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Synopsis

The continuing tale of Lizzy and my life.  Empty-nesters, forty-something childhood sweethearts living a life we’d never expected.

A life that had been entering a sedate and tranquil middle-age, until a random vacation discussion about sexual fantasies revealed my wife’s attraction to big-bodied black guys – and my own predilection for the voyeuristic pleasures of wife-watching.

Cue vacation experimentation.  Cue a nightclub dalliance that had sprung roots and given Lizzy and me the different things we both wanted.

And now, two years on from when our games had started, I was away travelling on business.  Away on business congratulating myself on arranging a way to secretly watch Lizzy and her long-time lover Marcus. 

But as I listened to their conversations, I stressed out and realized I needed to get home super quick.  Listening to the two of them, I wondered just where our lives and marriage were headed!


Chapter 1

Nov 21 Saturday

“The seatbelt sign is now off, you’re now free to move around the cabin. Please…”

I never got past six words, my brain was too torn up by what I’d heard between my wife Lizzy and her black EMT lover last night.  What I’d heard having lit a thousand little fires of fear in my head, fears that had slowly inched together until now they formed one giant, flaming forest.  A flaming forest that had driven me to spend a sleepless night while I waited for the first flight home.

So now I had three hours to kill while we flew down the country and then a taxi sprint across town so that I could confront Lizzy and start putting things right.  Something I should likely have done many, many months ago.

“What would you like for breakfast, sir?” she beamed, “We have Belgian waffles, frittatas and also yogurt fruit bowl…”

Willowy, perfectly made up and with a smile that hinted at more than the painted-on friendliness of most US airline stewardesses, on another day I’d have thought myself blessed that I’d not landed one of the more common matronly dragons.  Matronly dragons who thought they were doing me a favor by allowing me to pay seven hundred bucks for the pleasure of their company and a First-Class seat.

Another day I’d have made small talk and flirted a little, but today I was beside myself with a heart-pounding mix of fear and regret.

The regret part was easy.  I could easily spend half the journey wallowing in self-pity as, step-by-step, I self-flagellated myself about every stupid decision I’d taken over the last two years.

After more than twenty happy years of marriage, just why the hell had I thought it was a good idea to open our marriage so Lizzy could live out her sexual fantasies?  Any dimwit guy with even half a brain knew that when you’d lucked out marrying a woman like Lizzy, you made damned sure to keep her happy and keep her to yourself!

But hadn’t that been the problem?  It was my desire to make her happy – living out her fantasies of being naughty and slutty with a ‘Big Black Man’ that had allowed Marcus into our lives.  And it seems I’d made one mistake after another after that first night.  As with each passing month I’d allowed her well-hung thirty-something lover to take a more and more important role in our lives.

I DID want to make her happy.  I loved her to the bottom of my soul.  And even until just a few hours ago, even though Marcus was a big part of our lives, I’d thought everything was okay. 

Over the two-year evolution of our hotwife relationship with him, I’d been okay to gradually be less involved and active and to let their relationship blossom.  And, aside from the occasional twinge of jealousy, I’d not regretted it one bit. 

I was happy that Lizzy was getting regular sex with Marcus that, painful as it was to admit, far surpassed anything I’d ever given her or would ever be capable of.  And I was proud of my selfless love in being the vehicle through which she got this great sex, and a relationship with a guy who ticked all her fantasy boxes.

~~~~~    

“Coffee, sir?” the pretty stewardess interrupted.

“Yes, please … black please…”

“Are you sure sir, this batch IS quite strong … are you sure you wouldn’t like some milk or sugar, to dilute the strength a little?”

As the stewardess carefully poured the strong, steaming black liquid, I thought of the irony of her words.

Wasn’t it just for these very reasons – strong and black – that Lizzy had been attracted to her young EMT lover in that fateful night club meeting?  Shaven head, ex-military bearing and six-foot-two and two-hundred-and-seventy pounds of prime black beef.  If that didn’t tick the box on her ‘Big, Black Man’ fantasy, then what the hell would?

I winced as I recalled that day on our Caribbean vacation when I’d thought I was so clever to get Lizzy and I to read Nancy Friday’s classic book on sexual fantasies.  ‘Add a little spice to our newly changed Empty Nester lives,’ I’d thought to myself. 

What I could never have known was how Lizzy’s fascination with Nancy Friday’s fantasy topics (‘rooms’) twelve and seven would mesh with my own secret thoughts about male fantasy fourteen.  Lizzy’s ‘Big Black Men’ and ‘Thrill of the Forbidden’ fantasies being the perfect counterpoint to my ‘Sharing Our Woman with Another Man’ fantasy.

‘What could possibly go wrong?’ I grimaced, the contorted look on my face so strong the stewardess looked like she was going to ask me if I was okay.

That had all been two years ago, when we’d opened up and then had a chance meeting with Marcus.  Marcus the intimidating looking but strangely polite and quiet ex-Army EMT who lived in the ‘wrong part’ of Houston.  Marcus, the man ten years our junior who was blessed with a hugely girthy nine-inch cock that he’d used to conquer my wife on their very first night and who’d not looked back since.

“Are you okay, sir?”

“Sorry?”  I looked up with confusion at the concerned young stewardess.

“You were chuntering to yourself … I thought you might be having a seizure, or a fit…”

How embarrassing!  I’d been so wrapped up in my thoughts I hadn’t noticed either her approach or my own strange behavior.  I’d been thinking back through every little escalation I’d allowed over the last two years.  How I’d allowed planned ‘occasional’ sessions between the three of us to become weekly sessions.  How I’d allowed these meetings to gradually morph from these weekly threesomes at our place into where we were now – where I was only involved on an occasional basis and the staple had become my lovely wife Lizzy spending the night with Marcus twice most weeks.

‘Why had I allowed all this?’ I asked myself, this time silently enough to avoid worrying the stewardess.  The answer coming quietly but persistently, because aside from wanting Lizzy to be happy, I’d also discovered something embarrassing and troubling about myself.  I enjoyed the whole bittersweet pain, mildly masochistic and humiliating fact of seeing Marcus slowly becoming more important in Lizzy’s life.

I’d experienced these first, confusing twinges on their very first night – and the more their relationship blossomed, the more I savored the jealousy and conflicted pleasures of losing a little bit of the woman I loved to another man.

To an outsider it would have sounded weird and foolish.  Almost as weird and foolish as believing until as late as last night that this was all A-okay, believing that Lizzy’s love for me was far stronger and more important than her purely physical relationship with Marcus.

But then last night had happened!  Last night when I’d had another of my ‘aren’t I so clever’ moments.  Away on business, I’d used the stay of Marcus’s sister at his place to maneuver the lovers’ Friday night meetup from his apartment to our home.  The same home which I’d recently equipped with a high-end security system complete with multiple CCTV cameras.

Lizzy had never been remotely interested in that kind of thing and Marcus didn’t even know that it was there.  Which was why I’d been so self-congratulatory and excited as I’d tuned in to finally see how things were between the two of them when I wasn’t around.

An experience that had at first just been surprising in a sexually arousing way, as I’d watched the rough, animalistic way Marcus fucked my Lizzy.  A way that she seemed to really crave and get off on, as Marcus connected with parts of her sexual psyche she’d always been too embarrassed to show to me.

That bit had been shocking but not really worrying.  But what came next had set all kinds of alarm bells ringing.  When after Lizzy came stronger than I’d ever seen before, things got quiet and loving between the two of them.  When there was a cryptic and troubling conversation between the two of them.  Marcus insisting that Lizzy have ‘the talk’ with me, Lizzy saying a talk like that ‘wasn’t easy’ and that the thing she was going to ask me was ‘a big deal’.  Confirming to him that, whatever this big deal was, she wanted it just as much as he did and that she’d talk to me about it as soon as I arrived back from Chicago.

