cum deep in my womb, baby … it’s his now … and to show us all you accept that, when he seeds me, I want you to shoot your worthless, seedless, cucky jizz where it belongs … all over your belly…”

Oh fuck!  Lizzy held my gaze as I struggled to breathe.  Oh fuck!  She wasn’t taking any prisoners tonight.  She was all in.

“Okay, my loving, cucky husband?”

“Okkkaaayyy…” that damned disobedient voice in my head hissed again.

“Good boy,” she smiled tenderly, looking genuinely happy at my obedience.

With that she turned her attention to Marcus, her pale hand snaking behind his neck to pull him into a long, emotional kiss, her legs around his back encouraging him to slowly start fucking her again.

This time they didn’t break their kiss for even the briefest of moments as their bodies writhed in union, my wife’s nails teasing the creased skin on his shaved head as she gave herself fully to him.  The room filled with her non-stop moans and sighs of satisfaction as Marcus’s big body and nine-inch cock did things to her I never could.

Standing there by the side of the bed obediently stroking my member, I was like a toy that had been wound up only to be instantly forgotten.  Lizzy’s mind was only one man, and that was on the man who’d come to increasingly take my place sexually over the last couple of years.

I was only a few feet away.  She’d only been talking to me moments earlier.  But I was already forgotten as Marcus’s muscular black ass drove his long, thick stave of a cock deep into my wife’s sex channel.  Again and again he slammed in, making her body bounce and her lungs sob – finishing one possessive stroke only to start another one barely moments later.  He was a decade younger than me, physically bigger and more muscular than me, and he was fit and unrelenting. 

His back was glistening with sweat, and I had no doubt his cock was sending all sorts of pleasure messages to his brain.  But everything about him said he wasn’t unconcerned about his own pleasure.  His only concerns were to win a place deeper in Lizzy’s heart through giving a night of unique sexual memories.  And to conquer not just her heart but also to conquer her mind and body by filling her with yet another deep load of his life-giving juices.

Watching them, listening to them, I’d have given anything for Lizzy to look across at me – even for the shortest, most fleeting of moments. 

But I knew this wasn’t going to happen, and embarrassingly this extra layer of humiliation just made me even harder.  Fuck, was this what my marriage and my life had come to?  I knew the answer but was too mortified to admit it.  Even to myself.  Especially to myself.

Watching them, I sucked in and imbibed in their closeness and pleasure.  Twenty-plus years I’d been the man to give Lizzy physical pleasure.  But tonight felt like the first time the three of us could really be totally and honestly open about the passing of the baton.

I knew Lizzy and I would still ‘make love’ – because we still loved each other, all three of us knew that.  But what I was drinking in, what they were physically experiencing was that I’d handed the baton of being Lizzy’s main sexual provider to a man who could do the job in ways I couldn’t even fathom! 

Different era, different equipment … it was like the slender, short John McEnroe with his tiny wooden racket playing a vets match against a black Novak Djokovic armed with the largest, most powerful carbon-fiber weapon.

Watching them, watching her squirming in sexual bliss beneath the big, dominant body of her long-term lover broke my heart in two just as much as it set me free to celebrate her happiness.

I’d have loved to have been the man to give her this, but I never could, and never would.  A truth the three of us were finally owning after the very different intensity of her slutty one-week road trip.

Where we were stepping was scary as hell for me.  It relied on me trusting Lizzy – relatively easy.  It relied on trusting Marcus – far less easy.  We’d never been enemies or had bad blood, but sometimes he’d been unable to resist mocking me and ultimately, I’d always be wary of how much of Lizzy he really wanted.  He loved her, she loved him – and he said he knew she needed me to be happy.  But did he really know this?  Did he really mean this?

~~~~~    

But these were concerns for tomorrow.

Right now, I was powerless to tear my eyes away from this beautiful, bliss-filled, rutting couple.  Marcus’s ass somehow finding a higher gear as his fat, glistening cock once again stretched my wife’s love lips to the limit of their elasticity.  The beer-bottle, wrist-thick meat he hefted between his thighs stretching her wide to complement the way the exceptional length of his cock teased and pleasured parts of her pussy I’d never reached in all our years together.

Marcus was getting close now, my eyes bugging out as I stared and my breath shortened.

Fuck!  If I was feeling like this, just what the hell was Lizzy feeling as that thick, meat cleaver of a cock split her in two and readied itself to shoot its powerful jet of life-giving seed directly into her womb?  Thank heavens Lizzy, loving mother of two, was so unerring in her devotion to popping that little white morning pill.  She loved Marcus, loved sex with Marcus, but even as the sexiest of forty-five-year-old MILFs, she didn’t want to interrupt her life with a mid-life baby!

“Oh, baby … yes, yes … just there, oooh fuck, so good, so deep,” she was in heaven, her words breaking through my fears just as her nails were breaking through the skin on Marcus’s shoulders and visibly drawing blood.

Not that he minded!  He just seemed to use it as extra motivation to fuck his huge, juiced-up cock in and out even faster, even deeper, with a vengeful force that had Lizzy screaming out at the top of her lungs.

“Argggghhh … argggghhh … fuck, fuck…”  Her face was screwed up tighter than I’d ever seen before.  Her climax owning and consuming every inch of her body, her body shaking and vibrating from her toes to the top of her head.  Even with all my fears, I was lost in love for her as I saw the woman I loved totally destroyed by the intensity.  The intensity of what Marcus’s cock and her emotional connection had just done to her.  The intensity of receiving his life-giving juices so deep into her body in such a powerful and primal way.  Tapping into the whole reason men and women are put onto the earth.  The woman’s role to receive, incubate and nurture.  The man’s role to give her the strongest offspring available in the tribe and to protect.

As I stared, lost and mesmerized, at Lizzy’s shaking, vibrating body, these were the thoughts that consumed me.  As finally, embarrassingly, I felt my own cock play its role.  Playing the role Lizzy had given me, giving her what she wanted.  My own hand, my own belly suddenly sticky as my seedless semen spat out of the end of my cock.  The contrast with how Marcus’s potent seed was being lovingly and purposefully received, painfully exciting.  My thoughts so painful and dark they almost blocked out my ability to breathe.

Fuck!  I was gulping down huge lungfuls of air.  Staring at the loving couple as they slowly came back to earth.  Staring down at my sticky, seed-marked belly I felt deeply ashamed.  But even full of this shameful feeling, I felt the evening had hardly begun.  That we still had deeper, more frightening rivers to explore.


Chapter 10

May 29 Sunday

They looked so close, so connected.  Such a couple in love.  Their physical connection had reached an earth-shattering crescendo and now they were just lying there looking soulfully into each other’s eyes.  Fuck, it was painful to watch – to watch them so connected as this, so in love.  But it was hot as hell.  Making me want to claw my eyeballs out, my heart broken in two.  But also bizarrely, excruciatingly exciting.  The excruciating pain only made bearable by the fact that I knew with absolute, stone-cold certainty that just because Lizzy loved another man, it didn’t mean she loved me any less.  It didn't mean she was about to leave me for him, it didn’t mean she was going to move him in and move me out of her heart and our home.

The look they shared - with him on top, his immense two-seventy-pound bulk almost crushing her petal-like, feminine delicacy – seemed to go on forever and forever.  Their eyes locked on each other, it was as if they didn’t even know I was there.  As if they’d totally forgotten my presence.

But then, raising her head just a little and giving Marcus the tiniest of whispers and pecks on the lips, she turned to give me the most teasing of smiles.  His head turned a split-second later, his grin more understated as he waited to hear what Lizzy would say next.  Although, from the little whisper she’d given him, I guessed that he already knew.  Another thing they knew and shared before bringing me into the picture.

“Oh my!  Your tummy looks so sticky, so messed up, honey!  Guess these days you really do love watching me more than fucking me, my loving, cucky husband!” she grinned, her voice full of love and humor.   Not even a hint of malice or disapproval.

“Me and Marcus were talking, we don’t think it’s right your tummy looks so untidy, so messed up … don’t you think you should tidy up a bit?” she beamed, making her cryptic meaning crystal-clear by placing her right index finger to her lips and sucking hard.

Oh fuck!  How embarrassing.  How utterly embarrassing.  And not just the act, the fact that it was something they were instructing together, watching together.

I hesitated, my heart wavering at the humiliation I was being asked to self-inflict.  Even after everything physically the three of us had done, mentally this felt like taking things to a whole new level.

“Honey,” she whispered, her voice soft and full of love.  “We haven’t got all day!  Me and Marcus need to see you know your place…”

‘Know your place…’  What was my place?  Certainly, her tone told me it would be a place where she’d still love me, love me with all her heart.  But equally where we’d gotten to as a threesome was a place where we all knew my place wouldn’t be to stay as her primary physical partner.  Words that sliced through my mind with a razor-sharp but exhilarating pain.

Taking a deep breath, I reached down to my belly.  Using the same right index finger as she’d used – like the sickest game of ‘Simon Says’ – I ran my fingertip through my slimy, seedless muck and then raised it back up to my lips.

In all my years, even in youthful exploration, I’d never tasted my own jizz.  I guess, deep down I’d always thought such an act was a little gay, a little homosexual.

Psychology is a powerful foe.  Fears run deep.  Even as I told myself it was only protein, that it was of me and from within me, still I had to fight back the urge to retch.  The harsh, gagging, heaving sounds I couldn’t stop myself making seeming to make the loving pair smile a little wider.  My humiliation made even worse by Marcus’s barely audible, whispered encouragement. 

“Come on, Al … don’t be a pussy, you can do it!  I’m sure your jizz tastes just fine … and, after all … you might be needin’ to eat yourself quite a lot … you know … what with Lizzy being so busy with a real cock … with a real man…”

Bastard!  Fucking Bastard!

But I could hardly blame him.  This was where all three of us had allowed our game to get to.  I could hardly claim innocence and surprise at where things had reached!

Rubbing my digit around my lips, then thrusting it in, licking it in a very sexual way, it tasted salty.  Salty and tangy - not pleasant, not unpleasant – it’s texture thick and viscose, like some kind of gooey stomach remedy.

It was more what it represented rather than how it tasted or its texture that was the problem.  It was a mental rather than a physical barrier I was battling.

“Good boy!”  It was Marcus’s voice rather than Lizzy’s this time – they were tag teaming me.  The experience altogether more intense as they ganged up and worked me over together.  Bent me to their will together.  Their joint will, what they wanted together, what they wanted of me.  The fact another man, my physical rival was ordering me about making my cock and my heart pull in opposite directions.

“Good boy!  Now again, another one … another two or three … show Lizzy and me you can do it, that you got the hang now, that you understand…”

I paused.  I bridled, our eyes catching, conflicting.

“Come on, honey … please!”  Lizzy’s softer tone, her tender smile defused the moment, got my finger back in action.  Two, three, four … if I was gonna do this, in a way I wanted to claim back some kind of victory from Marcus by doing it extra well. 

‘If you’re gonna do something, better do it fully to the best of your abilities…’  What a time to hear the strong, wise words of my late father rattling around in my head.  I’m not sure he had this in mind when he’d given his son those words of wisdom.

~~~~~    

Marcus smirked.  He squeezed Lizzy’s hand – another little secret communication between the two of them – as he finally rolled off her, rolling off to the left-hand-side of the bed.

Lizzy patted the right-hand-side of the bed – the free space next to her, the side where I normally slept.

She pulled me close, gave me a tiny, brief kiss.

“Mmm … tangy,” she teased, laughter in her voice, taking my hand and putting it on her thigh.

“Why don’t you have a little look?  Go on, I know you want to … I know that you want to see what Marcus’s big dick’s done to my sweet little flower … go on, we’re all friends here … safe space … no condemnation, no judgment…”

Damned!  She could read me just like a book.  We both knew that now she’d mentioned it, it was just a question of ‘when’ not ‘if’…

“Go on, Alan … see how my fat, black cock stretched her out … made her pussy gape…”

Fuck!  They were tag-teaming me again!  The most perverted version of the push-me-pull-you animal that their kinky minds could dream up!  They knew they had me.

I’d always loved kissing my way down Lizzy’s sexy body – and even though another man was watching, and another man had just fucked her, I got some weird and perverted pleasure from sticking to our long-established routines.  From not giving him this victory as well – even if I might find evidence of his victory on my journey south.

I’d called it right, as my lips kissed and brushed their way south, the signs of another man’s occupation of my territory were everywhere.  Gently, tenderly kissing the nerve-rich areas of her slender neck, the angry-red hickeys and evidence of love bites made me gulp and blush.

Moving down over the glowing, healthy pink of Lizzy’s upper chest brought no respite.  When I dipped my head to suckle at the nipples that had nursed our offspring, I found her teats still puffy and swollen from the hour of Marcus’s attention that had gone hand-in-hand with the presence of his monster cock reaming out my wife’s pussy for the same hour-long cum-fest.  But even so, I didn’t give in, I sucked, rolled and tweaked at two of my favorite parts of Lizzy’s anatomy.  But all the previous attention from Marcus meant I had to be super careful as my wife’s teats were super sensitive.

Moving still lower, I saw multiple reddened marks and patches on her soft, flat tummy.  Not too bad compared to the love bites and puffy nipples, but kissing there brought me face-to-face with Lizzy’s new navel jewelry.  Small, delicate but undeniably expensive – the yellow gold matched that of the ring Marcus had put on her finger.  A ring on a finger was special, had meaning – but then again, so did the ‘M&L’ initials hanging so closely and possessively near to my wife’s pussy.

Fuck!  Was my cock starting to harden again even at this sick thought? ‘Please don’t get hard, please don’t get hard…’  I really didn’t want them to see this, to see my response and laugh, to be able to use it against me later.

“How do I look?” she asked, her voice almost innocent and girlish.

“I feel all stretched out and squidgy!  Is Marcus’s lovely, thick jizz already bubbling out?  It feels like he’s bubbling out ... he cums so much … I love you baby, but Marcus cums so much more than you do … than you ever did, even when you were younger, when we were first together…”

Ouch!  Definitely less innocent and girlish.  But I’d seen them together enough over the last two years to know Lizzy wasn’t being mean – just truthful.  Marcus was definitely a heavy cummer – just one more way he had me physically bettered, just one more thing to make me jealous.  Thank heavens, Lizzy showed no signs of loving me any less, despite her boyfriend’s evident physical superiority.

There had never really been any doubt, but if there had been, Lizzy’s words would have sealed the deal.  No way I could listen to her naughty, teasing words and not drop my head the last few inches until I was finally face-to-face with her battered, oozing and freshly fucked pussy. 

Her freshly fucked and owned pussy - the way she still gaped open, her love lips open in a large ‘O’ shape was not something I’d ever managed to achieve.  She was so stretched, so gaped that I could see right up into the crinkled, layered folds of her love tunnel. 

Fuck, was that the tiny pin-hole of her cervix I was seeing?  It was difficult to be certain, there was so much white, frothy man seed oozing and bubbling its way out.

~~~~~     

“You know you want to!”

‘Excuse me!’  My face flushed with embarrassment, I looked up, my eyes locking onto Lizzy’s grinning face.

Her grin slowly changed into something more tender and empathetic.  “Alan, honey … you know you want to!  And you know if you don’t do it tonight, then you’re just postponing the inevitable, that some other night will just become your ‘first’…”

Our eyes stayed locked – my cheeks blazed.  She could see I was thinking.  She knew me so well, always knew what I was thinking, always knew what to say.

“You won’t think lesser of me?” I asked, not intending to embarrass myself by saying out loud what I was thinking.

“NEVER!  Never!” she reassured me, meaning every word.  “Only a truly strong, loving, confident man – secure in himself – could ACTUALLY do what you want to do…”

She shared a little smile – a smile of love, a mischievous smile as we prepared to break yet another of society’s taboos, my clever wife finding one more way to make it even kinkier.

“Go on, baby … kiss my pussy, stick your little cucky tongue in … I want to see my cucky husband suck out my boyfriend’s potent, virile seed … I want to know the man who had a vasectomy for me is desperate to suck out a real man’s seed … to suck out the seed that could knock-up his wife…”

Oh fuck!  Which deep, wicked recess in her mind did she reach down into to get those mocking, malevolent words from?

Something in her words made me race my head all the way back up next to hers.  I looked deep into her eyes. We kissed.  She whispered, just for me, “Go on, baby, suck him out … I promise I won’t think lesser of you…”

Then, after one more kiss, I felt her hands in my hair, the pressure on my head and neck only gentle.  Not enough to force me, but enough to help me overcome my final emotional barriers.

~~~~~    

It was so beautiful!  How many hours had I spent worshipping at this particular temple over the years?  Life may have only gifted me a small cock, but I was talented when it came to the use of my mouth.  Five-and-a-half inches and thin, I’d needed to be!

The way it flowered open reminded me of the most beautiful of springtime blooms.  To me it was a dew-laden rose, twinkling in the fresh, early morning sunrays.

Something had changed.  Something from Lizzy’s words and attitude, I think.  Whatever the cause, I suddenly felt far less repulsed and far less ashamed at what I started doing.  My tongue started to lap at Lizzy’s swollen pussy like a thirsty dog laps at his bowl of water on a hot summer’s day.

Then I started sucking.  Sucking for all I was worth.  Sucking with such gusto that my perverted, cuckold mouth was soon filled with an unmistakable cocktail of Marcus’s seed and my wife’s love juices.  The mix of his salty tang and the sweetness of her lighter juices was a heady mixture and meant my auto-responses didn’t go into retch mode.

Having already tasted my own neat, undiluted jizz, it wasn’t the physical taste that was hard.  It was the psychology, the symbolism that was shockingly hard.  Sucking another man’s seed from my woman’s reproductive canal being the single most submissive thing a man can do!

(Well, the single most submissive thing short of letting that superior male fuck him or giving him head to completion!  And neither of those things would ever happen.  I’d just about reconciled myself to the strength of my cuckold desires, but bi or gay would never be my thing!!!  If that’s your thing, fine … no disrespect, but that’ll never be the way I swing.)

But, so help me … as I lapped and sucked, I felt the unmistakable feelings of a stirring between my legs. ‘Oh no, oh no … please, please don’t let them…’

“HE LOVES IT!”

Somehow they saw it and spoke at exactly the same instant.

“Baby, didn’t I tell you he’d love it!”  It was Marcus’s deep cackle I was hearing, a cackle that made my cheeks color up even more!  But at least with my cheeks buried between Lizzy’s thighs there was no danger of the lovers being able to see them.

“Oh, baby … my cucky darling, this is going to be so much fun!”  It was Lizzy’s gentle, loving tones.  Her words, her tone went some way to soothe me.  But even so, I knew we’d just passed through the final safety net.  And I couldn’t help but wonder what a future without a safety net would hold for us as a couple.


Chapter 11

May 29 Sunday

Still stunned and in a state of shock at what I’d just allowed to happen, it was like I was sleepwalking and in a dream as I heard Lizzy’s voice.

“Honey, are you okay if Marcus stays the night?  After everything, I think it would be good to spend more time together, to get really comfortable, the three of us…”

Even though her voice sounded remote and muffled, like when someone speaks to you when your head’s underwater or when your ears are blocked, the panic started setting in.

‘Stays the night…’  Sounded harmless enough, but who was sleeping where, who was sleeping with who?  Normally Lizzy was a beacon of precision, but this time she’d seemed intentionally vague.

And as for her comment about the three of us spending time to ‘get really comfortable,’ her words set all kinds of alarm bells ringing.

In my stupefied state, still overwhelmed by what had happened earlier, I must have nodded my head or given some other kind of positive signal without realizing.   Because the next thing I knew my ringing ears and stupefied brain were looking at my smiling wife as I heard her muffled, ‘Thanks’, and accepted her kiss.  All the time trying to peer through the fog as I saw Marcus jump down off the bed and move towards the two mysterious packages he’d brought up from his car and into our bedroom.

It was the large package – maybe three by three by one foot and wrapped in some kind of canvas cover – that he started working on first, turning away from us as he started unzipping the zipper, removing the covering and assembling whatever it was that he’d brought into our inner sanctum.

Not quick, but not slow, with a small amount of cursing, he was finally happy with his work.  Turning, hands raised high in the air, he grinned at me in some kind of ‘Ta-da’ moment as he proudly showed me what he’d assembled.

Fuck!

Fuck, it was an army issue cot.  Long and wide, but its thin mattress and old metal springs looked remarkably uncomfortable.  Why the hell had he brought something like that into Lizzy’s and my bedroom, and brought it in with stealthy secretiveness?

Fuck, no!  Surely not!  Not even Marcus would…

The instant the question lodged in my brain, then my paranoia was answering it!  And it was an answer I didn’t like, not even one bit…

But before I could verbalize my suspicions, I was hit by a second blow as Marcus opened the smaller of the packages.  His sense of humor, sick or inspired, depending on your viewpoint.  One huge paw clamped on the other, he lifted the top one to reveal a Tiffany & Co box only slightly larger than the other two he’d shown Lizzy at the end of their road trip.

With me still reeling from the army cot, he flipped open the lid of the box. 

Was he for real?  Was he serious about this?  The plush little turquoise box held nothing other than the smallest, dinkiest of shiny black cock cages.

Just when I thought I couldn’t be made to feel any more bewildered and stupefied, Lizzy got in on the act.

“The cock cage is entirely your decision, honey … and, obviously, only when you get comfortable with the idea…”

Not ‘if’, but ‘when’ you get comfortable.  Her gentle smile and supposedly conciliatory words weren’t much comfort – no matter how loving her smile.

“Why?” I croaked, barely able to force sound through my throat, the sound I made most undignified and unmasculine.

“Marcus and I thought it might be fun … you know, now you’re more comfortable with your own cuckold, beta tendencies…”

“Do you still love me, Lizzy?  Is this what this is all about?  Do you want me to leave you?  Hand you fully over to Marcus?”  I squawked, my voice quivering, right on the edge of breaking down into tears.

~~~~~    

“Marcus, honey … can you leave us?  Give me and Alan a few minutes to talk?”

‘A few minutes…’  Was this all I was worth?  Was that all that I warranted for Lizzy to apply the coup de grâce to our marriage?

“Are you sure you want me to leave, baby?” Marcus asked, his deep voice laced with concern, Lizzy taking a surprisingly long time to answer.

“Yes, baby … just give us a few minutes … I’ll come and get you when we’re done…”

“Okay, just holler if you need me, baby,” he replied, giving me a warning look as, butt-naked, he headed down the hall.

As soon as he was out of the room, she pulled me close, wrapping me in the tightest of hugs.  A hug that seemed to go on forever – which was exactly what I needed, my heart feeling comforted by the wetness of Lizzy’s tears on my shoulder.  She did still love me!  She didn’t want me to leave her so she could be Marcus’s one hundred percent!

When she did finally pull away from my chest, she looked deep into my eyes - a searching, soulful probing look telling me this was about to get profound.

“Honey, talking earlier, we came so far, were so honest with each other … we’ll never stop loving each other, being each other’s best friends and life partners,” she whispered.  Her voice, full of love and seriousness, before adding a hint of humor.  “But let’s face it, I’m a naughty little slut and you’ve become a real full-on cuckold this last couple of years.”

Just the right mix – reminding me of the depth of our love, reminding me that, at the end of the day, this was still all just a game.

“Earlier, sweetheart, we all played a game where you mocked yourself by cumming all over yourself while Marcus got to cum inside me … then you gobbled down your own seed before sucking like a crazy man to get a stomach full of Marcus’s seed and my juices…”

Her gaze full of love and humor, she waited for her words to sink in.

“How’s this any different?  It’s just a bit of metal on your cock … an exciting reminder of what you love knowing, that Marcus’s cock is so much superior to yours … and the bed’s the same … just a game, a reminder of who’s the Alpha and who’s the Beta … doesn’t that excite you, honey?  If you’re honest with yourself…”

“But it’s so humiliating!” I croaked.

“So, that’s a yes then,” she whispered back, the beginnings of a tiny grin on her beautiful face.  Damned, she knew me way too well, there was no hiding anything from this woman. 

“It’s a yes, but it hurts!” she smirked – not unkind, but gentle and firm, wanting me to face my new truths, just like she had.  “But isn’t that the whole thing – pain and pleasure go hand-in-hand for cuckold husbands.”

Again, a brief pause.  “Tell me honestly, baby, isn’t your cock getting hard right now? Even just thinking about that cock cage and that bed … and what it signifies?”

This time Lizzy caused a longer pause in the conversation – she knew and I knew the discussion was nearly over, it just needed wrapping up and decisions ‘minuted’.

“Okay, so if we’re all good about everything, I’ll go and get Marcus,” she beamed, giving me the softest of kisses as she touched my cheek and jumped off the bed, equally naked as Marcus when he’d left.  Reaching the door with a sudden turn of the head.

“Oh, honey, no biggie … but there are a couple of other things Marcus and I wanted to discuss with you, but that can wait until tomorrow…”

“Lizzy!  What!  Tomorrow!  You can’t leave me hanging like that … tell me now!”

“Baby, no!  We’ve all had a long evening … we’ve all come so far … I don’t want to spoil things … it can wait until tomorrow … and I promise we don’t want to force you to do anything you don’t want to, if you’re not on board, then that’s okay…”

Fuck!  Fuck!  I was left staring at Lizzy’s naked back and then a closed door as she went to fetch her big black boyfriend. 

No way I was letting this drop tonight!  This couldn’t wait until tomorrow.  I was totally keyed up to force the discussion when she returned.

~~~~~    

I’d not banked on the whirlwind of emotions I’d experience when my naked wife’s bouncing breasts arrived back - leading her equally naked black boyfriend by the hand back into our marital bedroom.

Still holding his hand, she kissed me softly on the lips, whispering seductively into my ear.  “In our little game, honey, I thought it might be exciting if I sit on the bed and watch while Marcus puts the cage on your little man … after all, he is medically qualified … as well as being the Alpha…”

What?  What-the-F?  She was just messing with me, right?

But before I knew what was happening, I felt Marcus’s huge right index finger pressing down on the artery where the root of my cock joined my belly.

“Relax, I’m a doctor,” he grinned, his demeanor totally different to the surly, angry man who’d left the bedroom just minutes ago.  But then, why shouldn’t he be happy now – it was him not me who’d gotten what he wanted!

Even if he wasn’t a real doctor, he certainly had enough real medical knowledge to hit exactly the right spot to collapse my manhood.  An erection without blood flow isn’t much of an erection for very long at all!

“There, isn’t that better, Alan?” he chuckled, holding my flaccid member between his thumb and finger, turning it left and right, examining it like it was a little worm.

“Wow, so small!  Good thing Lizzy loves you so much, Alan … and that you’ve got a tongue to please her!  No wonder you get so excited about watching her with a real man!  Watching her being satisfied by a real cock!”

What the hell!  Not only did I have a broken erection, but my cheeks were so flared they must have been visible in Dallas!  But despite my pounding heart and deep sense of humiliation, something in my make-up dumped an extra dose of adrenaline into my bloodstream. 

‘Maybe Lizzy had been right, maybe Marcus and her did know me better than I knew myself...’  A thought that may have been right, but which I couldn’t dwell on as I felt Marcus’s other hand delve between my legs to lift my balls up for a similar level of inspection.

“How the hell did you manage to give Lizzy two such healthy, beautiful and smart daughters with these two little garden peas for testicles?” he smirked, winking over at Lizzy before looking at me with mock seriousness. 

“Alan, Alan … aren’t you lucky that I’m here to take care of business for you?  Imagine if we’d never met that evening in the club, if you’d not run into someone as nice and kind as me!  Lizzy might have run off long ago with someone far less kind and considerate as me…”

The more he gaslit me, the more I felt like I was in some dream-based parallel universe.  Was the man who was about to lock my cock up in a cage and make me sleep on a cot next to the bed he screwed my wife in really telling me I should be grateful for his selfless sacrifice?  There have been hippies high on coke, meth and heroin who’ve had a stronger grasp on reality than I felt right now. 

Shit, this was fucked up … really fucked up. 

But still my broken cock, fueled by the adrenaline pumping round my body, wanted to reinflate as I looked across at my smiling, loving wife.

“I love you, baby … you’re my everything … but Marcus and me have one more thing we think you might like tonight … even if you are a little too bashful to ask for it…”

‘Oh hell!  Wasn’t tonight already enough?’

While she’d been distracting me with words, Marcus had clamped that ugly little black metal cage around my two peas and collapsed cocktail sausage.  Patting me on the shoulder with an oddly amiable wink before turning to Lizzy.

“All safe and sound … no risk of anything untoward,” he smiled, before blowing her a kiss.

‘Anything untoward…’  Hell, wasn’t I her husband?  Anything I might want would be very much ‘toward’, not ‘untoward’ … he was the interloper, not me! 

Besides which, I’d had the snip many years ago when Lizzy had finally agreed with me that two children was more sensible than three – even if part of her had still hankered for a baby brother for Carmina and Holly.  So my cock being hard and near her pussy would hardly cause any untoward consequences.

“Thanks, hun,” she beamed.  A ‘hun’ that was intended for her boyfriend, not for her husband.  “Alan, sweetheart, the cot’s for later, why don’t you hop up here on the bed … no, not there … head at the other end, not on the pillow, right at the end of the bed, in the center … yes, just there…”

Now I was thoroughly confused, as Lizzy gave me the softest of kisses, before she scooted up to pull the pillow halfway down the bed and then place her own head face down on it, before slamming her pussy down on my face as she giggled like a naughty schoolgirl.

“On the plane back, Marcus told me just how naughty you’d been … coming to the club before the road trip … stalking me, then spying on me every day, begging him to let you watch…”

No, surely not?  She couldn’t mean what I thought she meant …

“… So, honey, once I’d got over my anger at being spied on and lied to … I thought that since you like watching so much, maybe me and Marcus could give you a super close-up ringside seat…”

Oh, fuck … she did mean what I thought she meant! 

Why else would she be dropping her feet onto the floor and clamping her hips and pussy down onto my face?  Just as Marcus was rubbing his huge cock to maximum hardness as he moved to position himself behind my wife’s welcoming ass.

“Oh baby, Marcus’s gonna fuck me so good with his big, manly cock … and you’re gonna see every little detail…”

She wasn’t kidding … I was trapped just an inch or so below my wife’s dripping pussy as one of Marcus’s huge paws pressed down on the small of her back while two fingers of his right hand pulled her love lips wide so he could push his huge plum of a cockhead into her vulva.

From what I’d seen before, he’d normally have pushed all the way in with one long, smooth motion.  But with me trapped directly under the battleground, this time he seemed intent on doing everything he could so I could see just how much bigger and better he was than me.

And with Lizzy, even though she was my wife, he had a ready accomplice.  Even with her thighs partly acting as ear muffs for me, I couldn’t miss the way she giggled and gently mocked me as she played with my locked-up member.

“Oh, Alan, baby, can you see how big he is?  How he stretches my pussy so wide, stretches my little kitty-kat to the breaking point,” she snickered.  “Can you see all those lovely, throbbing veins … so virile, so masculine … why can’t you have a manly cock like that, my little cuckold darling?”

Yes, I could see – I had little choice – that huge, throbbing slab of black meat was only an inch away from my face.  But no, as to the other question – I didn’t know why the gods had blessed Marcus with a monster cock while cursing me with just a tiddler.

Any further metaphysical questions had to wait as all three of us focused on much more earthy, much more immediate questions as Marcus pressed down and finally sank the rest of his veiny, throbbing stake of a cock all the way into my wife’s ever-welcoming cunt.

Laying there, being dripped on by my wife’s pussy juices, hearing my wife’s non-stop moans of happiness, somehow I was transported back to that first night we’d met Marcus. 

That night and the first few nights he’d been a confusing mix of politeness and sexual pushiness.  Yet finally here we were, two-and-a-half years into his and Lizzy’s affair and any ambiguity had finally been stripped away.

I knew we’d finally arrived close to the end game – all pretense and disguise stripped away.  The last week of the road trip I’d allowed had been half of the watershed.  My lightbulb moment of how I’d moved from voyeur to cuck being the other half of the watershed.  The two together made Lizzy and Marcus confident in doing what they were doing.  Leading our three-way relationship to somewhere close to its terminal position.

As Marcus fucked her, most of their focus was on each other.  But every so often, one or both of them would make a comment to involve and include me.

I might feel a sly stroke to my trapped balls or a pinch on the flesh of my caged cock, followed by a loving barb or two.  “Oh, baby … I do love you, but how could I ever give up this?  Give up Marcus?  Your little man gave me two wonderful daughters, but it could never give me this, could it, honey?  That’s why Marcus and me had to lock you up … show you what’s what … who’s the boss … who’s the Alpha…”

‘Oh, fuck, baby … fuck … you’re driving me crazy … how can you say these things?  Even if you are getting a close-up picture of how your words are making me harder … are making me fight against the metal ribs of the cock cage!’

And Marcus wasn’t far behind.  “Hey cuck … Lizzy feels so fine … so lovely and tight and warm wrapped around my big cock … who’d have thought, only back yesterday after a whole week with me, and she’s already wrapped around my cock again … what does that tell you, cucky?  Tell you about who’s her man now…”

Fuck, what a bastard!  What a cunt!  But the real venom in his dripping, acidic words was that I no longer knew what was for real and what was just a game!  And he knew damned well that the more I worried and was afraid, the more it turned me on, the more it made me like putty in their hands!

The words, the fucking, it was all building towards one big climax.  And in the weirdest of ways, with me pegged there and helpless, of all the times I’d watched or been involved, this felt the most intense and most real.  This was the first time I felt most connected to Lizzy and most connected to the two of them as lovers.

The climax finally arrived, Lizzy wailing like a banshee as Marcus roared, holding my wife’s hips with a vice-like determination as he poured his scalding seed deep into her womb.  Both of them shaking and throbbing for long seconds as they savored a huge shared orgasm.

The only one of us who didn’t get to cum was yours truly – but instead I got to feel a new dripping fluid land on my face.  The dripping, sticky, thick white fluid that was Marcus’s cum.

Before, when I’d sucked, it had been mixed in with Lizzy’s sweet juices.  This time I had no such safety blanket.  This time it was pure, neat Marcus.  Pure, neat male essence, and this time I did nearly retch as I struggled to stop it running into my eyes or into my mouth.  Trapped like this, even its odor seemed a thousand times more pungent than when I’d sucked out Lizzy’s pussy. 

The only thing that made it more bearable was the way Lizzy was gently stroking my thigh and rubbing at my cock.  “It’s okay, baby … it’s okay … let yourself go … no one’s judging you … I can see how hard this is making you … just go with it, baby, go with it…”


Chapter 12

May 30 Monday

After this baptism of fire, sleeping on the small, uncomfortable cot next to Lizzy and Marcus seemed a small and even insignificant step.  Despite the thinness of the mattress and the sharpness of the springs, I was so emotionally exhausted by the evening’s events that I slept like a baby.

That is, until about one a.m. in the early hours of Monday morning, when I was woken from my slumber by a hissed whisper that was just a little too loud.

“Not too noisy, Marcus … you’ll wake him up…”

“I don’t care if I do wake him up!  What’s he gonna do?  He’ll probably just get hard and try to rub one out on his little cucky, cock?  Only, he’ll have no joy now as he’s still in that ridiculous little cage!”

Suddenly alert and very much awake, I peeped through one slitted eye.  Even in the nighttime gloom, the picture was clear – the two of them were emotionally and sexually hungry for each other again. Marcus’s big body was squashing down on Lizzy’s much smaller, much paler form – an image that took me right back to the earliest days of their affair.  When Lizzy had confessed that what did it for her was Marcus’s big black body just as much as it was his big black cock.

The image I was silently watching was the perfect illustration of this.  The two of them in the most intimate and emotionally connected of positions.  Lying entwined as Marcus’s two-seventy pounds of black muscles pressed Lizzy down into the mattress as they pressed their lips together.  The two of them sharing a tender and non-stop kiss as Marcus’s ass slowly moved up and down between my wife’s drawn-up knees, Lizzy moaning softly each time Marcus drove his nine-inches all the way in.

“I’m not asking you to be quiet for him … it’s for me, for us … I love these loving moments you and me have, baby … when it’s just the two of us…”

“Me too, baby,” he replied, his voice tinged with emotion.

“I love you so much, Marcus, honey…”

“Me too, Liz, baby…”

That little two-person cameo lasted a good half-an-hour before Marcus, as silently as he could, made one last thrust and the two of them shared the most muted climax I’d ever seen between the two of them.

Barely two hours later I was woken up again – woken up as the woman who’d told Marcus to be as quiet as he could failed to live up to her own instructions.  My slitted eye showing me a very different picture this time. 

Not the intimate, legs parted, lips kissing picture of a couple enjoying missionary sex.  But the altogether more carnal picture of a woman in love with a man with the biggest of cocks. 

A woman sat atop that man, riding up and down on him like he was some prized stallion, wiggling her ass around to get that big cock to reach the perfect spot each time she slammed her hips down onto his abdomen.  A picture completed by the wanton way she was squeezing and rubbing at the flesh of her own boobs and nipples. 

Her whole body seemingly buzzing with one continuous, long, low intensity climax.  Her lungs always moaning, her eyes screwed tight shut with pleasure.  The picture made whole by the second man in her life just lying there, head propped up on the pillows where my head normally lay.  Propped up with a big shit-eating grin on his face … a shit-eating grin like he owned the whole place, owned the woman riding him like her personal stallion.

I hate to admit it, however much watching these two nighttime love making bouts was emotionally painful, the fact my cock was encased in that traitorous little metal cage made both bouts even more exciting.  More exciting at the physical level – my excited, endorphin-flooded cock being unable to get fully hard drove me crazy – and also more exciting at the emotional level. 

The whole bittersweet pain of being caged and denied not just by another man, but by another man and my wife working in tandem was a hell of an emotional knife twist in the gut.  And just as Lizzy had so accurately pointed out the night before, the more bitter the pain, the more my cuckold heart beat hard and fast.

~~~~~    

The last of their ‘nighttime’ trysts actually happened first thing in the morning.  And it was different again, because Lizzy caught me watching as, bathed in the summer early morning sunshine, the two of them made out again in the classic missionary position.

“Morning, baby!”

Her call startled me.  Just for a moment I considered continuing to feign sleep – but that grin on her face told me I was busted and she’d not fall for my trick.

“Morning…” my croaky, phlegmy voice replied.

“Would you like to be involved?” she asked.  “You know, like last night…”

Oh fuck … how embarrassing …

My pride and self-respect, already hanging by the thinnest of threads, wanted to say, ‘No’.  But my caged, hardening cock wanted the opposite.

I didn’t answer Lizzy’s question – that was my single sop to my pride – but seconds later I was scooting into the same position I’d occupied last night.  Head at the foot of the bed, Lizzy’s swollen and sodden pussy an inch above my mouth, and Marcus’s huge meat stick hovering impressive and majestic at her entrance.  My eyes unable to stop staring at his size and the virile power in that gnarled, throbbing map of cock veins before he pushed himself all the way back into my woman’s body.

Having already fucked so many times, it wasn’t a hurried, quick fuck.  It seemed to go on and on – Lizzy having already told both of us she wanted us both to ring in and take a personal day. 

The length of their fuck giving me the chance to finally get clarity on that little patch of black mark I’d seen on Lizzy’s left ankle the day before.

As I lay with my head trapped by Lizzy’s sopping pussy as Marcus pounded her, I had to turn my head to get some respite from the dripping fluids.  And there it was – I was finally able to see what the black mark really was.

“Lizzy … Lizzy!  What the fuck?” my pussy-muffled voice squawked.  “What the hell?”

She giggled – she found it funny!  Not exactly the reaction I was after!

“Relax, honey … it’s only a bit of fun … it was Clayton’s idea … he thought after the week I’d had, it would be the perfect memento … the perfect vacation souvenir … that’s why he bought it and slapped it on when I was too tired to argue…”

“What are your friends gonna say … you can’t exactly hide something like that at the gym or at a pool party … a two-inch-high Queen of Spades tattoo … how the hell are you gonna explain that one away?” I screeched in full-on panic mode.

“I … hadn’t … thought … about that,” she moaned, each word separated by a moan from each pounding stroke of Marcus’s huge cock, before a touch to his thigh caused him to pause as the two of them whispered together.

“It’s okay, honey … relax, it’s only a temporary one … it’ll wash off in the next few days … that is, unless, deep down you’re actually excited … you’d like for me to get one for real … I know you cuckys have some strange desires!  Don’t you think a permanent one would go nicely with my ‘M&L’ jewelry just above my pussy!”

~~~~~    


Even Lizzy and Marcus couldn’t go on forever.  But that last fuck lasted a good half hour, before, with their shared juices dripping down onto my face, they finally ended and disconnected their joined bodies so I was able to get a washcloth and tidy up.

What a night!  Not exactly how I’d imagined Lizzy’s return from Tijuana would play out!  I’d imagined just her and me and maybe romantic walks in one of the local parks … but reality had turned out rather different!

With Marcus and me following Lizzy’s instructions to take a personal day (‘yes, ma’am, no ma’am … three bags full, ma’am,’ – not that we were exactly complaining), the rest of Monday morning settled into a far more conventional pattern.  Closer to how I’d imagined things would be upon Lizzy’s return. 

The only difference being I’d not imagined Marcus would still be a very large, black magpie in the Andrews’ family nest. 

But then again, maybe I only had myself to blame for that.  My weekend outpouring to Lizzy about my newly discovered clarity on how voyeurism had morphed into enjoying the bittersweet pleasures of the cuckold lifestyle were the direct and singular reason why she’d invited Marcus over.  The direct and singular reason why he was sat eating a hearty breakfast in the Andrews’ family kitchen when by rights he should have been saving the city’s accident victims.  Saving victims rather than ogling the curves of my wife as she dished up another round of bacon and waffles!

As we munched away making small talk, something was nagging away at the back of my mind.  After a night of multiple sleep interruptions, I was too tired to easily recall it.  But then it came back to me – what Lizzy had said just after I’d agreed to the whole cock cage and cot thing.

‘There are a couple of things Marcus and I want to discuss with you … I promise we don’t want to force you to do anything you don’t want to…’

Even just remembering what she’d said brought me out in mental hives.  A part of me wanting to run away from the topic, but another part of me knowing that now it was back in my head, I’d better find the courage to front up and discover what extra the two of them had planned.

Taking a deep breath, I dived in.

“Lizzy … the other night, you mentioned there were a couple of things you and Marcus wanted to discuss with me … and you said we’d talk about them in the morning…”

Immediately, a nervous, anxious look appeared on Lizzy’s face – she almost dropped the pan she was dishing the bacon from.

“Do you want me to leave, Liz?” Marcus asked – not exactly the best of signs.

“No, honey, you stay,” she replied, placing her pale hand on his in a sign of thanks.  “This is about the three of us, so it’s right you stay…”

There were three empty seats at our kitchen table – one next to me, one next to Marcus and one at the head.  I could see Lizzy looking and thinking, before eventually she chose the seat at the head.  A neutral position.

For a few moments she was silent, thinking how best to say what had to be said.  Then she looked across at me and grasped my hand.

“Honey, before I start … please let me say what I have to say … say all of it, before you ask questions or let me know what you think … is that okay?”

Begrudgingly, I nodded yes – feeling like I was writing a little bit of a blank check.

“Okay, thanks, baby,” she smiled nervously, taking another deep breath before getting into it.

“Alan, baby … these whole last two-and-a half-years have been a voyage of discovery for all three of us … you know I’ll always love you, that you’re my soulmate and I could never bear life without you…”

I smiled back, squeezed her hand.  I knew what she said was true and loved her for saying it.  But my gut also clenched with fear.  What kind of ‘ask’ requires your wife to remind you how much she loves you?

“Okay, maybe it’s best I just spit this out…” 

You’re not kidding, honey … I’m dying here…

“Like I say, it’s been a voyage of discovery … at first, you and me, Alan … but latterly, all three of us,” she said, still holding my hand, but looking across lovingly towards Marcus.

“… and, well, after what Marcus and his friends showed me last week,” she blushed, “and what you let me enjoy, and seemed to enjoy yourself … well, I think after last week, I want to move things to the next level…”

She looked deep into my eyes, her silence leaving me hanging over the cliff edge, feet scrambling in the air, a selfish but effective means of warming me up for wherever this was headed.

“… and, the next level involves me taking a break from Marcus until I go back to work when school starts up again…” 

‘That I can live with, more for me!’ I thought to myself as she looked across at Marcus.  Nothing!  He’d known this was coming, looking surprisingly onboard with it.

“… and sorry, honey … but the next level also involves me taking a break from you, baby … again, like Marcus, until I go back to work when school starts up again…” 

Fuck!  What the … I didn’t see that one coming, nearly having to pick myself up off the floor…

Her hand still on mine, we just stared at each other.  Her eyes full of love and patience, my eyes full of bewilderment, confusion and pain – a full half-minute passing before finally I’d recovered enough to speak.

“But why?  What’s so important that you need to spend the next two months away from me?” I asked, my voice full of anger and pain.

Lizzy didn’t answer at first.  Probably just as well, lowering the temperature a little was no bad thing, probably for all of us.  But when she finally did speak, I began to question my wisdom in ever agreeing to that fateful ‘long weekend’ road trip.  The ‘long weekend’ road trip which had turned into a week-long fuckfest.  A fuckfest which seemed to have prompted Lizzy to start asking some fundamental life questions – or at least that’s how it felt to her poor husband trying to comprehend how things had moved out of control so quickly.

“Honey … it’s not about you, that’s the first thing I need you to understand … I love you and nothing’s going to change that.  No, this is all about me, about me having tried something and loved it … and now wanting to push at the envelope … to see if what I have in mind might be even more amazing … even more eye-opening and sublime!”

‘Was she trying to kill me?’  All these words and I still didn’t have the faintest clue what she was proposing.  What she was proposing that necessitated her taking a break from me for two whole months.  Maybe she was after the insurance?  Maybe that was it.  But just in case, I tried again –as blunt and direct as possible

“LIzzy!!!  What the hell are you trying to say!  You keep hemming and hawing … words come out of your mouth, but I’m still no closer to knowing just what the hell you’re trying to say!  If you’re taking a break from me, taking a break from Marcus, then just what the hell will you be doing?”

Her face filled with pain and shock – not a bad thing, she’d get to feel just a little of how I was feeling – but then it slowly started spilling out.  The outline, and then the details of just what she wanted to spend the next two months doing.  Details that made my jaw drop lower and lower the more she revealed – details which Marcus’s lack of response told me he already knew.  Oh great, another thing that I was the last to know about!

Apparently, Clayton’s parents – Marcus’s elder brother Deon and his wife – were celebrating their twenty-fifth by going on a round-the-world tour for the next few months.  Clayton was the youngest of the brood, his two elder brothers being overseas with the military, and with the high crime rates in Sunnyside, Clayton’s parents didn’t want their expensive six-bed house empty for the duration.  So, they’d agreed that rather than have Clayton and his buddies celebrate the end of high school by going on an extended vacation, provided they weren’t ‘too wild’, he and his buddies could stay at the family home and party a little. Before Clayton headed off to UT in Austin to study Cybersecurity (apparently he was an IT whizz) and his high school buddies headed off to their various college and employment futures.

According to Marcus, his brother Deon had been quite the party animal himself before he’d settled down – and this showed through in the boundaries he’d set for his son.  ‘I don’t mind girls and a little dope or Molly is fine … but if I hear from Marcus that the police have been around, I’ll whoop your ass…’ seemed to have been the sense of the guidance provided by his dad.

Even before Lizzy got to the end of explaining all this, I knew in my heart what she was going to ask.  I was fifty-fifty to interrupt her, but in the end, I let her spit it out herself.

“You wouldn’t mind, would you, hun?  Me spending the summer partying a little.  Being Clayton and his buddies’ live-in girl Friday?”

Her hand was still on mine.  Her eyes were still looking into mine – her earlier nervousness now transformed into an almost pitiable, begging plea.

~~~~~    

As my wife of twenty years had slowly and carefully unwound her petition, the strangest of things had happened.

Given everything I’d learned about myself these last two years, maybe I shouldn’t have been surprised – but the more Lizzy went on, and the closer she came to revealing her end game, the more I felt my body tingle and my cock harden.

She was right – when she’d pointed out that even if it had never been my idea, I had enjoyed my secret spying on her pushing her exploration of the words ‘little slut’ to entirely new levels. 

And right now, as she stroked the back of my hand and waited with bated breath for my answer, I realized the newly self-aware me had a few requests of his own.

“Rule One … you don’t get the whole two months … I need the last week, before you head back to work, all to myself … and Rule Two … I can’t be without you for the whole summer, I need at least one evening a week when we can be together … and finally, and most importantly, Rule Three … I need to be able to watch, like I did for the road trip…” 

These last words of mine made my cheeks blush – the tiny bit of traditional, old-school husband in me feeling residual shame.  These last words making Lizzy smile, as by my own words I’d revealed I was just as depraved as she was.  And that, pretty much, I’d agree to anything she might ask of me right now.

My words and Lizzy’s knowing smile were the start of a back-and-forth negotiation.

Yes, I could have the last week of the two months back with her.  But no, it wouldn’t be at our home – it would involve me coming across and staying with her at Clayton’s family home.

Yes, I could have a weekly date with Lizzy.  But no, it wouldn’t start immediately – it would only start after she’d enjoyed a whole month with Clayton and his buddies.

“Won’t that be exciting for you, honey?  My loving little cucky husband?  Imagine, not seeing me for a whole month and then finally coming over to see me with absolutely no idea what will lay in store for you…”

Bitch!  I didn’t really think that, but I was frustrated as hell at how well she knew me and how well she knew just what buttons to press to get what she wanted.

And yes, I would be allowed to watch, just like I’d done on the road trip.  But only two-times in that whole second month, and even then – only at a time of her choosing.  And again, this ‘privilege’ (as she called it) would only kick in for month two.

Reviewing the results of our ‘negotiation’, I felt like a chess novice who’d just gone twelve rounds with Gary Kasparov!  But at least I’d got some of what I’d wanted.

I’d miss Lizzy like hell for the next two months – but just like her, I get to live through the sizzling, soul-clawing excitement of taking our game to the next new level.

The only other part of our negotiation that’s worth reporting is that when Lizzy agreed to her and I having a weekly date during month two, with a malicious grin she added the stipulation that Marcus would also get the same privilege, with Lizzy getting to choose which of her men got to have the first date each week!

Bitch!  But she was my bitch, and I loved her.  And this was a game we were playing together.  At least, that’s what I told myself!


Chapter 13

May 30 Monday

That conversation happened just before lunch – and over dessert I found out Lizzy had one more surprise for me.  A surprise in some ways way tamer and milder than what she’d sprung on me earlier.

“Alan, baby … while I’m away, I want Marcus to move in here!  I want the two boys in my life to bond … to get to know each better, without me here to fight over, I want the two of you to become proper friends…”

The way she said it, the cute tilt of the head as she asked left me confused.  Confused and on the defensive, struggling to find a good reason to say ‘no’, and with a nagging uneasiness in my gut.

Should I take her request at face value, or did she have some ulterior motive in making this suggestion – that Marcus and I should get to know each other better through him spending time at our place? 

The lack of surprise on his face told me that, just like the plans for Clayton’s home, this second request was also something she’d discussed with him well before it was shared with me.  A fact that made part of me angry – before the other part of me reminded me of everything I’d already allowed Lizzy and Marcus to do without my prior knowledge.  Compared to these nuclear events, this latest infraction seemed like a peashooter of an offense!

The other surprise was how soon Lizzy wanted to leave to take up her new duties as the resident girl Friday for Clayton and his buddies.

We’d barely finished dessert and coffee than she was giving me a teasing smile and excusing herself.

“Well, I can’t sit around here all day … I’ve got packing to do!”

She could hardly have missed the stunned look of shock on my face – but instead of any backtracking or apology, she just gave me a coquettish grin and doubled down.

“What?  Wouldn’t you do the same, honey?  Imagine you had a Playboy Mansion full of pneumatic, Pamela Anderson lookalike hotties waiting for you just down the road?  Wouldn’t you be keen to hightail it and make a good impression?  Oh, no, wait … I forgot … my loving husband’s a born-again-cuckold … what turns him on is the thought of a mansion full of young, big-dicked black dudes waiting to fuck his sweet little slut of a wife to within an inch of her life!”

With Lizzy in this mood – and with her hormones evidently turned up to the max – with a smirk that large on her face, there was absolutely no point in arguing with her.  Especially as her last few words – however exaggerated – had fired up my hormones.

Yes, I’d have loved an extra couple of nights or two with Lizzy – although with Marcus in situ, whether I’d get airtime even if she did stay was a moot point – but her teasing had the desired effect.  I was already starting to imagine the scenes that could occur when Lizzy walked into Clayton’s family home.

~~~~~    

Damn, staring at her pear-shaped ass, rendered even more shapely and succulent by the tightness of her denim jeans, had me harder than when I’d last watched her and Marcus together.

I’d come along the hall and into our bedroom to make the most of what was going to be our final few minutes together for the entirety of the whole coming month.

Fuck, even just saying these words to myself made me question my sanity.  ‘Alan, old man, just what the hell do you think you’re doing?  Has the poison really sunk so deep into your soul?  Is this really what you want?  Who you are?  Who you and Lizzy are as a couple?’

I could never be sure, but my guess was that if I had voiced these thoughts and fears to Lizzy and asked her to stop, although she’d be disappointed, she would go along with my request.