~~~~~     

Now stuck seven miles up in a thin metal tube – the very definition of out of touch and out of reach – I felt thoroughly useless.  Left with no ability to do anything except fret and worry about what facts and challenges would greet me when I got back home.

Just what the hell had Marcus and Lizzy meant?  ‘The talk’ … ‘A big deal’ … my mind was in meltdown as it conjured all kinds of possibilities of what they meant. 

Was it as simple as the two of them just wanting a little bit more time together?  Or maybe the ‘big deal’ was them wanting my approval to take a long weekend away together?  Not unreasonable for a relationship where a deep friendship had grown over the last two years.

‘Friendship,’ an evil, stabbing little voice whispered at the back of my skull.  ‘That’s it, Alan, you carry on burying your head in the sand!  Friendship’s a thing that happens when you shake hands and embrace!  You’ve allowed these two to fuck and spend many, many nights sleeping in each other’s arms … you’ve allowed them to make love over and over again … for your wife to live her fantasies AND get the best sex she’s ever known … no, Alan, you fool, these two are way past friendship…’

I tried to block the little voice, but it was too late, and he spoke with too much power and logic.  I was now way past fears about time and trips away. 

Now I was on to fears about Lizzy wanting Marcus to move in.  Recalling idle talk from him about an upcoming major renovation of his apartment block and earlier talk about how he was finding it difficult to make ends meet.

And maybe even that was still me just sticking my head in the sand and ignoring what was really going on here.  Wasn’t it obvious?  A genuinely nice guy who ticked all your fantasy boxes and who gave you the most amazing, earth-shattering sex and who you’d grown close to through two years of regular dates and sleepovers.

To any objective, fact-based observer, didn’t that only point at one thing? 

She was leaving me!  Lizzy was leaving me for Marcus!  ‘The talk’ … ‘not easy’ … ‘a big deal’ … as a heart-splitting, soul-destroying explanation it matched the words I’d overheard.  Matched them too damned well!

~~~~~    

“A last coffee before we start our descent, sir?”

I forced myself to stay polite and civil – although I really wanted to scream ‘F-off, can’t you see I’ve got bigger problems here? Bigger problems than deciding about a hot beverage or not!’

Surely she wasn’t leaving me for Marcus?  That explanation couldn’t be right? 

There had been no signs, and I knew that, whatever the hell was going on, Lizzy hadn’t suddenly stopped loving me.  I knew this as surely as I knew night followed day.  Lizzy had remained loving and attentive to me all through the two-year relationship I’d allowed with Marcus.  Looking under every little rock, into every little nook and cranny of these last few weeks and months, I couldn’t detect any change in her demeanor.  She was still loving and affectionate, always keen to spend time together, and to make sure our own romance stayed simmering away.

But wasn’t that it? 

Our romance was a pleasantly simmering pot.  One that had burned bright at the beginning, but which had inevitably reduced to ‘low heat’ over two decades of child-rearing and the stresses and familiarity of family life.

But Lizzy’s romance with Marcus was a raging, towering inferno.  Full of exciting nights indulging my wife’s love of dancing in dark, edgy clubs on the wrong side of the tracks.  All her room seven ‘thrill of the forbidden’ fantasies come to life, followed up by amazing sex with a man whose body and skin color couldn’t have been better designed to fulfil her other fantasies if you’d tried!

‘She still loves you Alan,’ that wicked little voice whispered, ‘that’s why there’s been no drop-off between you … it’s just you’re comfortable and familiar, a baggy old sweater … him, he’s the latest Versace dress fresh off the Paris catwalk, all breath-taking excitement and pulse-racing thoughts of the future as she squirms and creams in her panties’

‘Face it, Alan,’ the sadistic voice continued, ‘you ain’t gonna compete with that … you had a good run, a great marriage, two decades with a wonderful woman, but now it’s time to move on … to give her the freedom she craves…’

~~~~~    

Lizzy leaving me…  That was a thought that crumbled all my rational thinking.  That was a thought that left me picturing myself as a small, sobbing boy.  Collapsed to the floor in a corner somewhere, scrunched up in a ball, sobbing my eyes out at the thought of the abandonment.  The abandonment and what a life without Lizzy would feel like.  A life where I knew she was with another man, a better man, a man I’d allowed and even encouraged her to be with. 