But too big a part of me was afraid I was wrong – that she’d turn me down flat or find a way to change my mind.  And, just as she’d called out earlier, another part of me was almost as excited as she was.

So, I just stood there silently, taking in the scene – watching her rifling through her underwear drawer to select the sexiest items she could find.

“I thought the boys would have requested you wear one of your famous micro miniskirts!”

Her jump told me she’d been startled by my presence, but as she turned the smile she gave me told me she’d already recovered her poise.

“No, they were unanimous … they said they wanted ‘Teach’ to wear the kind of clothes she’d normally wear to school … that way they reckon they’ll have more fun stripping me naked, parading me around like a naughty teacher slut, and then fucking me … just like they always fantasized about the hotter teachers at school…”

“They do know you’re not a teacher, right?”

“Party-pooper!” she chortled, sticking out her tongue, her big breasts bouncing as she pulled a skin-tone front-fastening bra over them to lock the girls into place – exactly the half sexy, half conservative bra she’d so often worn to the Woodlands High School, where she’d be returning to after the next two months.  The next two months which would get her instantly dismissed if news of it ever crossed the social divide from the rough areas of Sunnyside to the suburban niceties of our area.

Her weapons of war now safely guarded – she stepped up face-to-face and kissed me softly.  “Thanks, baby … thanks for letting me do this … you do know that I love you, right?”

I felt my heart melting with the strength of my love for this amazing woman – a woman who was finally getting to live out her deepest, darkest secrets.

“Yes, I do, my love … and I love you just as much … I know this is just about sex, about sex and fantasies, and being the naughtiest, sluttiest version of yourself…”

I kissed her before continuing, “… while you’re still young and beautiful enough to be lusted after by these young horndogs!  Now, my old maiden wife, exactly how many of these young horn dogs are there going to be, sniffing around my favorite bitch on heat!”

One playful slap later, she was getting her own back.

“Just for that, I’m not going to tell you … and any more cracks like that, Mister, and I’m gonna dock you one week’s dating privileges … dock them and hand them over to your nemesis…”

First barrel emptied, she squeezed the front of my pants as she fired off barrel two.  Pulling off the three rings from her ring finger, she winked at me as she placed them on the palm of my hand before forcing my hand shut.  Just for good measure, winking again as she gestured toward her jewelry box, where she obviously expected her rings to spend the next few weeks.

Before I could respond she reached into her right hip pocket and pulled out two rings – placing the ring Marcus had bought for her on the ring finger of her right hand, and placing a new black ring on the finger where my rings had sat for the last twenty years.

“I don’t want to dis Marcus’s ring by having it next to the black ring the boys bought for me … but also, I don’t want to forget him either,” she grinned, waggling his ring finger in front of my nose.  The inference clear.  He got that consideration, whereas with me, she wanted to tease and humble me by leaving my rings at home!

I looked deep into her smiling, twinkling gaze.  She was scarily good at this game.  She’d always been smart and playful – ever since fifth grade when we’d first started dating – but the last two years had brought her natural teasing nature to a new and almost unimaginable level of sharpness.

Reaching over the bed to pick up the semi-transparent blouse she’d laid out – an item just about acceptable for school - she wiggled her shoulders in a way guaranteed to make the other items of her jewelry jangle to catch my attention.  My eyes looked down from the ‘M&L’ -initialed necklace she wore like some sexual yolk around her neck, looking down all the way to the ‘M&L’ belly ring that hung like a declaratory branding just above the patch of denim that covered the entrance to Lizzy’s body.

For some reason, seeing Lizzy tease me like this took me back to the Saturday morning when she’d just returned from the life changing road trip, the morning when I’d first seen the belly ring I was now staring at.  The morning when I’d stared at my exhausted, sleeping wife with a crushing sense of relief that she was finally back home - unharmed and unchanged.

Hearing her jangle again and seeing the way she was grinning, I realized just how wrong I’d been.  She was certainly unharmed – but definitely not unchanged?! 

No way!  How she was teasing me right now … and everything that had happened since just the day before when I’d opened up to share about my new self-discoveries … all of it told me without a shadow of doubt just how much Lizzy had indeed changed. 

Of course, not all of it was just because of the road trip.  Like my own journey, Lizzy’s changes had been long in the making – the last week acting like a catalyst to accelerate and crystallize changes that had been building.  Building up and up ever since we’d first read Nancy Friday’s book about sexual fantasies and started our new life of sexual exploration.

So, as I looked at the love of my life making her final preparations, I realized that ‘unchanged’ was the last word I’d apply to her right now.  Her next actions proving this far more eloquently than words ever could.

Taking my right hand – my left was where she’d placed her rings – she reached into her other hip pocket and placed the only other item that rarely left her side.  Her cell phone.

“I won’t be needing this,” she purred with a feline mischievousness that made me think of Halle Berry playing Catwoman, her eyes boring into mine as she grinned at my obvious shock and discomfort.  Her smile telling me what she was thinking.  ‘Mmm, who knew being a loving wife to a cuck could be such fun…’

When I’d finally picked my jaw up from the floor, I managed a half-intelligible squeak.  “But, Lizzy, baby … how will I contact you?  You know, if there’s a family emergency…”

I was back to being the novice playing Kasparov – as normal these days, she was three or four steps ahead of me.

“Oh, that’s okay, my little cucky baby … Marcus, you know Marcus?  Marcus my boyfriend … Marcus the Alpha, he’s got my contact details … he knows where I’ll be … if there’s any emergencies, just run along like a good little Beta and he’ll handle it … handle it like a real man should…”

Just as she pushed me right to the edge, she kissed me softly – leaving me looking right into the abyss, the kiss just enough to keep my heart from exploding.

Scarily good at this.  Did I say that already?  No matter, coz as I stood there breathing in her delicate floral perfume, I wondered again at just how good she was at this game and at just how much things had changed for us as a couple ever since we’d started playing.

“Honey?”  One word, my pleading tone said the rest.

“NO!”  Her hand was raised up flat – strict and uncompromising.  “That particular ship sailed the night you showed me you couldn’t be trusted, when you stalked me all the way to the club where I was spending my agreed evening with Marcus…”

When she’d told me she knew I’d been watching her all the last week, I’d wondered if she’d been pissed at me.  At the time there had been few signs of it, but right now, I wasn’t anywhere near as sure.  And it certainly limited my ability to push to know where she’d be.  Even without her saying the words, her face spoke for her.  ‘If you stalked me once, apart for a whole month, guess what would happen?’

Scarily good at this.  She tacked back to the center, touching my cheek softly and kissing me with equal tenderness.  Adding a little teasing touch as she picked up her suitcase.

“Countermeasures … countermeasures, baby!”

One final kiss.

“Remember to water the plants for me, honey … and do try and play nice with Marcus … I don’t want to come home in a month and find my two lovely boys have scratched each other’s eyes out in some Alpha-Beta cat fight!”


Chapter 14

July 3 Sunday

Since Lizzy had left to take up residence as the newly appointed girl Friday at Clayton’s mock frat house, life seemed to have dragged with heart-crushing slowness.

Lizzy and I had never been apart for anything remotely near to this length of time.  She’d wheeled her suitcase out of our family home on Monday, Seventh June, and here we were nearly a full month later and I was pining for her like the most loyal and heart-broken of golden retriever puppies.

Aside from the normal busy-ness of work, only two things had really kept me going. 

The one I’m not ashamed to own up to – numerous visits from my new ‘friend-with-benefits’, Delores.  Visits which, unless I was imagining it, seemed to be coming with increasing frequency.  Each visit, when he was there, greeted by a chuckling cynicism by my new housemate.

“What does she see in you, cucky boy?  You must have the world’s most talented of tongues!” 

He had a whole armory of this and similar quips.  And it says a huge amount about just how much my life had changed that, even though sometimes his smartass comments bugged me, for the most part I just saw them as part and parcel of the life Lizzy and I had now chosen to lead.

The other thing that took the edge off was the pleasure – physical and emotional – I got from each and every visit Delores chose to make.  She was a smart, sexy and sassy woman with a hot body.  She could have her pick from millions of men in the Metro Houston area, but she chose me!  Which, right now was exactly the kind of boost I needed to my ego.  Even if, in my more paranoid moments, I did wonder whether her increasingly frequent visits were driven by some hidden agenda Marcus might have.

And the physical benefits of her visits weren’t to be sniffed at!  With Lizzy away and our Alan-Lizzy-Marcus game on temporary hold, I’d dispensed with the black cock cage Marcus had kindly provided. 

Making love to this wonderful woman, savoring her body and pleasuring her before shooting my load deep into her pussy … then cuddling up with pillow talk afterwards … happy days … very happy days! 

And as for her blowjobs – wow!  I remembered the first time I’d seen the stud in her pierced tongue.  When she’d joked that her sexual talents were partly to blame for her being twice knocked up by guys who’d then run out on her. Every time she visited and I felt that little piece of metal teasing the most sensitive bottom ridge of my bellend, my mind went back to that first time we’d met and she’d told me this story.

The second thing that kept me going was the power of my cuckold imagination and, knowing what Lizzy was doing, my power to conjure up images of what she might be doing at the secret location in the Sunnyside district where Clayton and his buddies had her stashed for their personal pleasure.

Except when I was with Delores or asleep, my mind was wont to conjure up images of Lizzy surrounded by mountains of young black cocks.  Each cock bigger than the last.  Each attached to young balls of stupendous proportions.  Young balls at the stage of life where they were most virile and most productive in terms of being able to produce rope after rope of potent young seed.  Seed that I imagined coating my wife’s whole face, covering every inch of her delectable boobs as it dripped down from her nipples onto her still fertile belly.  A belly that had given me two offspring, when I know she’d really hoped for three.

Without Delores, without my fevered sexual imagination, being apart from Lizzy when I knew exactly what she was doing would have crushed me. 

But these twin supports had kept me going until now I was only a few days away from the end of the first of the two months I’d agreed to play this new game.  It was ringed on the family calendar – Wednesday Seventh July – the day month one ended and I got the rights to the twin privileges I was allowed for month two.

The privilege of one date a week with my beloved wife; the privilege of being allowed to watch on a weekly basis whatever depraved games her teenage lovers had dreamed up to play with ‘Teach’ and her sexy, mature body!

And it was these imaginings that prompted a drunken and very profound conversation between me and Marcus on Saturday July Third.  The fact this conversation happened just one day before the most important date in our national calendar not being lost on either me or Marcus.

We still weren’t ‘best buds’, but after nearly a month as housemates, Marcus and I did know each other better.

We were very different as people.  Different upbringings, different life experiences, different challenges and stages of life – of course we were different.

But even so, I think for both of us, the last month had brought a deeper understanding and mutual respect for each other.

And I think it was this changed backdrop, as well as the booze, that allowed such an open exchange between Marcus and me on that Saturday night.

~~~~~    

Marcus was halfway through one of his ‘five-day off periods’ and had been planning on going out with friends – but at the last minute his friends had cancelled on him as they’d gone away to make the most of Independence Day.

Even though after a month together he and I were closer, we didn’t really hang out together.  But with his social plans cancelled, Marcus opened an expensive bottle of Cognac he’d been given and invited me to partake as we hunted down something worth watching on TV.

Three large glasses in, we’d found something good enough to watch, but not so good that it fully occupied our attention.  The combination of the booze and an only half occupied brain, caused me to casually ask two questions I’d often wondered about but had never had the courage or opportunity to ask.

“Tell me, Marcus, what do you think of me?  You know, a guy who lets you sleep with his wife?  And what is it you really want from me, from Lizzy?”

We were sitting at opposite ends of our big four-seater sofa – two non-best-bud males, we didn’t want to be too close, Marcus just staring straight ahead as he contemplated my questions.

In typical Marcus fashion, his answer wasn’t direct and straightforward – instead, he went right the way back.

“I remember that first night at the club … I didn’t think much about you, Alan … but what I did think about was Lizzy … how captivating she was, how sexy … then, as I got to know her better over the next few weeks and months, I realized just how much I wanted to spend more and more time with her … I realized she was the real deal, the whole package…”

He wasn’t telling me anything I didn’t already know, but in tonight’s mood of half-drunk honesty, I reckoned I might finally be able to push him to be more open and honest than normal.

“Marcus, tell me, with all those things you just said, how long was it before you realized you loved her?”  My mind going back half a year, to the first time he’d admitted it, when we’d been sitting by the USS Texas and I’d forced it out of him.

“Maybe a year ago, maybe a year and a half … it’s difficult to be precise,” he answered with a wistful, distant look on his face.

My gut clenched with pain.  I’d always suspected it went back further than he’d admitted, and now I knew, the pain mixing with a sweet, delicious high which I’d never understand.

“And what about Lizzy, like you, a year, eighteen months?”

He paused … the wistful look melting away as he turned to look at me, half playful, half very serious.

“Wow, Alan … you’re on fire, really on a roll!” he half teased, half rebuked.

“What would you like the answer to be, Alan?  A guy LIKE YOU, I could guess at the answer, but I’d rather hear it from your own lips!  Isn’t it my turn to ask the questions now?” he teased.

If his blood alcohol levels had opened him up, I wasn’t far behind, my light-headedness freeing me to be as honest about my feelings as I’d ever been with anyone – even with Lizzy.

“That’s a damned good question, Marcus!  A damned good question,” I echoed, playing for time, looking deep into my soul.

“It’s a great question because it gets right to the heart of it … what was that movie about the environment called? ‘An Inconvenient Truth’, or something like that … well that’s about the size of it, isn’t it, it is an inconvenient truth, that I don’t feel the way that I should about the reality of my wife loving another man … I do feel jealous, but I should also feel angry and vengeful … but I don’t!  For some weird, inexplicable reason, I feel the opposite, I feel excited … it excites me more than I can begin to describe…”

There!  It was out there … and I felt a whole lot better, getting that weight off my shoulders, and looking across at Marcus’s surprisingly sympathetic expression, I felt strangely bonded with the other man who had a place in Lizzy’s heart.

“So, if I told you that she told me she loved me about nine months before we had that talk at the battleship, that would excite you?” he grinned, watching my face like a scientist studies a lab specimen.

I didn’t have to answer - my flushed cheeks, my dilated pupils gave me away.

“You’re busted!” he laughed.  “You really are a sad, strange sack of shit, aren’t you Mr. Alan Andrews!”

He didn’t really mean anything by it – or, at least I don’t think he did.

“But you’re OUR sack of shit … me and Lizzy, and we love you!  Lizzy could never live without you … and me, me … well, even though you’re way older than me, you’re like my cute little bro … especially when you play with that cute little cock of yours!”

Written down his words look harsh and hateful.  But the way he spoke them, the look on his face – deep down this was the moment he and I stopped sparring and recognized we had a shared, symbiotic relationship going on here. 

Not one either of us had ever sought, but that didn’t matter.  We were bonded and co-dependent through our shared love for the same woman.  It was the ultimate love triangle. 

Lizzy loved both of us and needed both of us. 

I loved her and knew she could never now be happy without Marcus in her life – and I was well and truly hooked with the strange cuckold pleasures I got from their relationship. 

And Marcus was in a similar place – only his pleasures from Lizzy were more normal and socially acceptable.  Well, it would have been if she’d have been married to him not me.  And if they’d been from the same racial group.

“Well, that’s quite enough of that serious shit … are we fags or fellows?” he joked, moving the topic on.  “Month one’s nearly up, I wonder which one of her two fellows she’ll choose for her first date?”

“Bastard!” I sighed.

“Aren’t I just!” he grinned.

~~~~~    

Sitting there, enjoying a rare evening by myself in our large, empty family home, I was feeling sorry for myself.

Had there ever been any doubt as to who Lizzy would choose for the honor of her first month two date? 

A choice between six-foot-two and two-seventy pounds of prime black beef sporting a beer-bottle thick nine-inch dick and a five-foot-seven, one-fifty-pound pasty-skinned white guy boasting a wiener-thick five-and-a-half inches?

‘Let’s just say it was hardly a decision to trouble the judges!  More like a round one KO!’ I thought to myself as I sat there chugging a beer and wallowing in my own self-pity.

Self-pity which was mixed in with a large dose of cuckold excitement.  Lizzy had made it clear I’d not be allowed to watch her and Marcus’s first coupling for a month – ‘Honey, it’s a special moment for us, it wouldn’t be right to share … would you want him watching you and me’ – but she did offer me other goodies. 

Marcus had taken her dancing – back at the Genesis Club where he’d taken her the night before their road trip, when I’d stalked them, a transgression which had directly led to Lizzy not letting me know where in Sunnyside she’d been for the last month. (‘If you don’t know, you won’t be tempted to stalk me.’)

And through the evening I was treated to regular photographic updates.  It was the first time I’d seen Lizzy at all in a whole month, and just the experience of seeing her in what was nearly ‘real time’ was a helluva high.  I felt like a lovelorn teenager crushing on the prom queen as I paired my phone to our big screen TV so I could get as good a view as possible of the images they were sending.

And how did she look after a whole month away from me – a whole month spent as the live-in lover for an unknown number of black teenagers?

Short answer:  she looked happier and healthier than I’d ever seen her before.

Strictly speaking, the date she’d chosen was a few days short of the one-month anniversary of the start of her residency in Clayton’s pretend frat house – Sunday July Fourth, the day after Marcus and I had our drunken talk.

Independence Day.  Was my wife trying to tell me something?  Sending me a passive-aggressive, teasing message through her choice of date?

If the photos hadn’t come in at such frequent intervals, I’d likely have spent the whole evening stewing on this troubling question.

But as it was, the photos kept me well-distracted.  Not only did Lizzy look happier and healthier than ever before, it was also like the last month had performed some kind of magic trick.  July Four was only eight days short of her forty-sixth birthday, but the years seemed to have dropped off her over the last month.

I know it’s a cliché, but she seemed to look ten years younger.  To any male admirer who’d not known, she could easily have passed for thirty-five.  And from what I was seeing in the photos, despite Marcus’s brooding and intimidating presence, there was no shortage of gawping male admirers in the backgrounds of the photos I received.

And they were gawping because, if Clayton and his buddies had wanted Lizzy to dress like she was in the school office, after a month apart from Lizzy, Marcus went in the opposite direction.  He’d gotten Lizzy to doll herself up to the max.

Not only was her face and body looking leaner and more radiant than ever – my guess, a non-stop diet of sex with multiple* black teenagers will do that for you – but she’d gone overboard to look as perfect as she could for her boyfriend.

(* Call me sick if you like, but it still bugged me like hell that I still didn’t know exactly how many of Clayton’s buddies had been invited to spend the summer at his make-believe frat house!)

Her hair had been freshly styled into two sets of softly curled ringlets that made her look like some Greek goddess out of a Helen of Troy movie, the ringlets cascading over her bare and sexy shoulders and stopping just above the top of her boobs. 

Her perfectly styled hair was complemented by equally painstaking attention applied to her make-up, the make-up around her eyes seeming to give her beautiful hazel eyes an extra sparkle and zing.  And don’t start me on the thickly applied, neon red lipstick. 

Lizzy’s dressing table boasted many shades of red lipstick, and thinking back I can honestly say this was the first time I ever recall her wearing this shade on one of her nights with Marcus.

Right from our earliest days together as a couple, wearing neon red had always been Lizzy’s equivalent of a sexual ‘Bat Signal!’ Only ever worn for me, and only ever worn when she wanted to send a signal to her beloved that she wanted sex, and wouldn’t take no for an answer!

And now, tonight, for the first time ever she was wearing ‘my lipstick’ for Marcus.  Wearing it when she knew damned well I’d be seeing multiple photos of her wearing it and that it would become just one more detail driving me right to the edge of insanity!

The lipstick choice may have been Lizzy’s, but the outfit was ‘pure Marcus’ – pure Marcus in the sense that it showed off the more erotic parts of Lizzy’s luscious body perfectly for him and all the other men in the club.  A body that, despite her approaching forty-sixth birthday, looked hotter than ever.  I guess a fitness regime of long hours of frat house sex was better for muscle toning and weight loss than any number of hours in the gym!

The outfit Marcus selected had to be the most revealing yet!  Lizzy’s shoulders, upper chest and arms were on full display, as her boyfriend had gotten her to wear a boob tube.  And with all the ‘exercise’ the teenagers were no doubt giving her, there wasn’t an ounce of excess fat on her upper body.  Her shoulders looked slender yet strong, and her upper chest looked athletic and toned.

Once any guy gawping at Lizzy got past her shoulders, when his eyes alighted on the boob tube itself, he wouldn’t be disappointed. The top was white and made of a net-mesh see through fabric that left little to the imagination.  The material was both stretchy and transparent, clinging to the swell of my wife’s boobs - showing everyone in the club just how swollen and excited her nipples were.  And they were that swollen and excited even before Marcus took her home for the main event!

The boob tube only reached down an inch or so below the bottom of Lizzy’s boobs - meaning her smooth, sleek tummy was on full display for the male half of the club’s clientele.  The brightness of the flashing lights drawing attention to the glinting gold of the new belly bar through her navel – the belly bar that boasted the ‘M&L’ initials dangling towards her pussy.

Fuck!  Each time I looked at one of the images, I felt my cheeks coloring with shame.  But not coloring too much, as too much of my blood flow was headed to my hardening cock! 

Shit!  Would I ever be able to fully adjust my emotions and not feel ashamed at how Lizzy being with other guys turned me on?

And Marcus being Marcus, he’d not stopped at getting Lizzy to only exhibit her sexy top half, the skirt and heels he’d chosen made sure her bottom half would get just as much attention.

The heels were insanely high – at least eight-inches at the back with a platform about half that height at the front.  How the hell anyone could dance in something like that was beyond me, but Lizzy seemed to manage it.

Maybe just instinct, but I got the idea Marcus chose them because it would make dancing more difficult – meaning Lizzy would more often have to cling to him for support.  Win, win!

Or should that be ‘win, win, win’ – as heels like that also made her look positively whorish, whilst also making her toned legs look even better!  Especially when the hot pants she was wearing were so tight you could see her camel-toe if you looked hard enough!

Damned!  What an outfit!  Marcus putting Lizzy in an outfit like that was guaranteed to make me realize how far things had developed since that first night we met him.  In terms of time, merely two-and-a-half years ago.  In terms of impact and change, a veritable lifetime ago!

And the height and whorishness of the heels or the tightness of the hot pants wasn’t the worst of it.  The worst of it was the coloring of the matching items.  A coloring he’d no doubt had to search hard for.  And now that we were housemates, he’d almost certainly got an extra kick finding and buying the skirt and heels while we’d been sitting together in our living room watching some mindless TV show or sports replay. 

Because the kicker was that while we’d been pretending to be buddies, he’d found whorish heels and tight hotpants in the perfect shade.  Finding hot pants and eight-inch heels in the same shade of neon red that adorned her lips! A color intentionally chosen to emphasize our relative status. 

Him the Alpha, me the Beta – Lizzy having chosen him for her first month two date.  Not only her lips but also her hips and her feet adorned with neon red - a ‘Bat Signal’ that she craved being fucked hard AND made love to by Marcus more than she craved receiving my more gentle and modest sexual offerings.


Chapter 15

July 4 Monday

When I’d been regularly receiving these various images from the club, it had been bad enough.  My anxiety just about balancing out with my angst at being chosen second and my fears about what this might mean for the future.

But when the texts and attachments stopped, my pain and paranoia went into overdrive.

Because I knew exactly why the messages had stopped arriving.  Lizzy and Marcus had been at ‘Genesis’ for a couple of hours.  Just enough time to wind each other up to a level of sexual excitement that neither of them could resist.

As the messages to loop me in stopped coming, the only question in my mind was whether the two of them were back at Marcus’s apartment lost in their first fevered sex session for a month – or whether they’d never made it that far.  The limit of their endurance being to find a cubicle at Genesis and for one or other of them to have been so desperate that they made it happen there and then. 

The images they had shared showing they were each as horny as the other – a dash for the cubicle could have been initiated by either of them, their mutual hunger was so damned strong!

As the length of time since the last image grew longer and longer, I became more and more sure that the two of them were now making love.  A thought that, even after they’d been lovers for so long, caused me weirdly high levels of pain and angst!

‘Making love…’  That would probably come later. Right now, they were probably engaged in frantic, hungry fucking. 

Earlier, the images had arrived every ten or fifteen minutes.  It was already half an hour since the last image.  Which meant either Marcus would be pounding Lizzy as hard as he could in one of the bathroom cubicles.  Or maybe he’d shown more restraint and was hammering in and out of Lizzy’s married pussy back at his apartment.

Either way, as I kept looking up at the wall clock in our living room, I realized that whatever the venue, the outcome would soon be the same.  My wife’s hunky, big bodied, big dicked EMT lover would soon be pumping her full of his scalding seed.  Potent, virile seed filled with millions of little tadpoles – seed which Lizzy had chosen to put first before she allowed my post-snip empty seed into her body.

When Lizzy had first told me of her plan that Marcus and I should spend the summer as housemates as she took a break from both of us, a big part of me had hated the idea.

But right now, as I sat alone in my silent cuckold suffering, I realized the cleverness of her plan.  Leaving aside how hot the thought of her with all those horny black teenagers was – the break from me and Marcus was like a sexual and emotional reset.  She’d skillfully managed to recreate the angst and tension I’d felt so strongly in those earliest days when we were new to this cuckold-hotwife game.

And no doubt Marcus felt the same levels of newness and excitement as he slammed hard into her and reclaimed her pussy with his heavy load of jizz.

As one hour with no images stretched to two and then to three, I knew in my heart Marcus wouldn’t be coming ‘home’ tonight.  It was already past midnight and I knew he was back on duty early Monday, so no doubt he and Lizzy were round at his apartment maximizing their time together.  Maximizing their time for kissing, caressing, cuddling and talking.  Maximizing their time for making love – tender, emotional, connecting sex inevitably taking the place of the harder, faster and more urgent sex that would have come first after a month apart.

~~~~~    

“Hello, who’s this?” I answered grumpily, pressing to accept the call, even if I didn’t recognize the number.  Scam from India or Nigeria?  Someone asking me ‘How are you today,’ before trying to sell me something I really didn’t need?

It was July Seventh, three days after Lizzy and Marcus had enjoyed their first month two date.  It was exactly one month since I’d last seen Lizzy, and I was like a cat on a hot tin roof as I waited for contact from her to set-up our first weekly date that we’d agreed as my ration while she spent her second full month in Clayton’s pretend frat house.

She might have made an exception for Marcus and his big body and big dick, but for me no rules were bent, no dates pulled forward.

“Well, that’s a nice way to greet the woman you’re supposed to love til ‘Death do us part’ … the woman who wears your rings … oh no, wait,” she giggled, enjoying winding me up almost as much as I enjoyed being wound up.

“LIZZY!!”  I couldn’t disguise my euphoria at hearing her voice.  I could picture the broad smile on her face as my tone told her with absolute certainty just how much I loved her and missed her – despite everything she was putting me through.  (Yes, yes … I know, it wasn’t exactly all on her.  I may have been a somewhat eager accomplice and accessory after the fact…)

“That’s more like it, sweetheart,” she chuckled.  “Wanna FaceTime?”

“Do I wanna FaceTime?  Is the Pope Catholic?  I missed you so much, baby…”

This was so much better than looking at the images from a few nights ago.  They were static with Lizzy’s lovely, smiling face only occupying a small portion of the screen.  This was up close and live, Lizzy’s soft, loving eyes and happy smile occupying nearly every pixel of the screen.

As we chatted away about everything under the sun – that is, every topic except the elephant in the room – I gazed at her face in full close-up and confirmed my impressions from the more distant images from three nights ago.  The frat house life of hot and cold running sex with her numerous teenage black lovers did agree with her – she looked healthier and leaner than I can ever remember. 

Even when she’d been in her teens and twenties, her face had always carried the normal level of subcutaneous fat.  But now, with all the exercise, with all the sex she was getting from all these energetic, hormone-heavy young guys, there wasn’t an ounce of fat on her face or neck.  She looked as healthy and lean as an Olympic runner – or maybe as a thoroughbred mare would be a more fitting analogy.

Three days ago, I’d thought it. Now, as we chatted and tried not to be too obvious, I knew it!

After ten minutes or so of catching up mainly on my news – she’d spoken to our away-on-vacation daughters regularly and whenever I tried to talk about the ‘frat house’, she deflected – a strange smile started taking hold of her face.

“What is it, honey?”

“I have a question for you, my darling…”

“What is it?” I asked, my happiness at finally talking to Lizzy suddenly turning to anxiousness.

“Well, it’s nothing really,” she started, her voice casual, as if she was trying to throw me off.  “As you know, it’s month two now, and I did promise you and Marcus one date a week … and, well, he’s had his … so now it’s your turn my darling…”

Here it comes, “…and I was just wondering which you’d prefer this week … your first date, you know, like the one Marcus had three days before you,” ouch, “or whether you to have the first of your cucky viewing sessions this week…”

Damned!  That had caught me off guard.  As I was only allowed two viewing sessions throughout the whole second month but was allowed weekly dates, I’d naturally assumed I’d get a date this week and that the first viewing session would happen next week.

As she studied my conflicted, confused face there was definitely a look of suppressed mirth on her face as she savored my dilemma.  I wanted them both – of course I did!  But she was forcing me to choose, savoring every moment as she saw my eyes flitting back and forth, almost hearing the cogs whirring as I struggled with my Catch 22, no win choice.

I WANTED BOTH!!  Why was she making me choose – I thought she loved me!  Why?  Because she could.  Because this was the new dynamic between us.  The deep love was still there – otherwise I’d have reached into the phone and throttled her – but we now had a second side to our marriage.

“… oh, I should warn you, if you choose the viewing session over a date with your beautiful wife, then at the end of the viewing session I’ll open one of three envelopes and select a forfeit … only a small one though…”

Oh damn!  She knew me too well!  She could see it in my eyes, that I’d been slowly but definitely edging towards the viewing session.  So, like the master teaser and tormenter she was these days, she’d added one small extra weight onto one side of the scales.  Like an adolescent girl pulling off half the legs of a bug and seeing if it could still crawl.

She went quiet again, going back to studying and enjoying the agony of my dilemma.

~~~~~    

My decision was never really in doubt – even with the extra forfeit Lizzy had added to try and even the scales.  And true to her newly teasing nature, when I did choose, she made me wait two more days until I did get to watch.

‘Sorry, hun, I’m so tired from the sound fucking Marcus gave me on Monday … I just need a little rest before I put on a show for you…’ 

As if!

I had zero doubts she’d be sleeping with the boys again tonight – she just wanted to find one more way to tease and torment me.!

It was Saturday just before lunch and Marcus had gone out with friends. (‘Enjoy the show, cucky … you’re in for some big surprises, right from the get-go’, had been his last words.  Did everyone know?  And what the hell was he going on about?)  He was out so I’d retired to the privacy of our master bedroom and the extremely large wall-mounted TV.  If I was going to have my date postponed by a week, I was determined to get my maximum pound of flesh!

“Hey, honey!”  It was the same number as last night – Clayton’s phone she’d told me.  The screen, shown on the TV as well, back on Lizzy’s face, zoomed in even tighter than the night before.

“You ready for this, baby?” she teased, the look in her beautiful hazel eyes somehow mixing love and mischief.

“Yes,” I croaked, taking a sip from my iced water – no booze for me tonight.  Every instinct I had telling me I needed to stay sober for this.

“Okay, then … let the show begin!” she grinned.

“Ta-da!” she squealed excitedly, pulling the camera back to reveal her face and hair.  “What do you think?  The boys asked me to get it done.  Apparently there’s this really hot married French lady teacher in their school who’s blonde and has a short bob cut…”

Fuck!  I nearly fell off my chair.  Gone were Lizzy’s long brown locks that she’d had ever since we’d first started dating in fifth grade.  Gone were the softly curled over-the-shoulder ringlets she’d had specially put in for Marcus just three days ago.  Replaced with hair color and style that were the polar opposite.

No longer did she look like a mature version of the actress Charisma Carpenter who’d played Cordelia in the iconic show ‘Buffy the Vampire Slayer.’ Now she looked more like a cross between Cameron Diaz and Meg Ryan.  Long brown hair replaced by a radically shorter and totally blonde bob cut.

“What do you think?”

Fuck!  Did I have the courage to tell her what I really thought?  She’d only once before cut her hair into this short bob style – when the girls were young, and they’d bawled their eyes out.  ‘We want our mommy back,’ they’d sobbed. 

Kids can be funny like that – fearful of even the smallest of changes to the people who anchor their lives!  I wouldn’t say I hated it as much as Carmina and Holly had done all those years ago, but I wasn’t exactly a fan!

Not getting an answer, Lizzy tried to bait me.

“Marcus likes it!  He says it makes me look even sexier and ten years younger!”

Damned!  I didn’t know which of the three things hurt more? 

The fact that Lizzy had butchered the hair which she knew I loved. (We’d both been eleven when I’d first told her how much I loved her long brown locks.  It was something that linked us all the way back to our earliest days together.)

Or the fact that she’d made such a radical change with no discussion and for something as facile as letting a bunch of horny boys imagine that she was some other woman who taught at their high school. 

Or that Marcus had found out about it even before me, her husband!

But however much my ego smarted and my chest struggled to breathe, I was embarrassed and ashamed to realize my cock was harder than ever and that my whole being felt on edge and alive at the prospect of what else would follow.

Lizzy didn’t disappoint.  Nor did she wait for my answer about her hair, as she pulled the phone even further until I was staring at her beautiful naked boobs.  Boobs which, even though it was only her and me on the call, boasted bullet-hard and very swollen nipples.  (I bet she’d been playing with them before our call.)

“Notice anything different?” she asked, pulling her shoulders back and pushing the girls out closer to the lens, scanning left then back right.

“What the hell?” I howled

“Don’t you like it?  It’s a little Queen of Sp…”

“I know what it is,” I screamed, my stress getting the better of me as I stared at the patch of black ink right in the middle of her right boob, “I know what it is, because it’s just like the one on your ankle … I hope this one’s temporary as well…”

Even though she could see my angry, glowering look, Lizzy just giggled, “Don’t be so serious honey!”

She brought the lens right up to the upturned spade with the swirly white Q at its center, her free hand rubbing at the edge to show it was indeed only a transfer.

“Okay, now, my grumpy baby?” she teased, pulling the camera back and placing it on the table so I could now see right down to just above her belly button, the wider view emphasizing the gentle swaying, seductive motion of her boobs as she breathed.

A cheeky grin on her face, we talked a little more.  Pretending it was just a thoughtless habit, she casually twisted round and round the black ring which sat where my rings had sat before this last month.  She made out like this was just some inadvertent nervous tick, but we both knew it was anything but.  We both knew it was her way of drawing my attention to the fact she’d rearranged her rings since the day she’d left our home to take up residence.

When she’d left, she’d made a big show of removing my rings and placing them in my palm for safe keeping.  Replacing them with a single black ring to signify her commitment to Clayton and his buddies.  With Marcus’s ring receiving similar treatment - being exiled to her right hand.

But now all this twirling – her right thumb and index finger twirling the black ring – made it impossible for me not to notice that while my rings were in her jewelry box, Marcus’s ring was back on her ring finger.  Back next to the black ring.

“You don’t mind do you, honey?  It’s just his ring’s so gorgeous … and so new, new and exciting,” she giggled, “just like him!  And it is from Tiffany’s … I’m sure you understand … and I did warn you that if you chose to watch me over taking me on a date, there would be a forfeit…”

She was loving every moment of this.  I knew it was only fun, that she’d never want to hurt me for real, but even so at times like this I sometimes wondered at the wisdom of exchanging our fun but conventional marriage for whatever it was you’d call this new way of life.

Lizzy had always been a sparky, lively, fun-loving partner.  This teasing and gentle mockery was really just a way of working out this part of her personality, it wasn’t like she’d suddenly become someone new and different.

But with every passing month things seemed to get weirder and more unconventional – our whole life veering further and further from anything you might call normal.  But it was a lifestyle that, however much it sometimes terrified me, was one I’d signed up for at each and every fork in the road when Lizzy talked me through her latest request.
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I could see it in her face - she strung me along, letting me believe that putting Marcus’s ring on her finger instead of mine was the forfeit.  The forfeit for being so besotted with our latest adventure that I’d chosen watching over a romantic evening with her.

“Oh, no … did you think that?” she quipped.  “No … I said the forfeit would be small, but not that small!”  Oh, so replacing my ring with Marcus’s was a small thing now!

“Like I told you, honey, I’ll choose from three envelopes at the end of the evening … you’ll have to wait until then to find out your punishment for putting your cucky desires before spending time with your wife!” she teased. 

The way she said, ‘your wife,’ actually made my heart leap with joy.  Stilling any lingering doubts that the extremeness our lifestyle had now reached might be weakening her love for me.

“Wanna see more?” she teased, picking up the camera at arms’ length and angling it so it still just showed her face, boobs and upper tummy.

“Alan?”

Knowing my likely mixed feelings about her revolutionary new hair color and style, she’d not forced an answer to her earlier question.  But this time, she was back to a gentle, teasing bossiness.

“Alan?”

“Yes…” I finally whispered.  Yes. I did want to see more.

With the wickedest of smiles, she panned slowly down, her face disappearing as the camera showed first the gold belly-bar Marcus had given her and then the ‘M&L’ initials that dangled downwards towards her pussy.

She was wearing sexy thong bikini bottoms in a provocative shade of neon red – but it wasn’t the skimpiness or the color that grabbed my attention.  What grabbed my attention was another little patch of black ink that sat below the initials and right at the top edge of the little triangle of red fabric that covered my wife’s snatch.

“What the …”  I choked, feeling like I was living through a nightmare of the worst kind of Déjà vu.

“Do you like it … or should that be them?” she teased, pushing the camera in close until it was only three or four inches away from her smooth, toned belly.

She didn’t say anything.  I couldn’t see her face, but I knew she was smirking as she gave me time to take in all the lurid details.  Seven initials and then a year.  All of them in small, black italics.

EJ-C-L-T-LD : 2016

My heart felt like it wanted to pound its way out of my chest.  Before I could string together a series of thoughts, I instinctively knew what I was looking at.  I instinctively knew I was looking at the sick, depraved, sexual version of some kind of end of high school yearbook.

Only the memento wasn’t some glossy set of images, signatures and best wishes.  No, what I was looking at was something that looked too small and intricate to be a mass-produced transfer. 

No, what I was looking at was six horny black kids living out their fantasy by getting my wife to physically transform herself into their sexy French MILF school teacher.  By living out their fantasy to getting her to give herself over to them so they could fuck her whenever they wanted as she – just as eager as them – went along with their make-believe frat house fantasy.

And instead of a yearbook to remember this by – what printer would have accepted that commission – they’d gone one better.  They persuaded Lizzy – if she’d needed persuading – to let them ink their initials next to hers.  With the year of their special graduation party inked there as well.  Just to make sure Lizzy would never forget the year of her happy, willing, defilement.

Oh, fuck!  I almost felt physically sick as I decoded what I could.

EJ-C-L-T-LD : 2016

2016 – the year, was obvious.

‘L’ for Lizzy was nearly as obvious.  Right there in the middle.  The initial slightly enlarged.

The ‘C’ and the ‘T’ to the left and right of the L – also slightly enlarged – could only have been for Clayton and Tyrone.  After all, they were physically by far the biggest of the kids and they’d served up Lizzy to be shared with their buddies.  So, of course they’d make sure their initials took pride of place right next to Lizzy’s.

The ‘E’ and the ‘J’ at the beginning … I racked my brain and it slowly came back to me.  Hadn’t the two teammates who’d turned up to fuck Lizzy at the end of her time in Tijuana been called Elias and Jayden? 

Fair chance that if, when they’d heard about the road trip they’d taken the trouble to haul their asses all the way over to Tijuana, that they’d make damned sure to get themselves an invite to a party a whole lot closer to home!

I recognized that I was reaching, but it wasn’t a bad bet!  But as to the last two initials, the ‘L’ and ‘D’ on the right, I was totally clueless!

“Can you get the lens a little closer?” my quivering voice asked, my voice shaking so much it felt and sounded like some out of body experience.

“What, so you can work out if it’s real or another fake one like the others?” she snickered, seeing through me with ease.  “Honey, if that’s what you want to know, why don’t you just go ahead and ask me?”

“Okay … tell me it’s fake, temporary like the other two,” I asked, voice still quivering with emotion.

“Tell you?  Put you out of your misery?” she teased, camera briefly returning to her smiling face.  “Where would be the fun in that?  I know my man … I know my man loves the game, loves the bittersweet game … loves each time I push him a little further … so, no, honey … because I love you so very much, no, I won’t tell you…”

She must have seen the desperate, strangled look on my face.  But it didn’t bring the reaction I’d expected – her giving in and telling me.  Instead, she offered me a different kind of bone.

“Tell you what, honey … how’s about I take your mind off it in another way?  How’s about I finally give you what you gave up our date for?  And by the way, don’t think I’m not gonna really make you work hard to be forgiven for that little faux pas?  Imagine how that made your poor little wife feel?”

“Yes, please?” I whispered, my voice weak and shaky for different reasons now.

“Good boy,” she beamed, slightly adjusting the phone so I could see her face and boobs as she started walking.  “You do know how much I love you, don’t you, honey?”

This time the nervousness was in her voice, not mine. 

Like she needed me to know this was all just a game, that she’d never let it damage our real life, our real love – and I have to admit it gave me a huge lift. 

One hand held the phone and one hand was pulling at her boob, teasing a still very swollen bullet hard nipple.  “You know, those naughty teenagers love my big boobs … I guess most of the girls at school are still quite slender and under-developed,” she cooed. “In fact, they love them so much, when they’re horny, they keep telling me they’d look even better if I got myself a boob job … you know, one of those breast augmentation surgeries … they even keep showing me photos of women my age who’ve had their nipples pierced as well as their navels … or photos of internet MILFs with huge, wobbly tits…”

I knew she was just winding me up – she’d always made fun of women who did anything more than the most minor of cosmetic procedures.  But then again, so much had changed in the last few years.  Even in just the last few months.

Even when I’d allowed Marcus into our lives, if a year ago you’d have told me I’d be house sharing with him while Lizzy spent two months as the sexual Girl Friday for a bunch of black teenagers, I’d have said you were crazy.

Yet here we were living exactly that reality – so who was to really know what Lizzy might agree to?  Who was to really know where her fantasies and secret dreams had gotten to after spending a whole month as the sexual plaything of a bunch of horny black teenagers?

~~~~~    

“Let me just put some clothes on before I go downstairs and introduce you to the guys,” she added, almost absent-mindedly as she reached into a drawer and pulled out a sweet little pleated white mini skirt.  Her boobs wobbling some more as she wiggled her way into the overly tight garment.

Next came matching white strappy heels, her boobs jiggling again as she did the straps, a vision that made me even harder.

My lovely wife’s tits continued to quiver, making my cock ache as she walked down the stairs.  Chatting to me as she walked, as if it was the most natural thing in the world, to introduce your husband to the six-or-so black teenagers who’d been fucking her day and night for the last month.

“I think the guys are all in the living room, apparently the Astros are playing in a couple of hours, and they’ve placed some pretty big bets on … so they’re all glued to the screen, kinda preoccupied and busy … but I’ll try my best to do the intros…”

Oh great!  So now hubby’s just an annoying distraction.  To be swatted away with a casual, ‘Hey man!’ before they returned their attention to the more important matter of winning a few dollars!  I was lending them my wife for the duration, and the most I’d get back was a couple of seconds of distracted pretend attention!

Never mind, the more they were distracted, the more I’d get my lovely Lizzy all to myself.  At least that’s what I told myself!

Before that thought had time to settle, Lizzy had arrived at the bottom of the stairs and was walking me around a living room that made me feel rather ashamed at the size of our own family home.

Yes, we lived in a much nicer part of town – but fuck!  Clayton’s family home in Sunnyside knocked our home into the shade in terms of size and grandeur.  The zip code might be shitty and rough, but the house itself added another string to my already heavy inferiority complex!

“Alan, honey … you know Tyrone, already!  You know, Delores’ son…”

I certainly did know the frizzy-haired young giant.  I knew his mom a whole lot better – why was I blushing even at the thought – but I also remembered his leading role in the Tijuana road trip that seemed to have recalibrated my wife’s views on what was and wasn’t acceptable sexually.

Before either of us could speak, he was pulling her off her heels and into his lap and she was squealing with a disconcerting level of happiness.

“Stop!  Stop!” she shrieked.  “Alan, Tyrone … Tyrone, Alan, Alan my husband…”

“You mean, Alan your CUCKOLD husband!” the hyper-tall, lanky young man chortled, half looking at me, and half looking at the bare-breasted, laughing woman sitting on his lap.

“Hey man, respect!  My mom says you’re a cool dude … … I didn’t mean anything by the whole ‘cuckold’ thing … and thanks for letting us get it on with ‘Teach’…”

“It’s okay, Tyrone…” 

Why was I apologizing to this teenager – a guy who’s only qualification was having a big dick and dark skin of the type that sent my wife crazy…

“No harm, no foul … just make sure to take good care of my lady and send her back to me and Marcus like you found her!”

“Echo that!” he chuckled, unable to resist pulling hard at Lizzy’s already swollen teat, pulling her in for a long, open-mouthed kiss before letting her fight her way free so she could make the next introduction.  His long still like octopus tentacles, slapping at her ass, as she managed to fight herself away from his huge frame.

“Alan, honey … this is Clayton … Clayton whose home we’re in … Marcus’s nephew…”

This time, there was no pulling down, Lizzy sank onto his lap of her own volition.  Her eyes and lips going to his even before she’d finished speaking. 

Should I be worried here, I wondered to myself?  Was there something more than just horny teenage sex going on here?  After all, this guy was Marcus’s flesh and blood … only half-a-foot-taller and with the recovery powers that come with youth.

The way my wife draped herself round him and lost herself in their kiss, maybe I wasn’t the only one who should be worried – maybe his uncle Marcus should also be checking out the competition!

“Hey, Alan, man … how ya hangin?”  There was a hyper-confident drawl to his words, and his eyes connected with mine and seemed to drill deep, right into my soul.

“I’m good, thanks…”  Why was my voice tight?  The opposite of the confident strength I was trying so hard to project.

“Thanks for lending us Liz … she’s having a ball and me and the boys are lovin’ trying to wear her down … seein’ if we can tap her out and wear her down … but so far, she takin’ everythin’ our young black dicks can throw at her … she’s a real trooper, Al … a real keeper, if you know what I mean…”

One more long and lingering kiss – initiated by her, not him – and Lizzy was up and around introducing me to the other housemates.

She introduced me to – or should that be re-introduced me to – Elias.  Elias with his cornrows who was as slender as Tyrone but who was a full half a foot shorter, a mere six-one or six-two!

Then it was his teammate Jayden.  No carefully platted cornrows. Even getting plenty of sex from my wife, Jayden with his shaved head seemed full of anger and angst.  He didn’t talk to me for long, but all the time his muscular six-four frame looked coiled and as if he wanted to jump through the screen and pick a fight with me.

But even with all the subliminal anger coming at me from Jayden, my mind wasn’t focused on him and his aggression.  My mind was still back with Clayton and what I’d seen between Marcus’s nephew and my wife.

The closeness, the fact that she’d been the one to take the lead … it all ate away at me.  It had taken time, and it had been a painful process, but I’d accustomed myself to accept Marcus as a permanent part of our lives.  To accept that Lizzy loved him and that he was a huge part of our triangular emotional and sexual reality.

But, after the Tijuana road trip, if what I was watching was a younger, hungrier, less mature fourth coming into our triple life, then I felt all kinds of alarm bells going off all over my mind.

~~~~~    

I was trying to fathom and calibrate this new risk when Lizzy introduced me to the last two members of the household.  Two new members whose identity took me by surprise – but at least it distracted me from the topic of the threat from Lizzy’s surprising closeness to Clayton.

“Hello, Al,” the large thirty-something black guy grinned, “or should I call you, ’cucky’!”

Fuck!  His sense of humor and support for the American hair product industry hadn’t changed any!  It was Marcus’s childhood buddy Leroy, the barman from ‘Genesis.’  The guy who’d run around getting into scrapes with the young Marcus before he’d joined the military. 

The barman whose height, bulk and shiny tight curls reminded me of the Samuel L. Jackson character from Pulp Fiction. 

The barman, who I’d bluffed into befriending me as I’d told him all about the strange, post-Caribbean developments in Lizzy’s and my life.  Developments which had led him to joking that he wouldn’t mind taking a run at Lizzy if, ‘she ever gets bored with that soft-spoken do-gooder Marcus … and wants a real man.’

The barman who after he’d befriended me had then ratted me out to Marcus, giving him leverage in exchange for him not ratting me out to Lizzy that I’d been stalking her.

‘Who knows? Maybe being here and finally getting a run at Lizzy is his reward for ratting me out!’ I thought to myself.

“Leroy,” I answered, brusque but just the right side of rude.  I knew I’d been naïve, but I was still a little sore that he’d sold me out and sent Marcus to find me in the club’s bathroom.

“Hey, man, don’t be sore!  Nothing personal, Marcus and I go way back.  What did you expect?  Besides,” he grinned, “wouldn’t you have done the same for a promise of time in the sack with a woman as hot and sexy as your Lizzy?”

The way he held Lizzy’s hand, their fingers interlocked like black and white piano keys and the way they looked at each other telling me Leroy hadn’t just arrived today for a weekend visit.  He’d been here right from the first day, that’s what all the signs suggested.

The lovers exchanged a long, soulful kiss before Lizzy eventually turned back to me.  “And, honey … I kept the biggest surprise of all for last,” she teased, wobbling her tits as she sashayed her way towards the double doors that led out to the pool area.

“I bet you’re wondering who my last friend is, aren’t you,” she grinned, the bright Texas mid-day sunshine on her face and tits suddenly making her look paler than ever as her boobs swayed with every step.

“Baby, I got someone who wants to talk to you…”

At first I thought she was talking to me, but then I realized her gaze was looking past the phone and her voice was slightly elevated, loud enough to be heard a few yards away.

Still walking across the yard, she flipped the lens around so I could see the large black body of a guy sunbathing next to the pool.  A large black body that slowly raised itself from the horizontal and peered through the expensive looking shades parked on his nose.

“Hey, hubby!  Remember me?” the guy asked, now sitting on a sun lounger that looked like it was straining under his bulk.

Damned!  Something about him did seem familiar.  The big black body glistening with oil, the long dark dreads – but the shades made it hard.

He grinned, staring at my face on the phone, enjoying my struggle.  “I’ll give you a clue!  If I’d been a bit bigger, a bit more buff … maybe your girl Lizzy would have chosen me that night!  Maybe you’d only be having to share your girl with a black boyfriend in between my tours of duty … rather than splitting her virtually fifty-fifty with that needle dick buddy of mine Marcus!”

“Darnell?”  Suddenly it all started flooding back.  That very first night at the club when two large-bodied thirty-something black guys had vied for my wife’s attention on the dance floor. 

How, just a couple of weeks after we’d started exploring her interracial fantasies, she’d been attracted to them both, but had eventually chosen Mr. Shaved-Head over Mr. Dreads.  Seemingly his slightly larger body helping Marcus and his shaved head win out over his rival.

How just a day after he’d first slept with Lizzy, Marcus had explained that Mr. Dreads was actually a buddy of his.  A buddy of his who he’d served with, but who’d stayed in when he’d left the service – his buddy Darnell being addicted to the adrenaline rush of being a medic with the Special Forces.

“One and the same!  Good to finally meet you, bro,” he grinned, finally removing his shades so he could look me in the eyes, man-to-man.  “Shit, every time my homey Marcus tells me about his life with Lizzy and you, it makes me think, ‘Dang!  What might have been!  If only things had turned out different that night.’”

Looking past me, there was an almost wistful tone in his deep voice until he looked back. 

“Never mind, at least my homey finally agreed to share your wife’s sweet little honey pot with me … I think he wanted two wise old heads like me and Leroy to act as some kind of ‘sex chaperones’,” he chuckled to himself, “you know, make sure these testosterone-filled youngsters don’t go crazy and tear up Lizzy’s body so much she’s ruined forever!”
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“Well, that’s all the intros finished, although apparently Tyrone’s invited a couple of buddies over ‘to watch the game,’” Lizzy giggled, allowing herself to be pulled down to sit side saddle on Darnell’s lap as he pulled her in for an open-mouthed, tongue-dueling kiss.  The way she’d emphasized ‘watch the game’ making it ultra clear what she really meant was, ‘fuck the MILFY teacher’.

Finally coming up for air, his arms possessively circling Lizzy’s waist, it was the Special Forces’ medic’s turn to grin.

“Well, cucky!  Lizzy’s told me all about your little deal … so, I guess you want to get your pound of flesh!  Guess you wanna watch me, Leroy and the six horny teenagers all tear her up … run a train on your sweet wife’s little body?”

Fuck, I was blushing so bad … so very bad!  Had our marriage, our love really come to this?  On the road trip to Tijuana, I’d seen similar carnal events.  First Lizzy with three guys and then five guys. 

But that was different, because I’d not been involved in planning any of it – whereas with this I’d known before time she’d be spending the entire summer as the sexual plaything of a bunch of horny black teenagers and she’d given me every opportunity to say, ‘No.’

Only I hadn’t said, ‘No’, just as she’d known I wouldn’t – because she and I both knew my cuckold needs had sunk their talons way too deep into my soul for any meaningful type of resistance to still be possible.