“No, no … that little voice was lying to you … all the things he said, you know nothing of the sort … facts, Alan, facts … you heard just three brief fragments of conversation … just three phrases really, and now you’re jumping to all kinds of conclusions,” I quietly told myself as my cab inched its way up the I45 from George Bush to our home in the Woodlands. 

I was actually speaking out loud to try and out gun the other frightening voices in my head, hoping the cab driver wouldn’t turf me out as he pegged me for some kind of nut job.  The great cab gods having laughed at me, sending me a driver who was almost as tall and wide as Marcus.  As tall and wide and with an even darker skin tone, his accent marking him out as part of Houston’s Nigerian community.

Halfway home, I took a deep breath.  Tried to calm myself.  To push away the thoughts of what Lizzy and Marcus might, or might not have meant in those three small slivers of conversation.

The calming worked for about five seconds – before another troubling thought crowded in on me. ‘Just how the hell was I going to handle this all when I got home?  I mean, what was I going to say or do?’  I wanted to go storming in there, all guns blazing, to drag some certainty and reassurance out of the situation before my head exploded.

But there was just one small problem.  Officially, I knew absolutely nothing about the topics Lizzy and Marcus had been discussing.  They’d had no idea that I was watching and listening in on what they thought was their private conversation.  I could argue I had every right to be spying on them through our security system – my house, my wife! 

But that flew in the face of the way I’d indulged their relationship at every turn and given them increasing levels of privacy as all three of us had felt this was okay as things had developed.

No, admitting to Lizzy that I’d been spying on her might be exactly the wrong thing to do.  And anyway, those three small pieces of conversation that had so terrified me were difficult to weave into a compelling argument that would give me the moral high ground.  Those three little phrases had frightened me witless, but to a less paranoid mind there were dozens of other, more innocent explanations.

But if I wasn’t going to storm in there demanding explanations, then all that left was waiting until Lizzy made good on her promise to Marcus.  Her promise that she would have the difficult talk with me about whatever it was that they both wanted.

And honestly, could I wait that long?  And could I remain that passive and submissive?  I was dying here!!  And even aside from that, were my self-control and acting skills up to the task?

‘Damned, damned, damned!!  Why were there so many questions and so many options?’ I thought to myself as the cab finally pulled into our driveway.  Questions and options that had the potential to tear my heart and my very life apart in the next few minutes.  A next few minutes which, four hours after I’d left Chicago, I still had zero idea how I’d handle.

Staring at Marcus’s F140 parked in our driveway, I pulled myself up to my full five-foot-seven and took a moment, standing in the drive as I prepared myself for whatever was coming next.


Chapter 2

Nov 21 Saturday

Even before seeing proof that Marcus was still there, I had zero idea of how I was going to handle things.  Play dumb, somehow try and still my seething emotions, or confront it all head on.  Confront it in a way that wouldn’t turn nasty and physical.  Not that I thought it would go like that, but my five-seven, one-fifty-pound dad bod against Marcus’s six-two, two-seventy pounds of muscle wouldn’t exactly be the smart way to go.

I inched around the side of the house – our family always used the side entrance, the kitchen being the beating heart of our little clan – desperately trying to make up some kind of plan.

But what I saw stopped me in my tracks and froze any kind of plans that might have been forming.  Because right there in the middle of a typical breakfast scene – used plates, half-eaten waffles and nearly empty glasses of OJ – was Marcus sitting in MY kitchen, with MY wife down on her knees in front of him.

Over the last two years, I’d seen this type of scene dozens of times before.  But after what I’d seen and heard the night before, this now felt entirely different.

Before, seeing the loving way she knelt and worked her two hands up and down his arm-thick black shaft, gave me pleasure.  It always made my cock harden and my chest muscles tighten, while the pit in my stomach buzzed with a spinning ball of adrenaline. 

But that was nothing compared to what I was feeling now.

Then I’d not been frightened of losing Lizzy, so the pleasure-pain mix had been in my favor.  But now, this no longer felt like a game, I felt genuinely terrified I was watching the opening scene of a day when Lizzy and her love might be forcibly torn from my life.

My chest muscles weren’t just tight – I was really struggling to breath as with a tender look up at her big black lover, she took the fat, plum-sized head of his enormous cock fully into her wet and warm mouth.

They’d been together all evening and all night on Friday, but still Lizzy couldn’t get enough of her big black lover.  The two of them still naked from the night before.  Only one item of clothing between the pair of them – the strappy black heels my worshipful wife had donned to make herself sexy for her younger lover.

The whole scene reeked of obedience and limitless desire.  A rushed breakfast refueling and here she was, working her lover’s cock – virtually worshipping it – getting him ready to go again.  Even though he was the one ten years younger than her!

For the next ten minutes or so, my beautiful wife continued to lick up and down Marcus’s super-thick nine-inch shaft.  Licking, kissing and then sucking the head of his cock.  Sometimes mixing it up by sucking on his big balls, big balls that had no doubt pumped three or four loads into my sobbing wife’s body these last few hours.  All the time, the diamonds and gold on her left hand mocking me as they caught the winter sunshine and winked at me every time her pale hand moved up and down his shaft.