And now this was the price I had to pay for my prize.  The price of being called ‘cucky’ right to my face by a guy who was now carrying my giggling, squealing wife into one of the house’s many bedrooms.  The price of my face burning red with shame, even as my iron hard cock and shaking body gave an opposite message.

Fuck it!  Darnell may not know me, but he knew men like me and he was right – I was so besotted with our new lifestyle that right now I’d have paid virtually any price to see what was coming next.

I’d waited one month – one whole month – to see what I was about to see and every single vein in my body was running on pure adrenaline.  I felt high as a kite, every inch of my skin tingling with anticipation, the adrenaline swamping my muscles so much, I felt I could leap tall buildings or break steel with my bare hands.  I was so buzzed, I imagined this must be what it’s like to be one of those guys on PCP, who need half-a-dozen police to hold him down.

“Well, cucky … is that what you want?”  They were now inside the house and at the foot of the stairs, Lizzy pointing her phone at Darnell as he carried her and demanded an answer.

“Cucky?” he asked in that deep, aggressive voice of his, my face burning brighter than ever as I realized there was no way out except to give him an answer.  The even scarier thing being that if I didn’t answer, I knew damned well I’d not get my fix…

“Yes…” I finally whispered, debasing myself still further.

“Good boy,” he beamed, sharing a look between him and Lizzy which somehow managed to heap another shovel-load of shameful hot coals on my head. 

“Now you can have your choc drops of cucky goodness,” he laughed, making me think that if it had been him not Marcus in our lives these last two years, things would have been far more painful.  Marcus’s only real interest was Lizzy – whereas his buddy Darnell seemed to have a much crueler streak about him.

~~~~~    

Having forced me to verbally humiliate myself by begging for him and the others to run a train on Lizzy, he seemed to lose interest in me.

“Come on, Leroy!  Let’s show these youngsters how to do it … let’s ‘chaperone’ the fuck out of her!  Let’s show them how to fuck a beautiful woman like Lizzy so she never wants any tiny little white cucky cocks ever again!” 

Maybe I’d spoken too soon, although he seemed just as interested in putting one over on the youngsters as he was in me…

“With you, bro!” the other senior in the cub pack shouted, jumping up and bounding up the stairs as fast as his legs could carry him, the youngsters who’d been lethargically lying around waiting for the game to start suddenly sparked into life by the idea of competing to see who could better fuck my wife.

Watching them jostle and push each other as they scrambled up the stairs had me sweating bricks.  Fuck, there were already six of them with two more to arrive.  With numbers like that, they didn’t need any extra encouragement!  I’d have been happier if they’d all been calmer and more sedate in their ascent up the stairs.  This … what I was now seeing, this worried me…

Worried me, but also made my cock as hard as nails.  I was ashamed to admit it, but the thought of my lovely wife at the epicenter of an army of thrusting, pounding black cocks all doing their best to violate and own her … all trying to outdo each other … all trying to go deeper, harder, faster in a contest to see who could make her sob, squeal and squirt more … wow! 

Just fucking, ‘Wow’!  Wasn’t that where all this had been headed since Lizzy and I first dipped into Ms. Nancy Friday’s eye-opening book on sexual fantasies?

And now we’d finally gotten right to the end of the road … right to the extremities … right to the edge of the earth, and with a cock that felt like it was about to explode I settled in to watch whatever depraved acts six black teenagers and their two slightly older male chaperones planned on carrying out with my lovely Lizzy.

The pictures I was seeing while Lizzy was carried into the bedroom still holding the phone were chaotic and low quality, the picture bouncing up and down as she moved.

Then, as far as I could make out from the picture, Darnell must have thrown her down on the bed.  Somehow Lizzy managing to cling to the camera as she roared with excited laughter at the rough way Darnell was treating her.

Just as I saw Darnell throw his big body down next to hers, I was confused to see my phone light up with an incoming WhatsApp call.

When I didn’t answer – I was too busy staring at Lizzy sandwiched between Darnell and Leroy, no way I was missing that – a WhatsApp message arrived instead.

‘Hey, cucky!  This is Clayton.  Pick up if you want the best view!  Lizzy asked me to patch you through to my dad’s home CCTV set up … she wants you to see everything!’

This had to be genuine.  Or at least, with my fingers shaking with excitement, I knew I couldn’t risk missing out on what was on offer.  Lizzy was already so busy kissing left and right, alternating between her two male chaperones that she’d already dropped the phone on the bed. 

Lucky for me it had landed face up and at an angle that at least allowed me some kind of view of what was going on, but Clayton’s offer seemed a much better option.

A brief exchange with him and I was soon fiddling around to get the best of both worlds.  The left-hand third of our large bedroom TV showing the close-up from the phone right next to Lizzy, the rest of the screen playing me the feeds from the CCTV cameras that appeared to be in the ceiling corners at the foot end of the bed.

‘Thank you, baby … thank you for looking after your husband’s cuckold needs,’ I mouthed to myself in silent supplication.  This thought of the care she’d taken sparking another thought in my head. 

She’d told me that I had to wait two days for the show because she’d been tired after the vigorous fucking she’d received from Marcus.  But now I had an alternative, happier explanation.  She’d made me wait two days because that brought the ‘show’ onto a Saturday rather than a Thursday or Friday.  And Saturday meant I had all day to watch what she and her lovers got up to!

‘Thank you, baby … you’re the best!  World’s best wife!  A husband couldn’t ask for a better wife…’ 

I meant every word of it, even if to most normal husbands it would have been the weirdest of thoughts.  As right now I was watching ‘the World’s best wife’ exchanging saliva with two large black guys as she mewled with happiness from how their exploring hands were making her feel.

The three camera angles available to me allowed me to see the utter chaos that was forming as more and more of the youngsters entered the bedroom.  The four youngsters I’d already been introduced to had been joined by two more. 

One who all the other guys called ‘Spider’ – presumably on account of the large web tattoo that covered the right-hand side of his face.  The other one they all called ‘Hose’ – a nickname that had me nervous as to the source of his name.  If Clayton and Tyrone with their ridiculously large cocks didn’t warrant nicknames based on the sizes of their appendages – then what the hell were the male proportions of a youngster who answered to the nickname ‘Hose’?  A hose-sized cock would have looked odd on either of them, as they were both slender and around the six-foot mark, much smaller than most of the other guys in the house.

Spider, Hose and the other four youngsters all managed to somehow crowd onto or close to the bed.  All of them managing to get within range so they could grab themselves at least some part of Lizzy’s body.

They may have lost out to the two older guys who’d gotten the drop on them and now had Lizzy’s luscious body squeezed tight like the white meat between their brown bread – but that wasn’t any reason to give up.

“Okay, okay … let’s get some order here!” Darnell shouted out.  His military training leant him a natural authority, and no doubt the youngsters all knew of his background in the Special Forces.  “Get off the bed you rabble!  While we all get organized…”

Briefly leaving the bed to disrobe – the fucker was packing almost as much meat as his friend Marcus – after he’d gotten Lizzy to remove her bikini bottoms, he lay down and got her to lay face down on top of him, Lizzy’s pussy slipping all the way down until she’d captured every last inch of his meaty cock.

“You next, Leroy!”  He didn’t have to be asked twice, he was soon stripping down to reveal a thick, seven- or eight-inch piece of cock flesh.

“Lizzy, baby, where do ya want Leroy this time?” Darnell asked. 

‘This time’ – of course it was ‘this time’.  I chided myself for my stupidity. 

This might be the first time I was getting to watch, but except for Spider and Hose, everyone I was seeing in the bedroom had spent the last month enjoying the most intimate of physical relationships with my wife.  Getting to know every nook and cranny of her body in ways that only I and Marcus had ever known before now.

“Pussy, please,” she giggled.  “Nice and tight, Leroy, I want your big fat cock pushing up next to Darnell … stretching me out…”

“You naughty little slut!” Leroy chuckled as he knelt behind Lizzy’s upturned ass and slowly but surely sank all his cock into Lizzy’s pussy.  Never mind that her pussy already had one cock inside, never mind that this meant him rubbing his maleness up hard against another male member.  To him and all the others, there was nothing gay about his cock touching another guy’s junk. 

This was all about stuffing the horny white MILF and giving yet another session to drag her one more step away from wanting white cock ever again.  At least, I’m sure that’s what they were telling themselves, though I remained confident Lizzy would always want the gentle, compassionate and emotional love making that had always bonded us together.

~~~~~    

Now firmly between her two black chaperones, pinned in place by their two cocks deep in her pussy, Darnell gently twisted her head around until she was looking directly at the camera in the top right corner of the bedroom.

“Don’t forget hubby, Liz!” he chuckled. 

“Don’t forget our cuckold game sponsor … without his generosity, none of this would have been possible!” he mocked. 

“Have you got a few words for the cuck … sorry, for the sponsor!” he grinned.

Even though Darnell – a guy I’d never really ‘met’ before today was mocking me, I could see nothing but love in Lizzy’s face.  He might make fun of me, but Lizzy knew a deeper truth.  That this whole game was a game we both loved to play and that it was something that now bonded us together.  Our shared passion.  Darnell might think he was smart and held the whip hand, but to us he was just a cock and a body.  He was no kind of threat – he was easily replaceable.

“Hey, baby … love ya!” she beamed.  “You enjoying the show?”

She knew I couldn’t answer – but she didn’t need me to answer, she already knew I’d be slyly stroking my cock as I savored every detail of what was happening.

“Alan, sweetheart … this is what we’ve been doing for the last month … the boys are all so horny, and I’ve loved letting them have their wicked way with me whenever they want to…”

“And the fact that you’re sitting at home while I play the slut with all these young, hung guys … isn’t that so hot, baby,” she grinned, almost hyper-ventilating with excitement at the wickedness of what we were doing.

“So, honey … today, all this is for you … you let me have my fun, now I want to give you something back … so, baby … relax and enjoy!”

She blew me one final kiss and then she returned her attention to Darnell, giving him a long, heated kiss as Leroy organized the youngsters.

“That’s right … Elias, Jayden, kneel there on the right … Spider, Hose, other side…”

The horny teenagers didn’t need to be asked a second time, big grins lighting up their faces as they stripped off and followed the orders of the Samuel L. Jackson lookalike.

Lizzy had been engaged in another languid, smoldering kiss with the man she was lying on, but he gently pulled away and chuckled as he pointed her to other priorities.

“Hey, Liz! Well, will you look at that!  Looks like you got some horny young admirers!”

She’d been so focused on the kiss and the sensations from the two big cocks stretching out her pussy that she’d not noticed, but she was soon grinning as her hands and mouth got to work stroking and sucking on the four teenage black cocks.

With a feeling of quiet shame, I realized I actually felt disappointed when I saw that Spider and Hose were packing cocks which were ‘only’ medium to big.  Certainly bigger than me, but not up there with Lizzy’s other black playmates.  ‘Hose’s nickname must derive from something other than his cock size,’ I thought to myself.

Lizzy seemed to be feeling no such disappointment – ‘quantity not quality’ seemed to be her watchword.  Four cocks but only two hands and one mouth meant she had to get creative - using both hands to keep the three spare cocks in heat until her lips found a vacant time slot to slip down over whichever bellend came next.  Each time her sparkling eyes would look up at whoever’s cock it was she was sucking, making him like he was the center of her universe as she hoovered away at his meat.

‘How the hell does she do it?’ was the thought running through my head as I sat on our marriage bed looking up at the big screen on our bedroom wall – the big screen showing this wild writhing mass of black flesh.  Black flesh, six black bodies and two at the side, all focused on playing with and pleasuring this solitary pale, feminine white body.

‘How the hell does she do it?’  She was single-handedly keeping four horny black teenagers happy and in heat while all the time Leroy and Darnell gripped her tight and, like Batman and Robin, fucked their big cocks in and out of her pussy with such perfect synchronization that I instantly knew Lizzy wasn’t the first girl they’d double-teamed like this!

Watching my beautiful wife of twenty years at the heart of this squirming, writhing pit of human flesh – the single focus of six well-hung black guys – took my mind back to when we’d read the Nancy Friday book and Lizzy had first revealed her sexual fantasies.

I couldn’t help but wonder if in the deepest, darkest and most secret parts of her mind Lizzy had always fantasized about this kind of wild, depraved set-up.  If she’d always pictured herself being caressed by countless strong, dark hands.  Always imagined herself surrounded by a sea of black cocks – a sea of black cocks waiting and willing to fuck her and fill her until she was totally spent and couldn’t take any more!

Had this always been her fantasy? But one so extreme and depraved that even when she’d fessed up to her other fantasies, she’d been too ashamed to tell me about it?

As the woman whose new hair color and style made her look only half like Lizzy squirmed and wriggled on the ends of the two black cocks double fucking her, my instincts told me that deep down Lizzy had always fantasized about a scene like this.  But that she’d been too embarrassed to admit it.  That it had taken two years of her slowly evolving relationship with Marcus to bring her to her a point when she’d finally found the strength to be totally honest with me.  That her asking for the two-month stint as the Girl Friday in Clayton’s summer frat house had been the closest she could bring herself to telling me what she really wanted.

Fuck!  It was an exhilarating thought, but also a damned scary one.  If she’d finally found the courage to cross this line, however much she loved me, was there still a path back to a vaguely normal life when summer was over and her young lovers headed off to jobs and college?

~~~~~     

“Hey, white boy!” Darnell’s deep voice cackled, interrupting my thoughts as he stared right into the camera.  “Such a needy little slut, your sexy little wife!  She’s been like this every day … EVERY DAY … can’t get enough, man … what da ya think?  Think she comin’ home to you and your little boy cock after two months of real cocks?  Of real men?  Think about it man – the blonde hair, the chopping off the long locks you loved – yeah, she told us about that – what does it all mean?  Only means one thing man!  Means she’s telling you the world’s changed!  Telling you she wants a new start, a clean break!”

“I know, I know … don’t cry about it, cucky!  At least you and Liz had a good run before she discovered her real self…”

I’d heard plenty of trash talk from Marcus before.  Hell, he and Lizzy knew that as long as it didn’t go too far – which it never did - it actually made me more excited!

But this was different.  This was a guy I’d never really met before today.  And this was a guy who combined a really mean streak with a powerful line in logic.  Telling me facts that linked into fears I already had. 

Facts that, taken to their logical conclusion, made me question my earlier certainty that this was all just sex to Lizzy.  Facts that made me wonder if what I was seeing or things that had happened over the last month represented a real threat to her love for me. 

Lizzy finally reached the stage where she’d asked for these two months.  Lizzy letting them change her physical appearance – dispensing with the hair she knew I loved, the hair that connected us back to our earliest days of courting.

Didn’t both these things point at exactly what Darnell had taunted me with – that unable to say the words themselves, by her actions Lizzy was indirectly telling me the world had changed for her.  That she wanted new things – as the Special Forces medic had put it, ‘a new start, a clean break!’

Hell, weren’t those even the word Lizzy used?  Right back when she’d asked to spend the rest of her summer break with Clayton and his pals.  How had she put it? ‘Sorry, honey … the next level involves me taking a break from you, baby…’

Seeing her new, short blonde hair, seeing the depraved scene in front of me, knowing how much she was loving it … now I found myself questioning what she’d meant by her words.  Had she been just talking about the summer?  A break for the summer?  Or had she been too afraid to spell it out, that she was actually talking about a more permanent change?

‘Alan, man … now you’re just getting paranoid,’ I told myself.  ‘Alan, it’s only one word, one word of so many.  Don’t build a castle of fear on a single grain of sand!  She loves you … she’s always loved you … it’s not ‘either or’ … you let her have the best of both worlds … this and a wonderful family and loving husband…’

But however much I my told myself these truths, still the fear wouldn’t go away. 

What had started as certainty of her love was now riven with a whole patchwork of tiny hairline cracks.  Each one by itself only small and harmless, but taken together the cracks had me sweating and afraid.

‘This IS just sex, right?’ I told myself.

Marcus might be more than sex – I knew that and had accepted that.  But this, this was just sex, and I was sure Lizzy wouldn’t want this kind of multi-cock orgy every day. 

Would she?

Fucker!  Darnell, you absolute fucker!  He’d really gotten into my head.


Chapter 18

July 9 Saturday

I was so glad Lizzy had chosen Marcus on that first night!  If the cards had fallen differently and Darnell had been the one, then the last two years would have had a very different feel to them.  A different and very much more painful feel to them!

Doing my best to push my fears to the back of my mind, I promised myself I’d have a long and honest talk with Lizzy to get to the bottom of the question of how she saw things after this summer break.  This promise giving me just enough reassurance that I gave into temptation again – distracting myself by stroking myself and looking back to the screen.  Losing myself in my own lust as I watched Lizzy’s sexy body writhing up and down in the middle of this sea of black male flesh.

I could tell Lizzy was loving it from the way she was moaning as her pussy and hips rotated and pushed back to meet the alternating strokes from the two cocks that must have been making her pussy feel well-loved and hyper happy.  Every nerve ending in her love canal must have been firing off a non-stop stream of pleasure signals to her brain, but somehow, she still kept her shit together enough to keep the other four guys entertained.

“Mmm, mmm, mmm...”  The sounds of her happy moans escaping round whichever big cock she was sucking drove me crazy and told me how much she was loving being the sexual plaything of these six young black guys.  Her moans getting louder and more impassioned as Darnell and Leroy held her down and somehow managed to find a couple of extra gears.

“Mmm, mmm, mmm...huh, huh, huh…” The perspiration was dripping off her now and she was really struggling to hold it together, to stroke and orally service four young cocks while Darnell and Leroy did delightfully terrible things to her sweet married pussy.

Fuck! Watching through the high-quality CCTV, with her short blonde hair she almost seemed like a different woman!  But despite my fears, the physical transformation somehow made the whole scene hotter.  Just one more sack of burning coals heaped on a scene that was already blazing with erotic tension. 

The CCTV showed me all the bodies crowded around her impossibly vulnerable and isolated body – the only female in a sea of male testosterone.  The little iPhone - still transmitting from its position near her head – sending me close-ups of Lizzy’s tense, ecstatic face while giving me the perfect soundtrack of her sobs and squeals.  A soundtrack that told me just how much she was loving the attention of all these men and just how close she was to cumming.

“Nnn, nnn, yesss, yesss … so close, don’t stop,” she sobbed, giving up on the cocks to her left and right as she screwed her face tight shut as she got really close.  Her whole body suddenly jerking up and down like she’d been shocked, a long, almost painful banshee wail escaping her lips as Darnell and Leroy chose that instant to both push fully in at the same moment.

“Arrhhh …. Arrhhh…”  Seeing her like this – jerking, throbbing, so beautiful at the center of all this male attention – was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen.  A moment made even more special as I could see how ecstatic Lizzy was, how fulfilled she looked as her body received the ultimate male tribute.  The huge phalluses of her black lovers both simultaneously splashing their life-giving juices deep into her womb at the same moment.

Fuck this was hot!  Hot for me as the kinkiest of bystanders, and even hotter for Lizzy as the high priestess receiving the worshipful offerings of two big-bodied black men.  Receiving their scalding seed with six more guys all waiting in the wings and ready to do the same, or worse.

“Switch!”  Darnell shouted at the top of his voice.

Before I knew what was happening, he and Leroy were pulling their spent but still impressive cocks out while simultaneously managing to hold Lizzy’s limp and spent body suspended up in the air.

Fuck, it was like watching one of those super slick Grand Prix tire and fuel changes! Clayton seamlessly slipping underneath to replace Darnell, as he and his buddy Tyrone sank their huge cocks all the way deep.  Carrying on double-fucking Lizzy while the two older guys high-fived and watched the depravity carry on as before – the only real difference being now it was an all-teenager cast!

Darnell and Leroy wandered off out of shot – maybe off for a drink or a smoke, or something stronger – but the tableau of debauchery continued just as well without them. 

Lizzy slowly came back to life, her eyes blinking open as her brain recovered and reminded her of where she was and what she was doing.  Tyrone and Clayton were slow and gentle at first but with Lizzy’s quiet but unequivocal direction – “what, do I look like some delicate china doll to you?” – they were soon fucking her just as hard and fast as Darnell and Leroy had been.  And she was back in her happy place, her pussy split in two by two huge black cocks while she worked hard on the four spares which would be next to sample her body.

Lizzy’s amazing energy levels – flicking her head from cock to cock to cock – made me wonder if they’d fed her something chemical to ‘bump her up’, but I’d seen no evidence of drugs so I put her stamina and zest down to her being on the ultimate of sexual highs.  An assumption that left me feeling much happier than the alternative as Lizzy and I had never had much time for drugs, but weren’t so naïve as to ignore just how prominent a part they played in many of the parties in this part of town.

Forcing these fears to the back of my head, I basked in the wonderful sight of Lizzy’s body and lungs enjoying another ear-shattering, spine-tingling orgasm as two more loads of jizz were dumped deep into her body.

“Switch!” the two youngsters cackled, sharing a private joke as they intimidated their elders who’d gone before.

It was Elias and Jayden’s turn next, the two of them high fiving each other as they slipped into place and carefully inserted their two large cocks into Lizzy’s battered, swollen and now very full snatch.

“Sloppy thirds!” Jayden grinned.  The larger, more aggressive of the two, he’d pulled Elias back by his cornrows so that he could be the one to slip underneath Lizzy’s body.  Kissing her aggressively as he squeezed both her boobs, tugging and twisting at her teats as if he was testing the limit of their elasticity.

“Oh, Teach … you’re such a naughty little bitch!  Sucking and fucking all these big black cocks!  What WOULD they say at school?  If they could see Mrs. Andrews howling like a ho while she gets herself well fucked by two black boys while she blows the other half of the crew while they play with her lily-white tits!

“And what would hubby say?  Oh … no wait, hang on a mo … he’s a sad little cuck … he’d just beat his little boy dick a little harder if he knew…”

Fuck!  This Jayden seemed a nasty bit of work!  If Clayton was related to Marcus, maybe Jayden and his shiny shaved head was related to Darnell.  Despite the difference in hair styles, they both sported the same line in nasty trash talk…

The only thing was that he wasn’t wrong.  This cuck husband was indeed beating his cock harder the nastier things got between Lizzy and the eight black guys intent on showing me exactly what had been going on this last month.

Jayden and Elias weren’t as super well-endowed as Lizzy’s last two lovers – although Lizzy seemed to love the immense girth of Jayden’s cock - nor as experienced as Darnell or Tyrone.  But they did well enough for themselves, soon giving Lizzy the first of two loud climaxes, the second one coming as the youngsters pumped the fifth and sixth loads of jizz deep into Lizzy’s pussy.  Taking her one past the previous record I’d witnessed – with two very erect and expectant black cocks still waiting.

As Jayden and Elias pulled out, Lizzy was flipped over as she lay back on Spider and took his cock, Hose’s cock being two or three seconds later in joining the party. 

As the youngsters set about fucking their big dicks in and out, a sixth sense made me wonder why they’d flipped her round when the last of the eight finally got their turn.  Sure, it made it easier for the four guys being blown and stroked to play with her tits.  But something told me flipping her around had a more meaningful significance than just making her boobs more accessible to her rotating crew of male fuck buddies.  A crew that had now turned full circle.  Darnell, Leroy, Clayton and Tyrone – the first four buddies to seed her – now receiving the benefits of my wife’s mouth and hands.  My wife who still seemed full of beans despite having enjoyed four huge climaxes and received six loads.  An energy level that again had me wondering whether one of her fuck buddies had slipped her a little chemical help.

What they lacked in cock size (at least relative to their buddies) – Spider and Hose made up for in their stamina and skill.  They were like a well-oiled machine, hammering in and out of Lizzy’s sodden, stretched pussy with a speed and forcefulness that had her sobbing and squealing like this was the first time she’d really enjoyed sex.

She came once then came again, somehow still fulfilling her duties to the four cocks forming the guard of honor presented by the four kneeling cocksmen.  Although, by now it was them rather than her who were doing most of the work.  It was their hands on hers – moving her hands from cock to cock.  It was their hands gently, or not so gently, moving her head clockwise in a seemingly non-stop game of chase the clock.  Or should that have been ‘chase the cock’!

Somehow, after a whole hour of being double fucked - while simultaneously fluffing the guys waiting to sample her pussy – Lizzy’s body still had the energy to shake through a third orgasm from Hose and Spider.

This third cum seemed to send some kind of signal to the whole crew as suddenly Jayden and Elias came back into the room, stroking their cocks as they jostled for room on the bed.

Shit!  How had that bed not collapsed?  Its legs must be solid oak or some kind of military-grade titanium!  But even with the weight of eight guys and one girl, somehow the bed and mattress didn’t give way as their bodies rearranged themselves in a way that started to tell me what they had in mind.

The first sign being Hose pulling his large cock out of Lizzy’s gaping, bubbling pussy and moving upwards to straddle over her tummy, jerking himself without any angst that his hand was covered in other men’s jizz.

When the other six guys surrounding Lizzy pulled her hands away and replaced them with their own faster, firmer grips, I was pretty sure I knew what was coming next.  The look on Darnell’s face and the words he spat towards the camera banishing any doubts.

“Here you go, Al!  You sad, cucky sack of shit!  Happy Christmas!”

It was only July, but I knew exactly what he was saying as his buddies stroked faster and all their cocks exploded, spewing their sticky white seed all over Lizzy’s beautiful face, boobs and hair. 

Six spewing cocks, all doing their damnedest to coat and own my wife and her beautiful body.  The lengths she’d gone to change her appearance already said in some way they already part owned her, even before they applied this new paint job of their man juice to mark and brand her as theirs

The benefits of youth, even though they’d each cum once, the six of them that were firing their weapons at her seemed more than capable of producing enough cum to cover Lizzy’s face, boobs and chest with rope after rope of seed.  The sexiest, nastiest images being when the baby batter landed on Lizzy’s eyelids – briefly blinding her – or on her cheeks and lips.  Cheeks that our kids had kissed, lips that I touched every day.

All this spewing of maleness was going on while lover number seven, Spider, held Lizzy firm and deposited a seventh load deep into her pussy, his white cream so plentiful that it started seeping round the sides while his cock was still hard and plugging her love hole.

But compared to what Hose - cock in hand, shuffled up after the others had cum and now straddling Lizzy just above her tits – was about to do, Spider was positively subtle and gentlemanly. The way he was squatting over her chest, pointing his slightly larger than average cock at Lizzy’s face filled me with a shameful sense of excitement as I realized exactly why they called him Hose.

Moving his shaft up and down and left to right, like an artist covering a canvas, he let rip with spurt after spurt of his black boy nut.

Damned!  This guy was a freak of nature.  Compared to the others he wasn’t big, and his cock was nothing to write home about.  But those balls – it was only now I noticed their stupendous size - of his seemed capable of producing enough jizz to float a battleship.  Jet after jet of sticky, potent young seed erupted from the tip of his cock as he gave Lizzy’s face and boobs a second water can treatment.

Shit!  I was ashamed, I was worried, but it was also the hottest thing I’d seen in my entire life.  The woman I loved covered in the seed of young black guys like this.  The woman I loved giving herself so totally to these young stallions like this.  The way her eyes, face, hair and boobs were covered and literally dripping in the stuff, the perfect symbolism of how my beloved wife wanted to spend her summer break.

‘Thank you, Mrs. Nancy Friday,’ I thought to myself, wondering half with regret and half pumped with adrenaline, whether I’d be looking at a scene like this if Lizzy and I had never heard the name Friday.

‘Nancy Friday, Girl Friday,’ I thought with an even deeper sense of irony.  Without Nancy Friday, the Girl Friday I was looking at covered in seven loads of young African-American jizz would never have happened.  Girl Friday would have just stayed a deep, dark secret hidden in the recesses of Lizzy’s mind.

Would we have been happier?  Would we have been less fulfilled?  My instincts told me I’d only know the answers to these questions when Lizzy returned home.  That is, assuming she did return home – that Darnell’s taunts proved to be nothing more than empty threats and trash talk.


Chapter 19

July 9 Saturday

Having shot their loads, after the requisite whooping and hollering of self-congratulation (‘we really done you good this time, Teach’), the boys slowly moved away.  Hose, the one-man human fire tender, being the one who had to be most careful as he carefully reversed so he was no longer straddled over my wife.  Allowing my sticky, coated wife to finally get up – her first movement being towards the bathroom.

“Hey, Teach, where da ya think you’re going?”  It was Darnell – supposedly a force to restrain the youngsters – and his sidekick, the bulky shaved-head Jayden.  Both of them holding one of Lizzy’s arms, pulling her back and spinning her round to face the ceiling-mounted CCTV cameras.

“Let me shower,” she pleaded, looking to the older man for permission as he tilted her head up and right until she was looking directly at the right-hand camera.

“Look at her, cucky!  See, what did I tell you!  This is who Lizzy is now!  This is who she is and what she wants!  Isn’t she sexy and beautiful, cucky boy … covered in so much sticky, virile black cum!”

I hated myself for thinking it, but I couldn’t bring myself to disagree.  The youngsters’ jizz was absolutely everywhere.  Some of it was in her hair, matting up her new blonde locks.  Some of it was very slowly running down her cheeks and boobs.  Other parts which had landed on her nose, chin or nipples would occasionally give a drip or two as gravity worked more aggressively on these angular outcrops. 

Heaven help me, all of it was sexy and super-hot to my kinky, perverted mind.  But the sexiest parts of all were when their sticky white man goo had gotten into her eyes and onto her lips.

There was something super-exciting but also deeply humiliating about watching Lizzy blink and struggle to unstick her eyelids because of the quantity of semen these seven young black guys had dumped on her face.

And then there were her lips – the lips that she cleaned as casually as a cat licking up her daily cream.  Her tongue poking out as it went all the way around her lips cleaning what it could.  Followed by a second circuit when I realized Lizzy’s tongue was a lot longer than I’d ever realized.  This time it wasn’t a preening feline Lizzy reminded me of – this time that long, hungry tongue looked more like one of those Lizard tongues out to capture some delicious flies.

Only it wasn’t flies my previously monogamous wife was seeking.  It was something with far more protein and ability to generate life that she was hungrily licking up and transferring into her mouth.

Just for a moment, I wondered if she knew I was watching, but then as she looked away from Darnell and directly at the camera, the most teasing of small smiles broke out on her face – sending me a message.

Turning back to Darnell, she cut a deal.  “Tell you what, give me a little privacy to talk to Alan, then when I’m done I’ll give you and Jayden a call, and the three of us can shower together…”

“Sounds like a plan, sugar buns!” he grinned, slapping her ass before leaving the room with one final barb.  “See, cucky … didn’t I tell you, this is what she wants now!”

Boy had we lucked out when Lizzy had chosen Marcus over this dickhead – I was really beginning to dislike this guy!

With Darnell and his trash-talking finally gone, Jayden, his apprentice followed close behind, Lizzy picked up the iPhone that was still live and lying on the bed. 

I loved this woman, she was so smart!  Compared to the CCTV, the iPhone offered much more intimacy and privacy.  Lizzy and I whispering together could avoid outside interference or monitoring – it was the closest we were going to get to anything resembling a ‘normal husband-wife conversation’.  Although, if we were both honest, ‘normal’ was a ship that had long since sailed in relation to the physical part of our marriage!

“How do I look, honey?” she whispered in her most teasing, conspiratorial voice – like she was some superspy who didn’t want her captors to hear her.  (Not that she was exactly being held against her will – after all, she’d been the one who’d virtually begged me to let her do this!)

For the briefest of moments, I had thoughts of answering her like any normal husband would.

But hadn’t the last few years all been about total and utter honesty?

After all, that was how the whole thing had started.  That had been the lodestar by which we’d lived our lives, knowing that anything less than total honesty would just store up problems for later.

So, I answered truthfully, my cheeks were burning with shame.

“Sexy as hell,” I whispered, my voice cracking with emotion.  “But that Darnell, some of things he said…”

This was me being honest – the yin and the yang.

“Don’t mind him,” she answered, her tone impatient and dismissive, keen to get back to happier, hornier matters. 

“Did you like seeing me double fucked again?  Was it hot watching me lick their cum off my face?  And what about Hose … that boy’s a freak!  I thought he’d drown me!  He came so much…”

“Baby, what Darnell said … it had me worried, afraid … tell me this isn’t how you see our future?”

Sensing the scale of my fears, Lizzy slowed and softened.  “Alan, honey … of course it’s not … this is nice, hot and fun … an exciting way to spend the summer, to do something new … but no, this isn’t what I want for the future … maybe sometimes, but only sometimes … my future’s back home with you … with you and with Marcus…”

She held my stare.  Both of us thinking the same.  She could have avoided saying that last bit.  Left the sentence just as her and me.  But like me, she knew total, unvarnished honesty was key to keeping our marriage intact when every week we seemed to find new, kinkier levels to explore.

Our eyes challenged and comforted each other.  Total honesty.  Total love.  She lovingly weighed me up, working out when it was safe to go back onto the fun highway.  Her teasing little smile sending me a signal.

“So, it excites you, seeing your naughty, slutty wife like this?” she asked, making an exaggerated circular motion with her tongue to lick up what was left.  Even scooping up some sticky white fluid with her ring finger and putting it right in front of the lens.  ‘Here, honey…’  her message couldn’t have been clearer. 

“You know it does, you naughty, sexy slut … MY naughty, sexy slut!  And just you remember that … when this is all over, you’re coming home to Daddy, right?  Got that!”

“Daddy?” she teased.  “Daddy or cucky … isn’t Marcus my Daddy and you’re my loving little cucky?”

‘Ouch!’  I’d walked into that one.

Before I could respond, with the nimbleness of a prima ballerina, she pirouetted onto another topic, pushing her shoulders and arms together to make her boobs stick out and look bigger.

“Do you think they look bigger?”

Sensing another loving, teasing trap, I played along anyway.  This was Lizzy in loving minx mode, not Darnell in heartless bastard mode.

“Yeah, I guess they do look a little bigger,” I replied, winning myself a look of loving approval.

“That’s what the boys said as well,” she purred, looking down at the girls as she pushed them even tighter together.

“They keep teasing me, saying it’s all the special sauce they keep shooting on them … rubbing into them … they say it’s special black boy grow cream…” she chuckled.  Her smile and tone making my chest tense up – where was she leading me?  Leading me by the nose, her loving but not stupid cuckold husband.

“They keep going on, saying I’d look really hot if I made myself like one of those black girls in their rap videos … big lips, big booty and even bigger tits,” she giggled.  “They say I’d look super-hot with a ‘mommy makeover, Sunnyside style’ … maybe even some extra piercings, extra tattoos…”

Her giggles had turned to short, shallow sentences.  She was flying a kite here, her eyes trying to look relaxed and jocular, but unable to hide the fact they were searching my eyes for reaction.

“Absolutely not!”

I let the words lay there between us.  My staring eyes and silence giving maximum emphasis.

“As a bit of trash talk, a bit of fun … fine … but for real … no way!  I’m not having the woman I love walking round like some deformed circus freak … with an ass men stare at and a top half that makes it look like she’s only ever a second away from toppling over coz she’s so top heavy!”

“Okay?” I added, hoping my answer had hit the right balance.

“Spoil sport!” she teased, obviously not upset with me. 

“Maybe my daddy will let me have my mommy makeover pack for my next year’s birthday?” she grinned, toying with me.  Making it deliberately unclear who she thought of as her daddy, who’d she’d need approval from for anything as consequential as this.