Marcus just kept moaning softly, ‘Mmm, yeah, baby, yeah baby, that’s it … mmm, yeah,’ as he savored the way Lizzy worshipped his manhood.  Worshipped him with the express purpose of making sure he was super hard and super worked up for another round of sex.

~~~~~    

Finally content she’d got him hard enough, she released his cock, got up off her knees and moved to straddle him as he continued to sit on the window chair that looked out into the back yard.  Pushing her tummy against his length, she carried on leaning forward, trapping his fat nine inches against his washboard abs. 

She wrapped her arms around his neck and gave him a long, lingering kiss – shit, she really couldn’t get enough of him – before raising herself up so her love lips dragged up the whole length of his shaft until her opening was poised right on top of that fat cockhead of his.

She gave him another smoldering kiss, gazing longingly into his eyes, her heels and standing position for once giving her the height advantage.  She touched his hips, the universal sign for stop, as she smiled down at him. 

“I want to show you how much you mean to me … and I want to say thanks for such an amazing night … this time, it’s my turn to make love to you…”

She continued to look straight into his eyes as she slowly lowered herself, inch by inch, down onto his seemingly non-stop cock, until the full length of that fat black shaft finally disappeared deep inside her.

This had been my fantasy just as much as it had been Lizzy’s – and I’d seen this or a version of it countless times over the last two years.  But this was different – the physical mechanics were the same, but the significance and the emotional vibe felt way off. 

I was standing outside my own home, caught like a deer in the headlights, feeling I should storm in and demand answers to my questions. But something deep inside me held me back.  Storming in replaced by a confusing mix of arousal and acceptance as I stood gawking and slyly stroking the front of my pants.

My lust and obsession controlled the real me as I ignored my fears to take in every detail.  Yesterday I’d been obsessed by knowing how they behaved when I wasn’t there.  And even if other things were seriously screwed up, my early arrival offered another chance to spy into their secret world. 

Lizzy’s face was a picture, pleasure and lust etched all over it as she started to slowly raise herself up and then down that long, thick black cock of his that had given her so much pleasure these last two years. Her beautiful hazel eyes locked on his, never breaking the soulful connection they shared, not even for a single moment.

With an impish grin, her pale arms still locked around his muscular neck, she leaned in to kiss him and then slowly started to accelerate her hips and ass.  She was the one in control, Marcus sitting there, groaning happily as Lizzy worked her pussy on his huge dick.

This was one of my favorite positions, but now it wasn’t me, it was another man who was getting to enjoy it.  It was him, not me, who could watch his cock going in and out, as her pussy gripped his cock.  It was him, not me, who had full access to her succulent tits as they swung close to his face.

Marcus loved it just as much as I did.  Loving the tight grip of her warm, wet pussy.  In total ecstasy as he started to grope her tits and then suck on her nipples as she increased the pace of her strokes, riding him hard.

After a few minutes of her being in complete control and expertly fucking him, Marcus put his hands on Lizzy’s hips to stop her.

It was his turn to grin as he raised her body all the way up so that only the head of his cock remained inside her. Then, aided by his strength and their size disparity, he held her totally still as he started to piston all his girthy cock in and out of her using full and fast strokes.  His hips a blur of speed as his low moans were replaced by her loud sobs of pleasure.

He was in total control now – so much for Lizzy making love to him, not that she seemed upset - and he was using that control to give Lizzy the hardest and deepest of fucks.

With every stroke she cried out as her tits bounced up and down from the force of the black EMT’s pounding. He’d fuck her hard and deep for a minute or so, would pause for a few seconds, then start again with the same treatment. It was relentless.  Driving Lizzy wild with pleasure, her sobs telling me just how much she was loving this power fuck her lover was giving her.  Her eyes tightly shut as she lost herself to Marcus’s onslaught, fully immersed in the sensations he was giving her. Loving every stroke of his huge cock as he forced it in and out.  Stretching her far wider and going far deeper than I ever had or ever would. Watching her so lost and happy simultaneously arousing and humiliating for me – a mix I’d not thought possible until Marcus had come into our lives.

After a few minutes of this super deep and super hard fucking, Lizzy’s breathing started to become heavier and I recognized the signs of her impending orgasm. Together so long as lover’s, Marcus must have read the signs too, as he intensified his pounding.  Somehow going faster and deeper.  Not just holding her still and fucking up into her pussy, but now pulling her down REALLY HARD each time he fucked upwards, magnifying everything for extra depth and force.

No woman on earth could stand this kind of treatment for long, as Lizzy let go and  cried out as she came noisily all over his cock as a huge orgasm hit her.  Followed by a rippling wave of smaller aftershocks, until finally she was spent, dropping her head onto his chest in search of comfort.

Marcus slowed and then totally stopped his thrusts, wrapping his powerful arms tight around my wife, comforting and possessing her in the same single act.  Her head laid on his chest for quite some time as she recovered from the almost supernatural intensity of her climax.

After the tremors and impact of her huge orgasm had finally subsided, she leaned forward, tenderly taking his face between her hands to give him a long, deep kiss. Still impaled on his massive manhood, she put her hands on his chest and then gingerly, slowly stood up. 

Each careful movement like some magic trick, allowing another glistening inch of his thick black cock to reappear from the depths of her pussy.  Making me think of all those old-time sword swallowers as they reverse things, the sword magically reappearing into daylight. 

That was my wife on this cold November morning, only the sword in question was far more dangerous than one made of cold rolled steel.  They could only hurt the body.  This one could hurt and destroy the heart.  Yet, in my out-of-control insanity,   still I just stood there watching.  My cock hard and paralyzed into indecision and inactivity.

Shit, there was something seriously wrong with me!  Here I was, as far as I knew my marriage seriously under threat and I’d not done a damned thing! I’d not burst in or thrown a bucket of cold water over the rutting animals.

Instead, I’d just stood peering in. Taking in every detail as my own cock got as hard as Marcus’s!  Just what the hell was wrong with me?  I may have started out aware of my simple, common wife sharing fantasies, but over the last two years bit-by-bit things had developed within me.

‘Come on, Alan … wasn’t yesterday enough for you?  Wasn’t yesterday a real wake up call for you?  You needed to put a stop to your enjoyment of these things.  You need to march in there and sort this thing out, while you’ve still got a chance of rescuing things!’

My ‘fight-or-flight’ had finally ridden over the hill and arrived.  My survival instinct kicking in at eleven-fifty-nine.

I pulled myself up, took in a deep breath and prepared to do what I should have done many months ago.

But just when I thought things couldn’t get any more stressful and complicated, my phone pinged with an incoming message from our daughter Holly.

‘Hey Dad, me and Carms fancied a little bit of home comfort.  Are you and mom both home?  I texted her but got no answer.  We’ll be there in a couple, H xxx’

Fuck, fuck, fuck!