~~~~~    

“Love you babe!”

I knew she meant it, but I also knew she’d partly thrown it out there to appease me after worrying her last teasing had maybe gone too far.  I was glad she threw me a peace offering, but I couldn't help but notice she didn’t directly address the topic where she might have gone too far.  She didn’t retract it or soften what she’d said – she merely changed the topic.

“Love you too,” I sighed.  Just like her, meaning it – deciding now wasn’t the time for an argument.  If I needed to come on strong, better wait until she and I were face to face.  Better wait until she was back home.

She blew me a kiss – that familiar little teasing, pouty smile slowly reappearing as she looked past the camera, towards the door.

“Better keep my promise I guess,” she chuckled, winking at me.  “If you loved the earlier show, I’m sure you’ll enjoy listening to this…”

“Honey, listen…” 

It was too late to protest only being allowed to listen, the phone was already thrown down onto the sheets and Lizzy was bounding off towards the stairs.

“Darnell, Jayden!  Wanna come and help me shower?  Wanna soap me up?” she shouted down the stairs.

I heard two heavy sets of footsteps on the stairs.  The moment they entered, Lizzy turned tail and with her boobs bouncing invitingly, ran squealing and giggling into the bathroom. “But you’ll have to catch me first!”

Just for a moment, the CCTV allowed me to see.  But as soon as I saw her two pursuers, they were through the room and gone.  With no window into the bathroom all I was left with was the soundtrack.  The soundtrack of giggles and laughter which gave way to sighs and moans, sighs and moans and kissing.  Which soon morphed into the unmistakable sound of Lizzy being banged vigorously against one or other of the bathrooms hard, unyielding surfaces.

It was still only early afternoon – my loving wife had rung so early to give me the longest possible viewing window – and the rest of the day followed a very similar pattern. 

More fucking, sucking and playing between Lizzy and whichever member of the household was horny and wanted to use her body to satisfy their lust.  And just like what I’d heard from the bathroom, each time one or more of the young guys wanted her, Lizzy was more than happy to accommodate them. 

Accommodate them metaphorically and physically.  Each of her holes being available, the choice made being dependent on the preferences of whichever guy was readying himself to use her, and which hole or holes may already be in use.

The only real big difference between the bathroom scene and the various other scenes that played out during the day being that one or more of the guys in the house made sure to fire up all the other available CCTV cameras.  They weren’t in every room – what kind of weirdo puts a camera in a bathroom?  But on the whole, there was pretty good coverage.

By the end of the day, I realized why Lizzy was now looking so toned and lean.  If this was a normal day in this made-up frat house, then Lizzy was enjoying so many sexual liaisons that each day was the equivalent of a couple of sexual triathlons slung together back-to-back!

Over the next eight or nine hours, I don’t recall her saying ‘no’ even once.  On the contrary, whoever the guy or guys were and whatever they wanted to do, she always seemed enthusiastic and up for it.

Watching this moving tableau of sexual gymnastics, I was a confused mess of conflicting emotions.

I was happy for Lizzy – she was obviously living out exactly the fantasies and realities she’d imagined when she’d asked for this summer time break.

And for the most part, I was excited and hugely aroused – I’d be a liar if I pretended anything different.

But seeing Lizzy so happy and so wanton with so many different sexual partners – whether one, two or more at a time – brought all those things Darnell had said earlier flooding back.  After a summer like this, would she ever be able to be happy with a more normal sex life where it was just me or me and Marcus that were the men in her life?

~~~~~    

‘What goes around, comes around…’

It was ten in the evening, and I’d just watched two large, dark bodies amble casually across my line of sight.  This time, not the cruel Darnell and his younger, shaven-headed apprentice Jayden.  No, this time it had been the huge, hulking frames of Clayton and Tyrone who had sauntered out of the bathroom and down the stairs.  Sauntered with a happy, satisfied, spent look all over their young faces.  As well they might, as I’d just heard the pair of them banging the shit out of Lizzy for the best part of the last hour.

“Hey babe!” my happy, equally spent wife greeted me – finally, just the two of us alone, she looked up into the ceiling camera as she sat on the bed towel-drying her hair.

Realizing she could speak, but I couldn’t, she grinned and dialed through the phone lying where she’d thrown it earlier.

“Sorry, I’m a little bit fried!” she chuckled.

“I wonder why?” I smiled back, feeling the love, back one-to-one with her, the fears Darnell had planted temporarily on hold.

“Enjoy the show?” she teased, grinning and back to her tender, minx-like best.

“Yup!”  I quipped back casually, as if we were discussing nothing more than a favorite flavor of ice cream.  “But evidently, not as much as you!”

“Thanks, sweetheart … I do love you … and thanks for letting me do this,” she said, her voice suddenly serious, needing to know the man she loved felt fully loved and appreciated.

“Love you too, babe … glad you’re having fun … but I have to say, I can’t wait to see you … to hold you in my arms…”

“About that,” she smiled, her expression switching back to teasing minx.  “Rules are rules … and I really don’t wanna … but WE did say there’d be a forfeit for my naughty, cucky husband choosing to watch rather than date his wife … but just a small forfeit, right!”

I didn’t remember so much of the WE, but feeling a grinding pain in the pit of my stomach, I got her point.

“So, about this forfeit,” she continued, her face right close to the lens.  “I opened one of the three envelopes, and I’m afraid, honey, the bad news is that the paper inside said that your forfeit is that your date goes back a whole week … goes back to next week…”

The lump in my throat was still there as she continued, “… and it also said that this week, as I have a spare date slot, that Marcus gets that slot…”

Damned, the look in her beautiful eyes told me how much she was enjoying this!  The love was still there, but so was the look of a feline dangling its favorite mouse by the tail.

“Sorry, babe,” she purred.  “What can I do, it wasn’t my choice … I have to follow what the envelope said…”

“Love you, sweetheart,” she added, eyes softening, a look on her face that made me want to hold her even more.  “Anyway, babe … sweet dreams … we both better get some sleep…”

“Yeah, I guess,” I sighed, wishing I could magic her here to be by my side.

“Night, night, baby,” she smiled again, blowing me a kiss, showing me one piece of paper and then a second and then a third.  All of them written in a handwriting that wasn’t hers but which looked strangely familiar.

“Oh, by the way … I hope you don’t mind … as I was feeling tired, I asked Marcus to help me out in thinking up the forfeits … and now that I come to think of it, he must have been feeling tired as well … coz I think he wrote the same thing on all three pieces of paper…”

The mouse was dangling a little closer to the flame.  A flame that was causing pleasure and pain in equal measure as the cat grinned a little wider.

“Love you babe … promise you, you get to go first next week … probably!”

Damned!  If this was what Lizzy thought of as a small forfeit, I hated to think what she defined as major! 

A thought guaranteed to make sleep ten-times harder.  A thought guaranteed to bring back some of the fears about what Darnell said earlier, about how a summer break like this would change a girl forever…


Chapter 20

mid-July

Lizzy - my loving, naughty, slutty, minx of a wife was true to her word.

Marcus did get my forfeited date. 

And unlike for me, there was no teasing ‘I’m tired, you’ll need to wait’ delay, like the one I’d received when I’d made my ‘date versus watch the show’ decision.  When Lizzy had needled me by making me wait two whole extra days before granting me my wish to watch her and the boys.

No, his date came on the very next day, on Sunday.  Giving her just enough time to recover from the day-long fuckathon she’d enjoyed with her eight young lovers.

It was Wednesday that next week when I did finally get my first month two date with my beloved.  (Marcus’s weekly date scheduled for two days later.) 

To be fair, ours was a wonderful evening.  Lizzy went all out to make herself look truly stunning. 

(Although, in her own words, even the extra time and care she’d taken wasn’t just for me – part of it was linked to the game that was dominating our whole summer.  The day before had been her birthday, but when I’d requested that date for our date night, she’d left me in no doubt as to where her priorities lay.  ‘Oh, baby … that’s a lovely thought … but really?  Asking a girl to choose one, small, loving cock over a whole sea of adoring young black studs … all big and proud and ready to make a girl feel very special on her special day.  I love you, baby … but really! It’s really quite funny, when you think about it … funny that you really thought you had a chance…’  Thanks, honey, love you too!)

Although sitting opposite a woman whose radically different hair color and style made her look a weird mix of familiar and unfamiliar was a truly bizarre experience.

And her choice of her favorite Neon Red lipstick added yet another twist.  When she saw me staring at her lips, she just grinned, knowing we were both thinking exactly the same thing. 

‘Yes, honey … that used to be our special thing … but just like you chose to share me, that’s another a special thing that’s now shared with no going back!’ 

In some ways, just a little thing.  But just one more example at how scary good Lizzy had gotten at this game.  One more example of how my beautiful feline wife had gotten good at dangling her husband over the candle of our new lifestyle.  A candle that could warm or singe or burn, depending on exactly how near I was dangled.

Holding her in my arms when we retired to a local hotel – she didn’t want to go home (‘breaking the bubble’ as she called it) and Clayton’s was out of the question – nearly made me cry.  She kissed both my eyelids and held me close.

“I was only teasing about Marcus maybe being first this week … I’d never have really done that baby, I know how important it was to you … this is only ever just fun, baby … if ever it goes too far, just let me know and we’ll talk…”

Good to know - I could really feel the depth of her love.  Although a little paranoid, cucky voice in my head did remind me, ‘…she only said we’d talk, she didn’t say we’d stop…’

For the next few minutes, we made out like horny teenagers, our hands pawing at each other’s clothes until we were finally naked.

I couldn’t resist having a closer look at the tattoo just above her panty line – just above her pussy.
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Seeing me staring, she couldn’t resist a gentle wise crack.

“What, honey?  Are you wondering why there’s not an ‘S’ and an ‘H’ as well?” she giggled.  “Spider and Hose were just walk-on special guests … it would have been wrong to honor them like they were members of the regular cast!”

‘Honor them.  I’d never been honored with ink.  I’d never been offered to be honored with ink,’ I pouted to myself.

But at least closer inspection revealed the ink was only temporary.  Despite its intricacy and customized nature, it was just a transfer - albeit a bespoke and expensive one.  This realization comforted me, although there was also a tiny sense of disappointment.

By now we were both down to just briefs and panties, Lizzy teasing my cock while I was filled with an uncontrollable inquisitiveness about, close-up, what Lizzy’s pussy looked like after a whole month as the resident fuck buddy for six horny young black guys.

“Someone’s keen!” she teased, lifting her ass off the hotel bed to help me pull her panties off.  Once they were off, teasing me even more by keeping her thighs tightly closed.

“Spread!” I ordered, letting me play with my dick as I lowered my head for a close-up view.

“Make me!” she giggled, taking us both all the way back to our very first fifth grade kiss.  So many years, just her and me, and now I was just one of many!  Looking at what her sweet flower looked like after serving so many obsessed me and drove me to pry her legs apart.

“You beast!” she squealed – obviously so upset with me that she pushed her legs as wide apart as they would physically go!  If I was going to be a beastly husband, then she was going to retaliate by putting herself fully on show!  No hint of shame!  Get her husband to face up to what he’d signed up for.

It wasn’t the look of her pussy that hit me first – it was the area around her pussy.  Throughout her affair with Marcus, I’d grown used to Lizzy alternating between a tidy landing strip and a freshly shaved look when the mood took her.  And when I’d seen her partying on the CCTV just a few days ago, the cameras had shown me her new short blonde bob cut, but had been too far away for a close-up on her lower areas.

But right now, right close I was looking at something which looked very different to either a landing strip or a shaved pussy.  It wasn’t too pronounced, but five weeks after I’d last seen it close-up, as I looked closer at my wife’s mons, I realized it looked slightly reddened and that it was far smoother than any of Lizzy’s previous efforts at shaving had achieved.

“Surprise!  I got fed up of shaving, and the boys kindly clubbed together to pay for a two-month weekly treatment,” she giggled.  “It’s called an electro-Brazilian and it makes my pussy super smooth … the lady even came to the house … that was the only condition the boys had, they wanted to watch!”

“Look … have a feel … feel how smooth I am!” she chuckled, pulling my fingers to rub on her mons before I could react.

“Hair color … hair style, and now this!” my strangled tones bleated.

“Don’t you like it?” she smirked.

And that was the whole problem, wasn’t it!  I did like it – or at least the kinky eroticism it represented.  But I was also terrified about what it said about the risk that Lizzy and I were now locked in a marriage that was rapidly spinning out of control!

Shaving was one thing, but I knew enough about electrolysis to know that it was permanent.  Her new hair color would grow out, and her bob style would grow long.  But this … this was permanent.  And I’d not been consulted, not involved in any way – and it scared me as a possible signpost for where things might be headed.

Sensing my schizophrenic neurosis, Lizzy changed the topic.

“How does my little kitty look to you?  She may have grown a little!  Eaten one or two mice too many!”

We were hardly on safer ground here!  My schizophrenia hardly less pronounced!

Lizzy’s previously snug and ladylike labia – already a little more split and welcoming by her regular sessions with Marcus – showed the full impact of being the only female in close proximity to six horny young cocks for so many weeks.

My sweetheart’s pussy looked raw, reddened and gaping.  A doctor wouldn’t need a speculum to look up inside Lizzy.  My head right down next to the war zone, I could see inches deep, right up to the tiny pinhole of Lizzy’s cervix.  A cervix that had no doubt been bathed in numerous, copious virile young loads at all hours of the night and day.

Staring so close, seeing how stretched she was and daydreaming about all the big cock fuckings she’d received to make her pussy look this way had my cock as hard as diamonds - had my cheeks burning with shame.  Two facts Lizzy wasn’t slow to notice.

~~~~~    

“Oh, baby, your sulky smile says you don’t like change … but your hard dick says ‘bring it on!” she teased, squeezing hard and pulling my iron hard cock out of my briefs.

Stroking me up and down with a slow, seductive speed, she continued her mind games.  “What do you want, honey?  To fuck your slutty wife, or for your slutty wife to wank you off while I tell you stories?”

Up and down, up and down … damned her hand felt so good on my cock … if Darnell’s cruel jibes hadn’t gotten to me so much, I might well have gone with option two.

“Both, I want both…” I panted, consumed by a need to feel Lizzy’s warm, silky folds wrap themselves around my cock, not waiting for an answer as I pushed her back and pushed inside.

“Good choice, baby!” she purred, locking her legs around my back, locking her arms tight around my neck, pulling me in for a hard and urgent kiss – her need for me as great as my need for her.  Her tongue impatient and aggressive as she reclaimed her husband.  Her actions undeniable proof of a strange psychological need.  She’d been the one giving herself away to others, letting them possess her.  Possess her, repeatedly.  Multiple men, multiple times a day.  Yet here she was - probing tongue, insistent hands pulling at my scalp – insistently demanding my love, demanding to know that I was still hers, that I still loved and accepted her despite her whorish ways.

After owning her for the briefest of moments, she wanted different.  She pushed me off and pushed me back on the bed. I laid there flat as, with her eyes blazing with fire, she squatted over me.  In one, quick, easy downstroke her hips were nestled on my belly.  Damn, she felt good.  Warm and moist – definitely less tight than I remembered.  Having captured and owned her man, her eyes turned from fire to a twinkling amusement as she read every contour of my mind.

“Happy, honey?” she grinned.  “Happy that your naughty wife’s lady parts are all stretched out?  That she can hardly feel you anymore?  Happy that, however much she loves having your little boy cock inside her, you and me both know your little pee pee’s too small to give me any kind of real pleasure?”

“Mmm…” I moaned, my almost involuntary sound enough of an answer to encourage her on…

“Fuck me then!  Roll me over, and fuck me … fuck me like a real man … reclaim me … slam into me, show me I’m yours … try and make me cum, try and make me cum like a real man does for his woman … then, when you’ve failed … when I’m looking bored and disinterested, shoot your worthless, empty jizz deep into my pussy … well, as deep as five inches can ever be…”

She was really playing mind games with me.  Her cruel, mocking words the opposite of her actions, of what she was really saying as she dropped her body down from her queen-like position riding me, forced her tits into my chest and crocodile-rolled me over.

“Fuck me, baby … fuck me, make me yours … see if you can make me cum like all my young black lovers so easily do…”

Her words were cruel, but that was just for show.  The way her heels were digging into the small of my back – pulling me deeper, owning me – merged with the wonderful pain of feeling her sharp nails digging into my scalp.  Words were cheap - intended to excite the man she loved – but her actions were the real deal.  Telling me she was free to fuck around, but that I belonged to her.  Telling me she might occasionally loan me out to Delores, her new bestie, but that I shouldn’t get any funny ideas.  Telling me that was just a short-term rental deal, and only allowable at the owner’s discretion.

“Come on, baby … come on … make mommy cum … make mummy sing!” she crooned, the blood seeping around her nails as she halved that pain by dropping a hand and making me yelp by squeezing a little too hard at my balls.  Too hard for me, perfect for her. 

“Come on, baby boy … are you even inside mommy?  I CAN’T FEEL YOU!” she squealed, amused at her own joke.  Her words having the desired effect as I slammed in and out of her as fast as my semi-fit forty-six-year-old body would allow.

Her words may have been cruel – but only because she knew how much they excited me and spurred me on – but the hungry way her lips, tongue and pussy devoured me and fought for me made my heart leap with happiness. 

How I missed her, how I wanted to feel, touch and smell her every hour of the day.  But I also loved the game we were playing.  Loved its double-edged pain and excitement.  Why couldn’t there be two of Lizzy?  One for me and one for the game.  Why couldn’t I clone this woman I’d loved since fifth grade so we could both have the perfect world?

“Come on, baby … come on … cum for mummy, cum inside me … give me your worthless, empty jizz…”

Bitch!  Bitch!  But she was my bitch, and I loved her, and loved her words, fucking her faster and faster … both of us excited by my shortcomings and how we used this for our added excitement.

My body started to tingle, my muscles started to tense … I was close, so close … the moment I’d dreamed of these last weeks finally here…

And then…

“OFF!  OFF!”

Before I realized what was happening, Lizzy’s tense body was pushing me off and grabbing for my cock.  One hand pushing on my abdomen to hold me still, the other expertly using finger and thumb just below my cockhead to stop me blowing my load.

Now safely in control, her face relaxed and the feline minx reappeared.