~~~~~    




Chapter 3

Nov 21 Saturday

Checking my pants to see the extent of any leakage damage – black chinos made things passable – I moved down the side windows as fast as it was possible to do without attracting Lizzy and Marcus’s attention.

I was just in time to see Carmina’s little Toyota soft top pull up behind Marcus’s F150.

“Hey, Dad!” they hailed in perfect unison - a sound that normally had the power to warm my heart and make me feel ten-foot-tall.  But voices which right now sent me into even more of a panicked tailspin.

“Whose car?” Holly asked. 

Her sister firing a second barrel before I’d registered the first, “Everything okay with mom?  How come she didn’t call or text back?  That’s not like her!”

“She’s feeling a bit under the weather … some kind of bug…”

“Oh no!” they chirped, “poor old mom, we better go and cheer her up…”

Oh fuck!

“Better not, she thinks she might be contagious … that’s why she sent me out to head you off.  Tell you what, why don’t we go get some breakfast and then you can cheer her up by FaceTime from there … Black Walnut or House of Pies … what would my wonderful girls prefer?”

Ever since they’d been young and cute, they’d both had a sweet tooth and now I was using their weakness for breakfast pancakes and syrup to distract them from a potentially disastrous rendezvous.

They looked conflicted – wanting to hug and comfort their mom, but also wanting to stay healthy … and a stack of pancakes with syrup and fixings was hard to resist.

“We’ll FaceTime her and maybe pick up a face mask at the pharmacy so you can say ‘hi’ but not get her bug…”

That plus the pancakes was enough. Five minutes later we were ordering.  Six minutes later, Carmina was doing her normal big sister thing, dialing Lizzy before her younger sibling might think of it – no sibling rivalry there!

Her call went to voicemail, a second call ending up the same.

“She’s probably resting … finally getting some sleep.  She was up half the night … let her rest, honey … we can try her again when we’ve eaten…”

Our girls seemed okay with this, and we were soon tucking into breakfast and catching up news – mostly theirs, not mine … me thankful that they’d not spotted my sweaty, nervous disposition.

We tried again at the end of the meal, but still she didn’t pick up.  Surely they couldn’t still be going hard at it? 

Lizzy was normally the most doting and assiduous of moms.  So even if they were determined to make the most of the time before my expected late afternoon return, I was stunned that even after half a day together, they were still so wrapped up in spending time with each other that she’d not noticed the missed calls and voicemails.