“Oh, honey … you didn’t really think you’d get to cum in me, did you?” she teased, finger and thumb still tight on the tube inside my cock that wanted so, so bad to explode.

“No, baby,” she soothed, her free hand stroking my fringe.  “Cumming inside me, that’s only for real men … real men with real cocks … real, big meaty cocks that can make your wife cum … I love you baby, but you do understand, don’t you … tell me you understand, honey…”

Her words mocked, but her beautiful hazel eyes oozed sparkling, twinkling love.  Two kids, three-and-a-half decades, this was the new us.  Not replacing us, but opening a new door, keeping us fresh.  Somehow, we’d lucked upon a strange new kink that met both our needs.

Who knew?  What were the chances?

For most couples, only one partner would be happy – pain and divorce the inevitable outcome.  But we’d lucked out.  What were the chances?

Her fingers moved from my fringe to my lips – tracing along until they moved to my cheek as she gave me the softest, tenderest, most loving of kisses.

“Now honey, because I’m your wife, and because I love you … I’m going to help you cum … I’m gonna wank off your little boy peepee cock … wank it off, while both of us have a little chuckle about how small and worthless it is … then, after an embarrassingly short amount of time, you’re going to dribble your weak, worthless empty jizz onto your tummy … onto your dad bod, slightly flabby tummy … and your cheeks will go red while we both have a little laugh that you ever thought your seed was good enough to be inside your loving wife…”

What a speech!  Every word delivered while her eyes twinkled into mine.  Each word delivered with a pinch and a squeeze to my balls or my cock.  My chest getting more and more tight with each extra word.  Until finally I felt her release the pressure on my cock tube and slowly start to stroke.

All guys know the feeling.  How, having been so close, the final release is a weirdly unsatisfying cum.  My white stuff did dribble out, but all the normal bursting stars in my brain were replaced by the tiniest of pleasure feelings.

Physically it was a crap cum.  But emotionally, it was the best.  Taking things to a new level.  Especially when Lizzy leaned over me – boobs swinging, nipples caressing my chest – and told me what was on her mind.  “Love you babe … when you’ve caught your breath, I want you inside me again … inside me where you belong, and this time mommy wants to feel your sticky stuff coating her kitty kat…”


Chapter 21

late July

My date with Lizzy, the first time we’d been intimate or even in the same room for about six weeks, lifted my spirits immensely.  For the next couple of days, I was floating around on cloud nine.  Even those precious few hours together had topped up my memory banks. 

When put together with how deeply I knew she loved me, it was enough.

That evening with my beloved had weaved its magic.  The situation didn’t matter.  Whether I was driving across town, or in some tedious meeting at work, or sitting talking to my new housemate – whatever the situation, it was as if I could feel Lizzy’s touch.  Or smell her gentle, floral perfume. Or feel the subtle, radiant warmth of her body.  Recalling the loving, tender way she looked at me.  (That is, when she wasn’t teasing me!)

My date had been Wednesday, but by Friday when Marcus got to enjoy his weekly date with Lizzy, the boost from my own date was beginning to wane.  Especially when I ruminated on my situation – kids away, Lizzy away for several more weeks and me sitting at home alone while my wonderful wife was out on a date with her boyfriend.

But me being me, however much the above audit of my situation hurt, it also caused my heart strings and cock to respond as I wallowed in the bittersweet lifestyle that had slowly evolved these last few years.  I actually chuckled to myself, recalling a catchy song from my teens that perfectly summarized my situation.     How had that British songstress Tanita Tikaram put it?  ‘Twist in my sobriety’

That Friday night, that was me, ‘Twisting in my sobriety.’

Waiting for my housemate to return with a smug grin, ready to tell me exactly how his evening had gone.  Knowing it would be another week before I myself would see Lizzy, and that even then it would be only for a single evening.  A single evening that would end all too soon.

But it was a twisting sobriety that, however painful it often seemed, I loved.  The highs, the eroticism, the sense of excitement as we lived right on the edge – all more than enough compensation for the frequent bouts of masochistic pain.

Hell! As I sat with a half full shot glass, contemplating my situation, I could even hear the song’s oboe solo.  The notes and melody of its wafting, haunting tune the perfect metaphor for pain and pleasure.  Somber but stirring the soul.

~~~~~    

The next two weeks followed a similar pattern. 

Missing Lizzy, a brain full of jumbled up sad and aroused thoughts.  Sad at our separation, aroused at my imagined scenes of what she and her six young admirers would be getting up to at any hour of the night or day.  When things got too bad, trying my best to distract myself with work. 

The other, far happier distraction being three more visits from Delores.  Delores whose sparky spirit and sexy tongue and body were the perfect tonic.  Delores who I was always sad to see leave, my cock invariably still with enough life in it to hope she’d stay a little longer.

If spending time with Delores was a one-hundred percent happy distraction, spending time with my new housemate Marcus was a one hundred percent weird distraction. 

Several times I found myself thinking how smart Lizzy had been to take a summer-long break from me AND Marcus, and to use her sway over us to get us to share a house for the whole summer.

Her ‘request’ (did we ever have a choice?) was smart as it kept my sense of jealousy at manageable levels. 

It was also smart as a mechanism to force both of us to see beyond the purely sexual.  Although we’d been intricately in each other’s lives for nearly three years now, until now we had only the most superficial and skin-deep knowledge of each other as ACTUAL people. 

By forcing us to spend two whole months together – even allowing for the time we were out at work or with friends – it was inevitable we’d form something approximating a friendship.  Even if we would always be very different people!

During those various unplanned and inevitable chats (over meals or maybe a late-night drink) I learned more about his tough upbringing and early family life. 

I learned that Marcus only had one sibling – Clayton’s mom, Brianna – which explained why he was so close to the youngster.

Even though they’d grown up in one of the roughest places in Houston, Marcus and Brianna’s parents had been solid church types and had instilled a strong moral compass in them both.  Which helped me understand the sometimes-paradoxical things I observed in Marcus.  Sometimes cruel and mean to me – a man who in his eyes was the sole obstacle to his ‘happily ever after’ with the woman he loved.  But at other times – like on that very first night – polite and respectful.  His whole back story and current life a tapestry of service, first in the military and now in the HFD keeping Houston’s citizens safe when they drove too fast or some other misfortune befell them.

Marcus and Brianna’s parents were still together, but Clayton’s dad had been the very definition of an absentee father, so it was Marcus and Clayton’s grandpops who’d been the two formative influences trying to keep the giant young man on the straight and narrow while he grew up in a neighborhood that so often tried to pull youngsters in the opposite direction.

Finding out all this about Marcus made it ten-times harder for me to be angry or resentful about him and his role in Lizzy and my life – and I have to believe there was a reciprocal effect on how he felt about me.

~~~~~    

It was during one of these slightly-buzzed late night chats that I broached two linked topics with Marcus that were never far from my mind.

It was a Saturday evening, a couple of days after my own date with Lizzy, and a very smug looking Marcus had only just returned from his very elongated Friday night date with my wife.

Even though we had bonded more over the last few weeks, something about the smug look on his face got to me and, handing him a glass so he could catch me up, I went straight into it.

“Marcus, remember that first time we met at the USS Texas, when you’d asked that we make the whole you and Lizzy thing more official?  Agree that you and she were officially boyfriend and girlfriend?”

He nodded his head, his smug look changing to wary.

“Remember, I asked you what your intentions were towards Lizzy?  And you did the straight up thing, you told me that, ‘Yes, you did love her,’ but that ‘no, you weren’t trying to take her away from me’…”

He nodded again, now even more wary.

“After everything that’s happened this summer, I think we need to have another of those conversations…”

“Why?”

“Because, Marcus … somethings just don’t seem to stack up … item one, you always hated sharing Lizzy, so how come you arranged for her to get the shit fucked out of her first by your nephew Clayton and Tyrone … and then this!  You and me out the picture, and Lizzy shacked up with six other guys?  The old Marcus I know must hate that!  Be stewing in his juices … no Lizzy, and sharing her with so many other guys!  Hell, the Marcus I know even hated having to share Lizzy with me!”

“And, item two … whose idea was Delores?  Lizzy doesn’t mind, but whose idea was that?  After all, you’ve known Delores a lot longer than Lizzy has, so was it you who suggested she come round to get to know me ‘a little better’?  Back at the USS Texas, you were honest … you said you wouldn’t try and take Lizzy away from me because you knew she could never be happy without me in her life!  The whole Delores thing, is that you trying to change that dynamic between Lizzy and me?”

My rapid-fire stream of accusations had stunned him into silence.  The glass I’d handed him still untouched, he just stood glowering at me.  Glowering and thinking.

“So, Marcus … I feel I need to ask you again … have your intentions towards Lizzy changed?  All this stuff this summer … the road trip, the made-up frat house game, Delores … is this all about weakening the bonds between me and Lizzy?  Weakening the bonds so you can steal her away from me?  Not just share, but steal her totally away?”

“Is … that … really … all … you … think … of … me,” he answered with a slow, slightly menacing cadence.

“It’s a fair question, Marcus … given how you implied the only reason you didn’t want to steal her away was because you didn’t think she’d be happy without me … and all this stuff with other guys, that’s not exactly in your normal wheelhouse, is it?”

“Did it ever occur to you, Alan, that most of this summer might be about what Lizzy wants, not what I want?  Or did that thought never enter your tiny little brain?  This isn’t all about you and me, Alan!  Maybe just for once you should start your train of thought not with what ‘Big Bad Marcus’ wants but with what ‘Slutty Little Lizzy’ wants … or is that an even scarier train of thought?”

“That, after having done the whole ‘wife and mom’ bit for so many years, having selflessly sacrificed, what Lizzy wants might be evolving … did you totally forget what Lizzy told you when she asked for your blessing to take a break from you and me and spend the summer away with the youngsters?  It was her not me saying how much she’d loved exploring on the road trip … saying how much she wanted to take things to the next level … her, not me!”

Seeing the look on my face – fear mixed with a reddening anger – he had the good sense to stop there.  Feeling he’d said enough to defend his honor, he stayed quiet as he let his words sink in.  His expression slowly changing as he saw less anger and more fear in me.

“Look, Alan … if I was in your shoes, I’d find this hard … I think the best thing you can do is, on your next date with her, talk it out with Lizzy.  I promise you, Alan, my agenda, what I want, only ever comes second to what Lizzy wants…”

~~~~~    

The next four days felt like they’d never end.  Marcus’s dates were Fridays (with shifts changed as needed) so he and Lizzy could spend the night and have maximum time.  Mine were the mid-week dog-end of Wednesday – with Lizzy always loving and attentive, but also not averse to teasing me a little about how her boyfriend got the better calendar option.

Sunday, Monday, Tuesday and then Wednesday – they all dragged so slowly.  I felt like a man left hanging by his fingertips halfway out of a high window, staring down at the concrete sidewalk thirty floors below. 

I felt like my grip on sanity was also only a fingertip grip as I waited for Lizzy to arrive at the downtown hotel room I’d booked for the evening.

“You okay, honey?” she asked, hardly through the door but immediately picking up on my demeanor.

“I don’t know, you tell me?  Should I be worried?  About how things between you and me are gonna be at the end of the summer?  How are things gonna be between us when summer’s done and you come home?  Has this summer changed things forever?”

Lizzy sat next to me on the sofa, hugged me tight and let me get it allf my chest.  About my fears about Marcus’s agenda.  About my fears that after a summer like this, that what Lizzy wanted from life might be fundamentally remapped.  That even with me and Marcus in her life, that might not be enough for her.

Lizzy listened to it all.  Not interrupting, patiently taking in every word - clasping my hands, looking at me with soul-strengthening love, staying silent as all my fears tumbled out.

It was only when she was sure I’d totally unburdened myself that she finally spoke – still clasping my hands in hers, her eyes still looking deep into mine with a mix of love and seriousness.

“Alan, you and the girls … you’ll always be the three most important people in my life … I need you to know that and never doubt it!”

Why did I sense there was a but coming?  Intonation tells us so much, but maybe I was being paranoid.

“Alan, honey, I’m not going to disrespect you by giving you platitudes or brushing over things … you’re too smart for that, and I love you too much … so I’m not going to lie and say that things haven’t changed these last few weeks … but then again, things have been constantly changing, evolving since we first read that fantasy book …”

“But none of that changes you and me … I’d never do anything that hurt you, and I’ve never demanded anything … I’ve only ever asked and told you if you’re not okay with it, we won’t do it … and nothing this summer’s changed that … nothing WILL ever change that … because I love you and I love us too much…”

There was a long, emotional, connective pause.  The two of us just looking lovingly at each other.  Me taking in her words.  Her, concerned and loving, judging my reaction to her words.

“Thanks … I needed to hear that,” I croaked, right on the edge, so choked and emotional I could barely speak. Both of us now breaking down, pulling each other tight, unashamedly sobbing with the overwhelming emotions we were feeling.  Relief washing over us that we’d uncorked the danger that had been building and now could start putting things back together.

~~~~~    

Tears dried, fears and raw emotions taken off ‘max’ to merely ‘simmer’, with shared, nervous smiles we dug a little deeper.

“Alan, honey … now you know I’ll always put you and the girls first … can I ask you something?”

I nodded.  Silent, I pursed my lips and anxiously waited.

“Does seeing me being so slutty with all these young men … seeing me exploring new sides of myself … giving myself to them, giving myself so totally … does it still excite you, like when we talked before?  Or, is it that you’re too frightened, too afraid of where this might all be leading?  I guess what I’m asking is, do you want me to stop?  To come home and stop?  I’ve always promised I’d never do something that you didn’t like or that hurt you…”

It was a damned good question – because it cut right to the heart of things.  Were my pain and fears so great that I wanted her back here with me?  Back here so I wouldn’t hurt or be afraid.  But back here would also mean Lizzy missing out on what she craved and me missing out on the erotic cuckold pleasures that had become such a big part of my own life.

Lizzy’s beautiful hazel eyes held my own – not aggressive, but gently persistent, telling me she needed to know and communicating her strong conviction that this was something we needed to share honestly between the two of us.

I thought long and hard, mulling the question over.  Not the easiest to answer.  The question wasn’t whether I was excited by what I’d seen and knew was happening, the question was whether I was frightened and needed her to stop.  A very different question, and one I needed to think about long and hard.

Asking her to stop would be the less painful and on the surface would be the safer option, in terms of protecting our future as a couple.

But it would also remove this hugely exciting new element from my life – although of course it would still leave in place Marcus’s involvement in our lives, an element of our marriage that wasn’t gonna change anytime soon!

Deep down, I also feared that asking Lizzy to stop would leave a part of her frustrated and resentful.  She wouldn’t stop loving me – I never thought that for a minute – but a small part of her subconscious might breed resentment.  Breed resentment that might grow over time and become a real source of division and trouble for our previously united and rock-solid love.

Which of these weighed heavier on my mind – the fear of lost excitement, or the dread of creating even the tiniest of fissures in our marriage – I honestly can’t say.  What I can say is that they both were at the front of my mind when I stroked Lizzy’s cheek and gave her my answer.

“Sweetheart, none of this is easy … I want the excitement, the raw passion … just like you do … and I also want you to have this thing, coz I know how badly you want it … and I trust you, trust us … trust our love, our honesty and commitment … so, no … no, I don’t want you to stop it …”

Smiling with the most tender and devoted of expressions, she took my fingers from her cheek and held them to her lips.

“Thank you, honey … I’m so lucky to have such a loving, selfless man to call my best friend and husband … remember, honey, you and the girls always come first.”  Her smile slowly becoming less serious and more fun-filled as she kissed me and started unbuckling my belt.

“And remember, next week you’re due to come and stay in the house with us, so you can have your fun watching … and before you know it, your naughty wife will be home … I’ll be home in less than two weeks’ time from now…”

Words that at the time I almost ignored – but which came to have an outsized significance over the next few days.


Chapter 22

end July, early August

The rest of that date was filled with tender love making, which after the required recovery time shifted into something a little more naughty.  Having reestablished our emotional bond and confirmed that I did want to continue in the house, Lizzy felt confident enough to tease me.  Spurring me on to fuck her as hard and deep as I could.

“Come on, baby … show me what an old man can do!  Show those young hunks that you can still please your woman … show them it’s skill, not size that counts…”

This and a whole bunch of similar comments had the desired effect, getting me to slam hard into Lizzy doggy style as she looked back over her shoulder grinning happily as she manipulated the hell out of me.

When we were cuddling afterwards, I tried to get her to describe in detail just what it was that she had enjoyed on the road trip and that she was now loving in her time in the make-believe frat house. 

I could have made a pretty accurate guess myself, but I wanted intimate details rather than generalities.  And hearing it directly from her would also have been way more stimulating than hearing the same words in my own voice.

But in answer to my question, Lizzy gave me a slightly blushing and enigmatic smile. 

“No, baby … I don’t want to get into that now … I just want to enjoy the here and now, to enjoy the last few days of my sexy little nubble of make believe with Clayton, Darnell and all the other guys. 

“There’ll be plenty of time for us to talk about it when I’m home … when I’m home, that’s the right time to talk about this summer, why I loved it so much, and what it all means…”

~~~~~    

Over the next few days – seeing Marcus heading out to date Lizzy on Friday didn’t make it any easier – I struggled to stop myself obsessing about two things.

The first was that, the more I thought back over that heart-to-heart talk I had with Lizzy, the more I realized she’d very skillfully avoided answering the question I’d posed: ‘How are things gonna be between us when summer’s done and you come home? Has this summer changed things forever?’

Sure, she’d reassured me by telling me that the girls and me would always come first, that she’d never do anything to hurt me and that she’d always stop if I asked her to – including ending the whole frat house thing right now.

That was all good and had really reassured me. 

In fact, it reassured me so much that it wasn’t until the next day that it dawned on that Lizzy had managed to avoid answering the question of how things would be when she came home and whether things had changed forever.

As well as obsessing about how I should interpret her non-answering of my questions, the other thing I kept obsessing about were the last words she’d said to me before we’d parted on Wednesday night.  When she’d gently but firmly refused to talk in detail about the road trip and her summer in the frat house.  Explaining that, ‘There’ll be plenty of time when I’m home to talk about what it all means.’

Putting these two things together, I was driving myself utterly crazy.  I couldn’t walk out if I was being totally paranoid – that what was important were all the promises she gave me – or whether I was being stupid at not joining the dots to see a danger that was right in front of my face.

One moment I’d come down in ‘Camp Paranoid,’ the next moment I’d berate myself for not drawing what I told myself were the obvious conclusions from what I’d seen and what Lizzy had failed to say and told me we’d discuss when she got home.

~~~~~    

It was the Friday night right at the end of July, with Marcus and Lizzy out on one of their Friday night dates, that I received a call from a number I now knew to be Clayton’s.

I was right in the middle of one of these bouts of raging indecision when Clayton called.  I’d had three or four large shots of bourbon, thinking that might calm my agitated state and help me, once and for all, make up my mind.

I had no idea why Clayton was calling, I was just glad to have someone to talk to about this gnawing, soul-destroying tug-of-war going on in my head.

He listened patiently while I laid out the case for the prosecution and the case for the defense, and then he took me by surprise by offering me something that he told me was guaranteed to help me find out the truth.

(I later found out, he’d rung to describe something similar to what he was about to propose, but that on hearing my desperation, on the fly he improvised to use what I was telling him to get what he was calling about.)

“If you don’t mind me saying so, Mr. Andrews,” it was weird to hear him being so respectable after everything that had happened, “I think the problem here is that you’re telling yourself that you can’t quite be sure that what Lizzy’s telling you is the whole and honest truth … that you’re petrified she might be telling you only half the truth, holding stuff back and only telling you what she thinks you’re okay with now, that she might spring other stuff on you later … that that’s why you noticed her being evasive and not giving you straight answers to straight questions, only giving you half answers…”

Looking back later, it was clear to me that Clayton was stone-cold sober and that, in my half-cut state, I was – as advertising folk say – ‘highly suggestible’.  That I was also a little too drunk to weigh up the young giant’s motives - taking what he said as if all he cared about was helping the distraught sounding man on the other end of the phone.

“But, if I’ve understood right, and if you’re prepared to be a bit flexible, Mr. Andrews, I think I have a way for you to really find out what’s going on … to really find out what Lizzy wants and what she’s thinking…”

“Go on…” I asked, suddenly wide awake despite all the booze I’d drunk, totally curious as to how this youngster could fix my problem.

“Well, the way I see it, Mr. Andrews, is that if I could get the guys to agree to turn the CCTV in the house back on, but not tell Lizzy about it, then you’d get to see what’s really happening … what Lizzy really says and wants and thinks … that you’d know for sure the real unvarnished, honest truth … whether it’s good or bad, at least you’d know for sure…”

“You’d do that?” I stammered, already seduced and hooked by the idea.  I was telling myself this was all about finding out the truth – and that was certainly part of it.  But even more important was the way having secret, unfettered access to the CCTV feeds would feed my growing cuck-voyeur needs. 

To my buzzing, excited mind, this promised to be even more exciting than when Marcus had hidden me in the closet or allowed me to secretly watch their road trip.

It was only with the benefit of hindsight that I realized that Clayton, looking at my virtually salivating demeanor and bright, focused features, must have felt like a fisherman who’d already hooked his prey.  Now all he had to do was reel me in!

“You’d do that?” my dry, nervous throat asked again.

“Well, Mr. Andrews, I could try.  After all, you’re one of the good guys … you let me and the boys have fun with your wife … it only seems fair that we help you now,” he smiled, although just for a moment a look of doubt appeared on his face.

“What is it, Clayton … is there a problem?”

“Well, Mr. Andrews, I don’t know … I was thinking, the guys would be giving up their privacy – not everyone likes to always fuck for an audience - so I was just thinking it would help if I could offer them something in return…”

“Like what?” I asked, suddenly nervous that I was going to lose what my shaking body was already looking forward to.

He went quiet, looking at me nervously, like he was trying to work out whether he dared say what was on his mind.

“Go on, Clayton … say it … I think you’re right, this is the only way I’ll really get to know the truth … so, whatever it is, just say it … I promise I won’t be mad with you, I know you’re only trying to help…”

“OK, well, if you’re sure,” he said nervously, “…what I was thinking was that I could offer them extra time with Lizzy, extra time for loss of privacy?”

“She’s back at school on Tuesday, August Ninth, so how can I offer extra time?” my alcohol befuddled brain answered – only thinking of the narrow problem, not even thinking of the very stupid point.  That more time in that house would hardly strengthen my marriage.

“She might be back at school, but we don’t go off to college for another two-and-a-half weeks and my folks are still away … and the drive from Sunnyside to Woodlands ain’t too far, even if she’s working, she could still stay with us … I’m guessing those extra few days might be just enough to get the guys to agree…”

Fuck!  Why was I even discussing this?  Never mind giving it serious thought!  This was insanity.  It was like stemming the bleeding from a cut on your finger by cutting your whole fricking arm off!

Seeing my reaction, the young giant rapidly started back-pedaling.  “Look, Mr. Andrews … sorry I even mentioned it … forget I ever even mentioned it … I’m sure that, like she says, when she comes home, Lizzy will tell you everything … probably … well, those bits she thinks you’ll be okay with … I’m sure it will be alright … probably…”

(It was only weeks later that I realized how expertly I’d been played.  When I replayed the scene, I realized Clayton hadn’t meant a word of what he’d just said.  It was just the most tactical of withdrawals – just like when a fisherman gives slack on the line to allow the hook to sink deeper into his prey.)

“Hang on, hang on … don’t be so hasty … you just caught me by surprise,” I burbled, trying to organize my confused mind.  Trying to work out what it was I really wanted here and really wishing I’d not had all those glasses of bourbon.

The reality was that what Clayton had said – repeated statements that everything would ‘probably’ be okay, his sly comments that Lizzy would share, but only partially share – had been like dum-dum bullets slamming into my ability to think straight.  His words – supposedly helpful and supportive – had the opposite effect, sowing panic and doubt into me.

“So, shall I see if they’ll go for it, Mr. Andrews?  As you’ve been such a great guy, lending Lizzy to us, letting her have her fun … I really think there’s a good chance they’ll agree, if I try my best to persuade them…”

“Oookkkaayyy,” I finally replied very hesitantly, “but there’s one condition I have to add … Lizzy would have to agree to it … this would have to be something she’s comfortable with…”

Now it was his turn to think.  His was the face pausing and chewing on options now.  But being totally sober, his response time was quicker.

“Okay, I’ll include that when I put it to the guys…”

“Hang on, hang on!” I virtually shouted, another thought suddenly coming to me. 

“I’ll agree to the extra two-and-a-half weeks – if Lizzy’s onboard with it.  Hell, what a couple more weeks on top of a couple of months!  But if this thing’s gonna work, Lizzy really has to have no idea I’m watching.  Which means you can’t go asking all the other guys – because one of them’s bound to blab.”

“If we’re going to do this thing, Clayton, then it has to be a deal just between you and me.  That way I know I’ll be seeing the real Lizzy.  Without that, what’s the point?  I’d just be giving Lizzy up for no real purpose!”

His giant young face was back in thinking, chewing mode – before slowly breaking out in a big wide grin.

“Ok … I’m ok with that, but with two provisos … number one, that when you tell Lizzy about the extra time and ask her if she’s okay with it, you tell her that you want her to stay, because it will make her happy and be exciting for you…”

Fuck!  That was a big ask.  My logical brain hated it, but my cuckold cock was already hardening at the rampant humiliation of what Clayton was bartering for.

“Oookkkaayyy, if I do agree to that,” I asked warily, both of us knowing this meant I implicitly was agreeing, “what’s your second proviso?”

“My second proviso is an insurance policy…”

I looked confused, so he explained.

“An insurance policy because I’m going to be giving you your thing immediately, giving you your secret CCTV access well before me and the boys get anything.  You’ll be getting it before Lizzy even agrees to the extra two weeks…”

“So, the insurance policy,” the young giant continued, “is that you’ll still get your planned time here with Lizzy before high school starts – but that it won’t be the planned whole week … it’ll just be the weekend … that way, even if she doesn’t agree to stay the extra weeks, me and the boys will have a few extra days with her, without hubby cramping her style and our style…”

“And how exactly, smart ass, are we gonna pull that off without Lizzy getting suspicious?  Remember, this whole thing’s about letting me see the real Lizzy … if she’s suspicious, what’s the point?”

“Oh, come on, Mr. Andrews … you have work emergencies all the time!  I’m sure if you try hard enough, you can persuade Mrs. Andrews that you’re unavoidably detained, that you’re sorry and you’ll really miss her, and that you’ll see her on the weekend…”

Fuck!  He had it all worked out.  For one so young who didn’t give the outside impression of being a young Einstein, he certainly seemed to have out-thought and out-negotiated me.  A man thirty years his senior with several more years more schooling.

But he had the advantage of being sober versus my half-cut.  And maybe he had the advantage because deep down there was some small, sick, embarrassing part of me who wanted to agree to what he was suggesting.