“Look girls, she’s probably still sleeping … you stick to your plans to grab lunch with your friends, I’ll grab some masks and go check on mom, then I’ll ring you when she’s awake, so you get to see her but don’t miss out on catching up with your pals … sound like a plan?”

~~~~~    

Twenty minutes later, box of masks in hand, I was back sneaking down the side of our house, wondering why I was going to such lengths to help Lizzy and Marcus when I was so mad at them.  ‘The lesser of two evils!’  I might be mad at them and felt they didn’t deserve an ounce of my help, but I wasn’t ready to throw Lizzy under the bus and have to have some very awkward conversations with the girls.  Awkward for me just as much as her, a fact which went a long way to explaining why I was being so helpful.

Feeling even more self-righteous and angry than earlier, I took the same deep breath as before, put my hand on the door handle, and prepared for whatever might come next.

What came next were the sights, sounds and behaviors of another broken record.  The same broken record as earlier.

Peering in, I saw that Marcus was still in the kitchen.  He’d moved from the window chair where he and Lizzy had earlier fucked, and was now next to the kitchen island.

But I could only see him, his broad shoulders and his back from the waist up – Lizzy had been clearing out junk into a large Girls Club of America shipper that blocked my view of his ass and legs.   But what I could see was the slow, methodical rocking of his body, like he was concentrating or doing some kind of home workout.

But I couldn’t see Lizzy at all – which made it even more mysterious why she’d not responded to her daughter’s calls and messages.

Frustrated by the position of the shipper, I edged further round to give me a better angle.

Fuck!  Now I saw the whole picture.  Or, at least as much of it as I could stomach.  Marcus’s body wasn’t slowly rocking because he was concentrating or doing some kind of home workout.  Marcus’s body was rocking because, even after more than twelve hours together, Lizzy and he still hadn’t had enough of each other.

My new vantage point allowed me to clearly see that his body was swaying because his ass was pumping.  And the bulk of his wide, two-seventy-pound body was such that I only caught the odd glimpse of pale white flesh.  But the odd glimpse was enough.  Enough to see that his black ass was pumping into a pale white ass and long white legs.  A white ass and pale legs that belonged to the woman who was mother to the two young women I’d just breakfasted with.

My heart raced another gear higher as I edged further round.  Just in time to see clearly the features of Lizzy’s face and her long brown hair as she turned to kiss her black EMT lover as his huge cock continued to give her the kind of pleasure I could only dream of.

Now my sight line was finally clear of that damned shipper, I was finally able to suck in my breath and really take in the sight before me as Marcus worked a rhythm as old as mankind.

The woman inside Lizzy wanted it, Marcus - however polite and quiet he’d first been - wanted to give it.  His ass carried on slowly pumping as he savored the woman who’d been his lover for the last two years.  His large black hand sliding around her milky thigh before it slid back up again. Feeling the full, motherly roundness of her ass before continuing round to touch and tease her clit.  Despite all my intermingled anger and fear, an electric thrill ran through my chest as I realized just how much pleasure and power was in play here.

As he pumped slowly with his huge weapon and teased at Lizzy’s clit, I was consumed by lust and fascination.  Lizzy was three inches taller than most women, but bent over and next to her giant black lover, she looked so petite, so feminine.  She seemed so small next to him, dainty and womanly. 

An observation rendered even more stark when I considered her effect on him.  Marcus was a nice guy, was ripped and possessed a huge cock. He was a male unicorn as far as the city’s young, pretty female population was concerned.

Yet for the last twenty-four months he’d focused all his energies and attentions on Lizzy.  For sure, she was beautiful and smart and full of love and spirit.  But she was ten years his senior when he could have had the pick of the field on any night in the clubs where he and Lizzy boogied the night away.

The fact he was so focused on Lizzy sent a jolt of excitement and fear surging down my spine as I watched just how intimate and connected the two of them were.  His constantly roaming hands sending waves of pleasure through her. Her head rolling from the mind-numbing pleasure of being fucked so perfectly by such a long, thick cock.  Her squirming body and arching back proof positive as just how much the young EMT was taking her to a higher plane, a plane I could only imagine.

My eyes couldn’t avoid the emotional, the spiritual connection here.  My ears couldn’t avoid the more earthy physical realities, as Lizzy braced herself against the kitchen island, as Marcus forced his nine-inch cock as deep as it would go. Lizzy lifted her butt and pushed her high-heeled feet farther apart, offering her whole body and soul to him in a way that took my breath away.

Part of me was still simmering with anger and a burning need to get to the bottom of what they’d been discussing the night before.

But another part of me, even if I didn’t want to, couldn’t deny – no matter how angry I was - the beauty and eroticism of the scene.  A beautiful, feminine pale-skinned woman getting royally fucked by a large, powerful dark-skinned man and his big black cock.  Yes, she was my wife, and we had all kinds of shit to work out, but more than that she was a woman enjoying the most primal and basic of biological acts.  Being mated and bred better than ever before by the perfect male specimen.  Tall, wide and muscular.  Able to fuck seemingly non-stop, equipped with a cock able to reach deep into her body to inject his DNA and a cock fat enough to stretch and stimulate every little nerve ending so she’d give herself totally and utterly to her mate.

Sweating despite the cold November weather, I cursed myself for loving Lizzy so much, knowing that whatever difficult things we needed to talk through, we’d find a way through as I couldn’t conceive of a single day without this woman I loved so much.  Let alone a life without her – so whatever it was she and Marcus wanted to discuss, we’d find a way.

Annoyed AND comforted by this dedication to my wife, my angst abated as I settled down to watch the pair of them in their mating, rutting spectacle.  Lizzy constantly moaning and straining, working her body to get maximum depth and stimulation and to please her man. Savoring the feel of that insanely thick cock moving deep inside her as each stroke took him deep into her tummy.

I could sense Marcus was getting close as he started going faster, forcing Lizzy to brace herself against the kitchen island to avoid being pushed across the tiled floor.

I’d wanted to see how they were when I wasn’t around.  What I saw excited me and frightened me in equal measure.  I saw just how strong the relationship had become between the two of them as Lizzy offered her lover her pussy and her soul without reservation.

She was still my Lizzy, and I was sure she still loved me.  Yet now she was more than that – what I was seeing was more than just fuck buddies.  Meeting so often for so long, sharing such amazing sex, what had started as just physical had moved over into the emotional realm.  You’d have had to have been blind not to see it!  

Coming to the end, grunting loudly, Marcus used his strength to hold his woman in place. He was ready. His sperm was rising. He found a stroke that felt best and pinned my wife to the granite top. He began even deeper thrusts which reached far up inside her as he chased his growing climax.

Now really close, Marcus leaned closer into Lizzy and started thrusting his hips like a jackhammer making her sob and squeal as she sucked in huge lungsful of oxygen. Her legs shook and her muscles clenched. Mounted and mated like a breeding animal, my wife orgasmed, skewered by the EMT’s massive black penis. His climax followed hers, convulsions wracked his massive body as an explosion of sperm sprayed into her womb. My own body trembling as I joined the pair of them, excited and ashamed as I came myself.

~~~~~    

As I found a quiet spot to tidy up, I was struck by the strangest of thoughts:  I was so glad the girls hadn’t caught their mother like this; that they hadn’t caught me like this.

Gathering myself for a third time, I knew that the time to have it out with Lizzy had finally arrived.


Chapter 4

Nov 21 Saturday

Lizzy was slumped forward over the hard granite top of the kitchen island.  Marcus’s huge black body was still covering her from behind, his softening cock still buried deep within her as his copious white goo started oozing around his member.

Hearing the key and the handle, she turned her head.  Only family members used that door, and she thought I was still in Chicago.  Her face showed utter terror, expecting she’d see one of her daughters staring at her and Marcus caught in the most embarrassing and compromising of positions.

Seeing me, her look of terror turned to confusion, turned to relief before finally a little grin appeared.

“Baby, you had me scared witless!  I thought it must be Carmina or Holly … seeing me like this … discovering our guilty little secret!”

Ironic how she was talking about secrets, I thought to myself, my own expression remaining stern and emotionless.  No happiness to see, no hint of excitement at seeing her and Marcus together.

“Honey, is everything okay?  Why are you back early?  Is there something wrong?”

“You and I need to talk!”

She looked at me confused and worried.  “Why, what’s up, is it serious?”

“I’ll tell you when we talk…”

“Can’t you tell me now?  You’re worrying me, honey.  Tell me now, please,” she half-begged, her anxiousness making the hurt part of me happy.

“I’ll tell you when we talk … just the two of us…”

“Why? We haven’t got any secrets from Marcus, why does he need to go?  Unless it’s about the girls?”  Now she looked really panicked, conjuring all kinds of terrible events or illnesses that might have befallen Carmina or Holly.

Secrets.  There was that word again.