The truth was that, as soon as I’d opened my big mouth to share my fears, I’d handed him the bullets to construct the perfect trap. 

The perfect trap that gave me the chance to see what Lizzy was really doing and what she really wanted without her being aware I was watching.

And the perfect trap that appealed to the masochistic cuckold in me who seemed to get stronger, and more influential with every passing day.
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The line went dead and before I had a chance to draw breath, a message arrived:

‘Mr. A … thanks for lending us your gorgeous wife … I know she’s loved it … and I’m pretty sure you have as well!!  Mr. A, I know you’re a straight-shooter and while I think our plan is the best way for you to really understand where your wife’s at, I really don’t want you to feel you’ve been railroaded into this…’

I watched with bated breath as the three little dots winked at me, telling me Clayton wasn’t done.

The next part of his message explained that, as Lizzy still expected me to be moving into the house next week, she’d decreed that the second viewing night she’d agreed to would happen on Saturday night, as that and Sunday night were the only two options.

It was the next bit of the text that made me stop and think, as Clayton’s text explained what he planned to do at the end of the call when Lizzy knew I’d be watching.

‘When Lizzy ends the viewing session, I’ll turn the CCTV back on but won’t tell her or any of the other guys … so you don’t feel railroaded, as you’re one of the good guys, I’ll give you half-an-hour to make your final choice … if you send a thumbs down to tell me you changed your mind, fine … I’ll turn the feed off and you’ll never really get to know what Lizzy’s thinking and doing…’

‘… but if you don’t send any message, then our deal stays in place … we won’t see you until the weekend, then you have to tell her you want her to stay the extra weeks with her new boy toys!’

Fuck!  For someone who said he didn’t want to railroad me, it sure felt like he’d laid the tracks and hitched me up to the most powerful of switcher locos!

Firing up our coffee-maker – I really, really needed a clear head for this – I looked at my situation from every angle.

Maybe it wasn’t as bad as I’d thought it was.  Right now, I hadn’t agreed to anything.  All I’d done was listen to Clayton’s ideas and agree to a set of options.

I started to feel more optimistic. 

Clayton’s last message had made it clear.  If I replied with a thumbs down, then all bets were off.  Yes, I’d lose my secret window into Lizzy’s behavior.  But the flip side was that I’d get to be with Lizzy for her last week in the house and that I’d have her home with me in Woodside for the start of her new school year.

But then, even as the black coffee started to sober me up, another set of feelings kicked in.  Fear and doubt.  Fear that I’d give in to the temptation of being given the chance to secretly watch Lizzy for the three whole weeks.  Doubt that I had it in me to stay strong enough to resist Clayton’s cunningly crafted offer.  The mix of arousal and the need to see whether things had really changed for Lizzy was a hellishly difficult cocktail to withstand.

~~~~~    

Marcus returned around the middle of the afternoon on Saturday – looking just as smug as when he’d returned from each of his previous three dates with Lizzy.  The look on his face making my gut churn at the injustice of how long his dates were with Lizzy compared to my much shorter Wednesday evening affairs.

As normal, he seemed to have an almost mystical ability to interpret the source of my scowl.

“You’re not wrong, cucky – no, it isn’t fair!  But then again, you’ve got a little itty-bitty cucky, cock … so no wonder Lizzy’s keen to wind up your dates super quick so she can get back to a house full of real men with real cocks!”

Seeing my darkening, furrowing brow, he lightened the mood – giving what I guess passed for an olive branch in his world.

“Oh, come on, Alan, man … lighten up!  I’m just yanking your chain … if Lizzy had said that to you, your cock would have been as hard as nails … and what she told me, my buddy Darnell said similar and worse last time you watched in…”

I wasn’t going to admit it, but he had a point.

“Talking of which, Al, my little cucky friend … you do know the only reason Lizzy’s still not on her back, legs high in the air taking a monster pounding from my big cock is coz she loves you enough to push me off her so she can go home and get ready for tonight’s special show!”

Oh fuck!  I guess I shouldn’t have been surprised that even though I’d only found out the timing yesterday, he already knew – but still it annoyed me that he might have had prior knowledge to one of the few things that was meant to be mainly for me. 

It also made me wonder if Clayton had told him about our conversation last night.  Or even worse, if Marcus had been involved in planning Clayton’s offer – although my instinct told me no, as the extra two weeks would also keep Lizzy away from Marcus.  No, the offer seemed to be more about Clayton freestyling on his own.

~~~~~    

Having grabbed himself some snacks (so much for medics and healthy living!), Marcus was out the door to make the most of his last evening before starting another three-day duty period – leaving me happy to be alone again as I waited for the call I knew was coming.

I sat sipping a new blend of coffee – I’d learned my lesson yesterday – I retired to the privacy of our bedroom, my mind a swirling, whirring mess of fifty-eight different sets of emotions.  Excitement and anticipation at the ‘show’ I was about to see, trepidation and anxiety at the huge decision awaiting me at evening’s end.  But most of all, a feverish, light-headed sense of expectancy at seeing Lizzy’s beautiful, loving face and hearing her voice for the first time in three days.

I felt like a besotted, smitten schoolboy all over again. 

It was like I’d been magically transported all the way back to the little town in Texas where I’d first met Lizzy.  I felt that same breathless, gut-churning excitement I’d felt when I’d first seen the pretty newcomer, when for several weeks I’d been unable to take my eyes off the girl I thought was the most beautiful and gorgeous creature I’d ever seen.  Until finally I’d plucked up the courage to ask her out and been amazed when she’d given me a shy, sheepish smile and said yes.

How could it be I felt like this?  That was more than thirty years ago.  We’d lived a life together, given our hearts and lives to each other, making and raising two wonderful children. 

So how the hell could I feel this strange mix of nerves and excitement at the thought of seeing and talking to this woman I knew so well – after a separation no longer than seventy-two hours?

It seemed totally stupid – totally illogical.  But even as I scolded myself for being so childish and so stupid, I knew deep down that - however illogical – feelings rarely lie.  Just as deep down I knew exactly why I felt like this.  Because all my instincts told me that, after more than two years going deeper and deeper into this lifestyle, Lizzy and I had finally gotten to a true watershed moment in how we wanted to live our lives.

I knew in my heart Lizzy had explored her deepest and darkest fantasies this summer. 

Yes, for two years we’d both been happy for her to have a lover who’d become her regular boyfriend with whom she shared a deep emotional connection.

But this summer was different.  This summer Lizzy had explored her sluttiest, most deviant fantasies.  Spending the whole summer as the sexual plaything and Girl Friday for a whole bunch of well-hung young black guys.

I was perceptive enough to know I didn’t know what Lizzy wanted going forward.  But that same perceptiveness also told me that an experience like the last few weeks would inevitably change and remap any woman’s plans for what they wanted from life.  I didn’t think she’d want to be rid of me or rid of our family life – but it seemed pretty sure that when she came home, she’d want new things in her life.  New things that, as a white guy with a normal-sized body and cock, I’d never be able to give her!

That was why she’d been so evasive in avoiding answering my questions last week.  She knew we needed to talk about this stuff, but she wanted to wait until she came home before she sat me down for that particular heart-to-heart.

So, no – my nervousness at seeing and speaking to Lizzy after so many years together wasn’t some crazy, deluded insanity.  It was very much grounded in sanity and the whole situation I’d allowed to develop.

And this was all without layering in what Marcus might want when Lizzy came home!  Because despite his protestations the previous weekend that the road trip and the pretend frat house were all for Lizzy’s benefit, my instincts still told me his motives weren’t totally selfless.


Chapter 24

My phone rang just after six p.m.

“Hey, baby!”  Her face looked full of love, but her normal twinkling eyes looked a little dulled and tired.  Not surprising as Marcus hadn’t seen her for a week, and their session had only finished a few hours ago.  No doubt their sexual workout had been as full-blooded and energetic as normal!

“How are you honey?” she asked, and we were soon discussing various everyday family and work things. 

I tried my best to concentrate, but not having seen her in the last three days, my mind was having to readjust all over again to her new hair color and style.  The change from her soft brown curls to a short, blonde bob took some getting used to, and I found my mind easily wandering off work and family onto how she looked and whether this was just one more sign of how quickly things were changing.

After a few minutes of this family stuff, Lizzy’s face told me she wanted to talk about something different, more pressing and decidedly less wholesome matters.

“Sweetheart, after our talk the other day, are you still okay with all this?” she asked, wafting her hand around the bedroom she was in – location unknown (at least to me), somewhere in Sunnyside.  “Or are you still worried and need me to come home early?”

My whole chest felt that wonderful, soothing warmth as I smiled back, my heart overflowing with love for this wonderful woman.  Again, feeling like I’d been transported back to fifth grade when every moment with or near her felt like I was walking on air.

The fact that, despite all her other ‘distractions’, my pain and fears were still front of mind for her … the fact that without me even thinking it, she’d unilaterally offered to end things and come back to me … it all just made me feel wonderful, filling me with a new sense of confidence that everything was going to have a happy ending.

“No, it’s fine honey … we’ll see each other soon enough,” I added, a wave of guilt hitting me even before I’d finished speaking, guilt about discussing things with Clayton whilst hiding it from Lizzy.

“Okay, if you’re sure,” she smiled softly, the tiredness still showing through.

“Anyway, sweetheart, if you’re sure, then I’ve got a little surprise for you, a show that’s going to make my kinky husband happy…”

“Boys!” she hollered – even at volume, her voice still sounded tired.

I didn’t have a chance to dwell on it as seconds later I was hearing loud feet on the stairs that sounded like a rampaging pack of elephants coming upstairs.  African bull elephants approaching the only female elephant in their little downtown, urban herd!

‘Old man’ Leroy, the bartender, was the first one Lizzy showed me strolling butt-naked through the door.  Followed in short order by other naked black bodies.  The six-nine physique of Delores’ son Tyrone, his lanky frame topped with its normal mop of frizzy hair.  Elias with his cornrows, slender like Tyrone but a ‘mere’ six-one or six-two.  Spider, shorter but made to look intimidating by the large web tattoo on his face.  And last, but not least, Hose – the youngster who seemed to make more cum than all the other guys put together.  

“I hope you enjoy this, sweetheart,” Lizzy smiled softly as, dropping the silk robe she’d been wearing, she knelt in the middle of the circle of young black cocks.

Five pairs of black hands and only one pair of tits, as Lizzy’s head moved like clockwork around the circle, there was a non-stop but good-natured fight to see who could grab at the soft, spongy flesh of her boobs to give them a good squeeze.  Or who could capture one or both of her pebble hard nipples. To roll and twist them up to the next level of swollen hardness.

Isolated forty miles away in our family home and unable to tear my eyes away from the CCTV image that had replaced the iPhone image, I had to stroke my own much smaller and less impressive cock. 

‘No one to suck my cock,’ I sighed to myself, staring at my beautiful Lizzy as her head bobbed from cock to cock – as she played the sexiest and most oral version of musical chairs I’d ever seen.

But even though she was doing her best, I sensed the same tiredness and lack of energy I’d noticed earlier.

As she started the third circuit of blow jobs, Marcus’s buddy Darnell – he of the ‘Mr. Dreads’ handle who’d lost out to Marcus on that fateful first night – appeared through the doorway.  But unlike the other five, he was fully clothed.

Roughly barging his way through the circle, he was gentler as he pulled Lizzy’s head off the top of Elias’s cock.  Making a lewd ‘pop’ sound as the top two inches of his cock popped out, glistening with a generous coating of Lizzy’s saliva.

“Come with me, Liz … I can see how tired you are, and I know you really want to put on a good show for cucky boy!” he chuckled, pulling Lizzy by the hand.  The two of them headed for the door so rapidly that Lizzy’s succulent full boobs bounced in time with her steps.  “I’ve got just the thing to give you a little help … help you feel better … put on a really good show for cucky boy!”

I heard their steps moving quickly down the stairs – then I was just left with a mind full of images of five black bodies and thoughts on what the hell was happening!’

‘I’ve got just the thing to help you feel better…’  Whichever way I cut it, Darnell’s words could only mean one thing – and as a medic and someone with deep roots in the shadiest part of town, I had no doubt he could easily lay his hands on any number of substances which would ‘help you feel better.’

Three weeks ago, when Lizzy had been like an energizer bunny sucking cocks while Darnell and Leroy double-fucked her pussy, I’d wondered if someone in the house had given her a little artificial ‘energy bump’.  But I’d seen no evidence, so I’d given her the benefit of the doubt.

But right now, the only question in my mind was just how much ‘help’ Darnell had in mind to administer to Lizzy – and the not unrelated question of just how far Lizzy would allow him to push her.

From all our years together, first as students and then as parents, I knew Lizzy’s attitude to drugs was like my own – very conservative, but not so extreme as to impose a total ban when we’d been steering our girls through the minefield of modern adolescence.

‘Drink, but in moderation’ and ‘an occasional little party dope’ had been our guidance when we’d sat them down and talked to them – but now I wondered if Lizzy would have the willpower and self-restraint to practice what she’d preached.

At college, she and I had never used anything more than a little marijuana – and only then, in small amounts and on very few occasions.  But a house in the middle of Sunnyside was perfectly located to offer no end of stronger, more addictive alternatives.

Ecstasy, Mephedrone, Meth, Crystal Meth, Coke … I had no doubt that any of these and a whole load of similar things I’d never heard of could be summoned via one quick call.  With my pulse racing, I had to hope Lizzy was still self-aware enough to either give a total ‘No’ or only allow Darnell to tempt her with the mildest of options.

‘Lizzy can be pretty willful and stubborn,’ I told myself – telling myself that after all her talks with the girls over so many years, surely there was a fifty-fifty chance she’d resist Darnell’s offer and pressure he might apply.

~~~~~    

Hearing their steps coming back up the stairs, a poignant, ironic thought struck me. 

‘I hope she’s only done Ecstasy … I hope it’s only something like Molly…’  This one, single ironic thought encapsulated just how much our lives had changed.

Darnell, still fully clothed, stepped through the door first, addressing the five young guys whose cocks were now dangling rather than standing to attention.

“Here she is, guys,” he chuckled, waving his hands like an MC as Lizzy entered behind him. “Boys!  I give you the return of Liz … Liz, otherwise known as ‘Teach’ … Liz, otherwise known as ‘The Energizer Bunny’ … she’s all yours, boys!  Enjoy!”

Any hopes that I’d had that she’d stuck to her guns disappeared the moment Lizzy stepped through the doorway.  Although my eyes were always drawn to the shape and bounce of her teardrop boobs and the sway of her ass – this time more of my attention was on her face.

That’s where I saw it.  That was when all doubt disappeared.  I saw it in the sudden, almost magical change in her eyes and facial muscles.  Her beautiful hazel eyes were no longer dulled and going through the motions.  Now they were sparky, twinkling and full of life and humor. 

The muscles around her eyes and in her cheeks and jaw were equally reinvigorated – no longer loose and slack, but suddenly taut, a sure sign her mind was on high alert.  Mind and eyes bumped up by some chemical helper Darnell had offered and Lizzy had obviously accepted!

‘Please, please, please … let it only be something mild … something non-addictive … and only a small quantity,’ I prayed silently to myself.  My mind full of anguish.  But also polluted by thoughts and shame I didn’t have the courage to acknowledge. 

I got excited by Lizzy acting out her darkest, sluttiest fantasies.  That bit of me I was okay to own and face into. 

But a small, silent part of me also was equally aroused by the thought of Lizzy - my formerly well-behaved, high school working wife and mom - being so out of control.  Being so out of control on the delights of her new lifestyle that she was prepared to use drugs for energy to service all these guys. Drugs that would heighten her senses, so she’d enjoy their big cocks even more and cum even harder and longer as they railed and pummeled her.

I don’t know if it was the drugs or if it was the buildup Darnell had given her, but whatever the reason, she sashayed from the doorway back into the center of her circle of admirers with a new confidence and purpose. 

Still naked, her big boobs bouncing, somewhere along the way she’d donned a pair of strappy silver heels that made her legs and ass look fabulous as she strutted across the floor with a real feline fluidity.  The five-inch strappy heels – the only clothing she was wearing – giving her a really slutty look as she resumed her position on her knees and picked up where she’d left off.

She’d definitely taken something – she was a totally new woman.  Eyes full of fire and sexual craving as she attacked each new cock with a hunger that had been totally lacking before Darnell had led her away to offer her ‘a little help.’

Before, she’d wanted to do the right thing by the boys and by me – but in reality, she’d just been going through the motions.

Before, as her head had moved from cock to cock, her movement had been slow and jaded, still worn out from how hard and long Marcus had fucked her.  And she’d only licked and sucked at the very tops of the young guys’ cocks – only wetting the first couple of inches as her hands had sat passively on the abs or hips of whichever guy she was blowing.  Even their feverish attention to her boobs and nipples hadn’t really lifted her.

But now it was totally different.

Now there was fire in her eyes and lust in her belly.  She attacked each new cock as if she was trying to instantly and immediately hoover down each guy’s seed as if it was the sweetest and most precious of nectars.

She didn’t just wet the top of each cock, depending on the girth of the cock, her hungrily bobbing head would swallow three, four or five inches.  Not just swallowing, but teasing each in turn with the most loving and teasing of performances.  Her tongue and teeth working at the most sensitive parts of their cockheads, making them swoon and screw their faces up from the intensity of the way she was treating their bell ends

She was a woman on fire, hungry for their cocks and the nectar that each could provide, her hands working in perfect harmony with her sucking mouth.  Playing with heavy, full balls and ticking and probing at their young, tight butt-holes.  Weighing and cupping, fondling and caressing, wiggling fingers into tight spaces that allowed her to make friends with their hyper-sensitive young prostate glands.

Just when I thought she’d totally forgotten this was meant to be as much for me as it was for her, she lifted her head from Tyrone’s huge cock and smiled up at the camera.

“Hey, baby … sorry about the late start,” she giggled.  “As you office types like to say, I was ‘unavoidably detained’ … by a certain EMT and his big cock!  I tried to say ‘no’, that I didn’t need any medical attention … but he kept on taking my attention with that big old thermometer of his … over and over and over again!”

The look in her eyes … the silly, giggly demeanor … she’d definitely been fed something, the only question was what?

When she’d finished giggling at her own joke, she continued.  “Anyway, love of my life … this next bit’s for you!  My naughty, cucky husband … hope you’re super hard and playing with yourself when you see what’s about to happen next.”

Dragging a cushioned footstool into the middle of the circle to put her chest at the right height, with real lust on her face she grasped Tyrone’s huge shaft again and put it right in the cleft between her beautiful boobs.

Pushing them together to form a tight, soft valley of mammary flesh, she grinned up at the lanky young giant as she placed his hands left and right to keep the valley intact. 

“Come on, baby … time to fuck the shit out of mama’s tits … fuck them like you mean it, then give me all your hot, virile man juice … shoot it, all hot and sticky, all over my face … mark me like you mean it … like you wanna own me!”

Delores’ only son didn’t need any second invitation, his thin eleven-inch beast was soon pistoning up and down between Lizzy’s pillow-soft boobs with a smoothness that belied just how fast he was fucking her tits.  A heavenly look on the youngster’s face, like all his Christmases had come at once.

Lizzy herself wasn’t idle.  Although she was partly restricted by the force of Tyrone’s strokes and the strength of his vice-like grip on the top of her shoulders, she managed to pull two of the guys closer.  The tightness and speed with which she worked Spider and Leroy’s cocks a mirror image of what Tyrone was doing to her chest.

“Elias, sorry honey … I’ve only got two hands and two tits … come here on my left, I want you to cum all over my boobs.”

Then she turned to the young man whose balls produced baby batter by the quart.  “Hose, you come here, stand just by Tyrone, I have a special job for you … I want you to use your special talents to cover mama’s whole face in man juice!  Don’t spare me, honey!  I want it dripping off my eyebrows … dripping off my nose and chin … I want my hair matted and my eyes all gooed up with your sticky mess, hardly able to see…”

Who was this woman?  Where had my wife gone?  I knew this was the culmination of two whole years of step-by-step exploring.  But even so!  And to me, this wasn’t just whatever tablets Darnell had fed her doing the talking – this was all Lizzy. 

Lizzy unplugged, Lizzy unchained – unmoored from society’s rules and expectations.  Her husband knew and had given his approval.  Her daughters knew – although not the details.  So, she was finally free to fully explore her deepest, most long repressed sexual desires and fantasies.

It was simultaneously both the most frightening and the most deeply erotic thing I’d ever seen.  Lizzy simultaneously acting as an active, pleasuring whore to the three men she was servicing – while the other two stroked themselves like they were worshipping some Athenian goddess.  If Helen of Troy had looked half this beautiful, then the whole ancient world would have been in a permanent state of war just for a chance to kiss her lips and lay between her legs.

But laying between her legs would have to come later – Lizzy had made her priorities crystal clear.  Fucking her and stretching her and shooting seed deep into her pussy could all come later.  What she wanted now was the male tribute of these young guys, wanted it spat high and low and all over her body.

She wanted to feel the heat, the stickiness and the sheer, animal virility of ten young male testes firing five jets of scalding hot seed to cover as much of her face, tits and hair as possible.  And from the looks on their faces, whether they were Lizzy-stroked or self-stroked, all of them were right on the edge of giving Lizzy exactly what she wanted. 

Tyrone – Tyrone fucking away into the pillowy valley of her cleavage and soft, cushiony boobs – was the first to blow.  Fitting for such a lanky young giant, he gave a roar that seemed to start in the depths of his belly before it exploded to fill the room.

His lungs weren’t the only thing to burst, the end of his cock exploding to shower Lizzy.  Alerted by his roar, Lizzy was looking down so his molten discharge spat hot and fast all over her beautiful face and into her new blonde hair.

Lizzy squealed with joy, loving the feel and texture of the youngster’s seed as it covered half her face, a little of it even spurting into her open mouth.

The sight of their buddy covering ‘Teach’s’ face and hair made Leroy and Spider whoop as my sexy, skilled wife brought their cocks to boiling point at almost exactly the same moment.  Squealing happily as she received two more sticky male tributes. Holding Spider’s cock barely an inch from her lips, she pulled his foreskin back and squeezed hard.  The teenager’s knees visibly buckling as he pumped four or five jets of seed onto my wife’s lips and into her hungry mouth.

‘Old man’ Leroy (I was still perplexed as to where ‘Old man’ Darnell and his dreads were?) was next to fire off a batch, Lizzy’s skilled hands timing it perfectly.  Giving Spider’s hooded cock a last squeeze of thanks just in time to turn her jizz-covered face towards Leroy’s thick eight-incher.

“Cum for me, baby,” she smiled up at the big man, shrieking happily as despite being much older than the fertile youngsters, he splashed repeated spurts of nut all over Lizzy’s happy face.

It was now dripping off every part of her face … running down into her eyes, and there were still two guys to come.  (To cum!!)  Elias, making use of Tyrone’s absence as he stepped in and grabbed Lizzy’s boobs.  Giving them both a good squeeze as he pulled hard at her swollen teats.  Kissing her salty lips before releasing one boob so he could make himself cum all over her chest.  If the other guys had wanted to ‘worship’ her face, he wanted to pay homage to the boobs that had nursed our two daughters.

Four of the five guys were now spent.  Spent and very happy, their ‘hunter’s’ demeanor replaced by relaxed muscles and chilled smiles as they backed off, grinning at what they knew was coming next.

“Come on, Hose … give mama what you know she wants,” she cooed, beckoning him closer with one crook of her left index finger. 

A crook that showed the camera that only two rings sat on her ring finger.  The special, expensive Tiffany’s ring she’d recently accepted from Marcus, and the single black ring that signified that this summer she belonged to a pack of horny young black guys.  The absence of my own rings sending a searing bittersweet pain through my heart.  They were only bits of metal, but when you’re feeling emotionally vulnerable, even symbols matter.  And those particular symbols sat here with me in her ring box, while the woman herself was miles away and ringless.  Ringless in terms of her physical bonds with me.

Thankfully, a cough and a stumble from Hose as he stepped forward interrupted my bout of self-pity.  The moment he was within range, Lizzy pulled at his thigh to bring him right up next to her.

With one hand grasping his teenage cock, the other reached between his legs to cup his stupendously large balls like they were the most priceless of Fabergé eggs.

“Come on, baby … don’t hold out on mama!  I know you want to let me have it … come on, baby … coat mama’s face … give me all you’ve got … show mama your special talent … own her, make her your own with your baby juice…”

“Arrhhh! Arrhhh!” the youngster roared as Lizzy’s hand moved like lightning, moving his black cock around like it was a real hose as she played jet after jet of his sticky seed all around her eyes, face and lips.  Those two huge balls of his seeming to produce as much jizz as the eight balls which had already dumped their loads on my wife’s beautiful face and ample chest.

Fuck!  She’s already been a mess of male seed.  Now she was like some nympho pornstar to the power of ten.  Face beaming, eyes so gooed up they were unable to open, barely an inch of her face without some type of muck.  A picture that was finished off by her tongue darting out left and right - half lizard, half preening cat.  Each time bringing juice back to feed into her hungry, voracious mouth.

It took a good ten seconds, but finally her fingers had cleaned away enough goo that she could now open at least one eye.

“Hey, babe,” she grinned at me, “did hubs enjoy the show?  Are you hard, baby?  Watching me service all these big black cocks?  Watching your naughty, slutty wife letting them cum all over my face?  The face that you kiss?”

Using one of the fingers she’d been using to clean the sticky muck from her eyes, she scooped up some extra jizz from her cheek and then, with a big grin, tasted just the tip.

“Umm, yummy!  Would you like a little lick yourself, honey … when you come to stay in a week’s time?” she teased, before an exaggerated afterthought.  “Oh, baby, I nearly forgot!  As I’ll still belong to the boys when you have your week with me, I asked Delores if she wouldn’t mind joining us … you know … to kind of take care of your ‘needs’!”

“It’ll be lovely to see you, baby, and we can hug and kiss, but while I’m here in the house, house rules say I belong to my housemates … but I’m sure my new bestie Delores will take good care of you!”

If you wanted to know just how weird our marriage had gotten, the fact that says it all was that as Lizzy was laying down the rules, my overwhelming feelings were a cocktail of guilt and fear. 

Guilt that while she was busy planning for the week I’d be there with her, I was seriously contemplating giving her some made up bullshit about work, so I’d could get my kicks by taking Clayton up on his offer of secretly watching her via the CCTV system.

And fear, that recurring fear that my wife’s frequent efforts to set me up with Delores meant she had some ulterior motive so that I’d have an emergency chute, if and when Lizzy might decide she wanted even more time with Macolm and less time with me.

Fuck!  What a complicated life we’d built for ourselves these last couple of years!

I had some huge decisions to make and I knew I only had the rest of the evening to decide!

To be continued ….
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