“It’s not about the girls…”

Relief swept over her.  Lasting no more than a couple of seconds before her mind turned back to the question of why her lover should go.  Was it because she genuinely thought he should be included in discussions between her or me, or because she didn’t want my early arrival to deny her the last few hours of cock she’d been expecting? 

Whatever her motivation, I could see her mind working behind those beautiful hazel eyes.  Before she finally decided it wasn’t worth the fight, a whispered exchange with an obviously unhappy Marcus earning me a dirty look from him as he started dressing to leave.

~~~~~    

“Call me!  Let me know what’s happening,” he smiled softly at Lizzy as he kissed her.  Turning to leave, saying nothing to me but giving me a dirty look at Lizzy siding with me and the exclusion he was suffering.

Marcus finally gone, Lizzy’s face couldn’t decide whether to look worried about the impending news or look angry at the hurt I’d caused her lover.

“Did you have to do that?  And do it like that?” she asked, buttoning the last button on her dress.

She had a point.  I could have been more polite (‘Marcus, would it be okay if…’), but I really, really didn’t feel like it.

Rather than answer her, I cryptically started explaining what this was all about, my tone and approach driven by the toxic mix of fear and anger that had been building ever since the night before.

“Last night…”

She was silent, looking thoroughly confused, ‘why the hell was I asking about last night, she had permission, hell – I was the one who even suggested them using our house.’

“Yes … what about last night?”

“You remember a month ago … all those burglaries?”  She nodded. 

“You remember the system and CCTV I had installed?”  She nodded again, the tiniest of ideas dawning at the back of her head.

“Well, last night, when I thought you’d still be out,” I lied, “I thought I’d do a system test … and I heard some quite disturbing things … things I think you and I need to talk about…”

Now the brain behind her eyes was in full-on computation mode.  Working out all the possible angles, all the possible strategies, trying to remember exactly what she and Marcus had said and what I might have heard.

Decisions made, she finally spoke, the two of us both still standing, just a couple of feet apart and coiled for argument and action.

“Well, I could ask if it really was just a test, just how long you SPIED on us for,” her tone making clear her views on my explanation and the idea of having her privacy infringed – even if I was her husband!  “But honestly, what’s the point in arguing over that … maybe it’s for the best … I was wondering how to raise the topic with you…”

She was trying to look and sound cool, but her shaky voice and flushed face gave her away.  She was just as nervous as I was.  Just as terrified.

“Come,” she said, moving through to the living room and patting the spot next to her.

Shit, here it comes!  Part of me wanted to stay angry and upright, but instinctively I knew we were better off close and dealing together with whatever it was she was about to tell me.

~~~~~    

Now I was sitting next to her, my emotions were all over the place.  Anger, fear and love all fighting for control.

Taking my hand, she looked deep into my eyes.  “Honey, what was it you heard that got you so riled up?  I thought you were fully on board … that you like the set-up with Marcus as much as I do…”

Every corner of my body tingling with adrenaline, I looked back and spoke straight from the heart. “I thought I did … but then I heard you and Marcus discussing ‘the talk’ and how it was ‘a big deal’ and ‘wasn’t easy’ … how do you think that left me feeling?’

Her eyes filled with a strange mix of nerves at my discovery, and loving sympathy for the pain she’d caused and how I must be feeling.

She didn’t reply immediately, the situation required thought and care before she finally spoke.

“Honey, I’m so sorry you had to hear IT like that … I can’t imagine what you must be feeling … I’m so sorry for causing you pain like that…”

‘It’.  What was ‘it’.  For someone who said they were sorry for causing pain, she wasn’t doing a great job of making things better.  If anything, I felt even worse than the night I’d heard those three little expressions.

“Lizzy, you know I love you with all my heart … but right now you’re driving me utterly crazy … just what the hell is ‘IT’?”

If I’d thought her earlier silence had stretched out, that was as nothing compared to the long, protracted hush before Lizzy finally spoke.

“It’s not what you might be thinking…”

Spit it out, for heaven’s sake, spit it out woman … I love you, but you’re testing me to destruction.

“As our relationship has grown, as things have moved beyond just sex to more of a real relationship, with more of an emotional connection, it’s started Marcus thinking … and sometimes he feels like we treat him just as some kind of disposable sex toy … you know, there for my pleasure, for your pleasure … and he wants something more … he wants some kind of formal status, some kind of formal commitment, from us to him … and even from him to me…”

She let her words sink in - then continued, choosing her words super-carefully.  “Alan, honey … I’m not asking for an answer, but does that make sense?  Do you get where he’s coming from?”

Logically, I got it.  It did make sense.  But it was a million miles from that to any kind of agreement.  And I wasn’t ready to give them the satisfaction of admitting I did understand, so I parried. 

“And what exactly would this ‘something more’ look like?  ‘Formal status’, ‘formal commitment’?  What does that even mean?”

The speed of her response – so different to earlier – told me this was something she and Marcus had already discussed at length, a realization that had my stomach squirming in painful knots.

She paused, her face looked pained, not wanting to say the wrong thing, not wanting to trigger me by poor word choice.

“I guess step one is we’d all agree that he’s my boyfriend and I’m his girlfriend, which if you think about it isn’t a big deal … we kind of all already know that’s true, we just never put a label on it…”

“And step two?” I asked suspiciously, sensing she was soft soaping me, that she’d started with the easier stuff – though even THAT was a big deal – before she moved to more difficult topics.

My instinct was correct, her slow, deliberate delivery told me this was the bit she thought would be more difficult for me.

“Well, if he’s my boyfriend and I’m his girlfriend, then that means he’s got rights…”

“Rights how?  What does RIGHTS look like?” I asked, unable to mask my antipathy and suspicion.

“Obviously you and me would still come first, but I guess it’s more of a mental thing … you and me both agreeing that he’s entitled to ask for things, things that he wants that we might not want … that might have a cost for us…”

“Do you mean him asking you to do things against your will?”

“No, never … Marcus would NEVER ask me to do anything against my will…”

“So, what then?  Give me some examples here?”

“Maybe he might ask to take me away on a long’ weekend trip … or have me stay over at his apartment for the odd weekend, if he’s on his rest period … like we do already, just a little bit more…”

“’A little bit more,’” I parroted back, unable to hide my annoyance.  “Where does a little bit more end?”

“I don’t know, I don’t have all the answers … but what I do know is it will never challenge you and me, you and our marriage … our family is my everything … my world … I’d just like to try it and see…”

“So, YOU’D like to try it as well!  It’s not just Marcus!”  Were her words an accidental slip, or were they pre-planned, a subtle way of opening another difficult topic?  Either way, I pounced like a prize-fighting attorney.

Definitely accidental slip!  Her face told me she wasn’t ready.

“I guess!” she sighed.  “Sorry, honey … does that make me greedy and selfish?  It’s just it’s been going so well, and I’m honestly a little bit mixed up and confused.”

She sighed again, “Sometimes I wish there were two of me … I would like a little bit more time with Marcus … but I don’t want less of ‘me and you’, I love ‘us’, I love you … and, if I’m honest, the other thing is that I’m scared that if we don’t listen to what Marcus wants, he’ll lose interest … he’ll think that we’re being selfish and only care about ourselves … and that he’ll feel bitter and used and what we have now with him will end…”

Wow!  A lot to take in, but at least the mask was finally off.  That had been the real Lizzy … Lizzy unmasked, not making careful word choices, but wearing her heart on her sleeve.

“Thank you!”

That surprised her – just like the squeeze of the hand surprised her as I gently kissed her lips and looked into her troubled eyes.

“Lizzy, honey … I can’t say yes or no to this … it’s too big, too important … I need time to think … but thank you for being honest and thank you for leaving me in no doubt that me and us and the girls still are your number one, two and three…”

“And, honey, I’m sorry you’re so pained and stressed by this … I hate seeing you like that … and I’ll give you an answer as quickly as I can … but I need to do some serious thinking … what you and Marcus are asking is a huge deal … it started off as just a bit of fun, as sex and ‘fuck-buddies’ … but now we’re talking about something much, much more serious…”

My words weren’t even finished before she threw her arms around my neck and squeezed me within an inch of my life, the tears already flowing.  “Thanks, baby … I didn’t know how to broach any of that with you … it’s been tearing me apart for weeks … whatever we end up doing, I feel so much better now that it’s all out in the open … and of course, take as much time as you want … I’m not going anywhere … not when I’ve got such an amazing, wonderful husband who I love so much and who loves me so much…”

She always knew just the right things to say!  Especially as they all came straight from the heart.  The same honesty and generous loving spirit that had helped me fall in love with her all those years ago.

“Well, hang on to that thought … we might be done, but there’s the small matter of our Carmina and Holly!”

She looked confused, until I explained the ‘near miss’ I’d only just averted, the color visibly draining from her face as she pictured the scene they’d have found and the consequences and conversations that would have followed.

My rescue act earned me another hug - now all she had to do was wear a mask and go along with my story as she pretended to be ill and rested up in bed while I entertained the girls and played nurse to my ‘ill’ wife.

“And bearing in mind how tired out from all of your and Marcus’s fucking you likely are, maybe a day resting in bed’s not such a bad idea…”

Another hug, and a round of giggles at the thought.  Happy that the mood was back to the loving happiness that was our norm.


Chapter 5

Nov 22 Sunday

Saturday afternoon and evening had been totally busy with the girls.  The perfect antidote to the stress of the morning and all the complexities and decisions we now faced.

Saturday night, they’d headed back to college which meant early Sunday, while Lizzy was still asleep, I snuck out of the house to head to my favorite ‘thinking space’ location. Making the fifty-minute journey down the I-45 and the 610 so I could take in the majestic calmness of the USS Texas, the WWI battleship that never failed to calm and inspire.

I was always struck by its size and power.  Small by WWII and modern standards, even so, the thought of fourteen-inch guns able to send half-ton shells nearly ten miles and armor a foot thick never failed to impress.

But today, after my talk with Lizzy, my mind was on less mechanical and more human parts of its history.  My mind was on all the life and death decisions the captains of that mighty ship must have made during all its years of service in the two world wars.

Dwelling on this gave me a strange mix of comfort and a sense of parallel.  The sacrifices made by the many men who’d served and died on the battleship humbled me and put things into perspective. 

No one was going to die because of how I answered Lizzy and Marcus’s ask.  But at the same time, my decisions were at the next rung down on the ladder of seriousness.  No one would live or die, but if I chose wrong, the happiness and lives of five people would be seriously impacted.  For good or bad.  The reality, weight and responsibility lay heavy on my shoulders as I sat there drinking coffee, thinking and gazing out on the quiet behemoth lying still at its anchor.  Out to pasture, finally enjoying peace and rest after years of service.

Forcing myself to turn to the matter at hand, I tried to picture how things would be if I gave Lizzy and Marcus what they wanted?  The million-dollar question was how would it be different than what they’d had before?  How would the three relationships in our little triangle change?

I turned it over and over in my mind, before coming to the conclusion that, however smart any of the three of us were, none of us could know how things might develop?

Fundamentally, whichever way I jumped, it would be a leap of faith. 

So, I was just left with gut instinct and pondering likely scenarios, asking myself that if I did give them what they wanted, what safety measures could we put in place.

All very dull and dry, but it was the only way I knew to work my way through it.  The decision was way too important to decide on a whim and hope for the best.

Sipping at my piping hot coffee, looking out at the gunmetal gray of the ship, I tried to work out all the angles – even as I was aware of just how imperfect any predictions ever are.

If I did give Lizzy and Marcus what they wanted, what were the risks, what were the downsides?  However I looked at it, I felt confident she’d never leave me.  I could see her becoming closer to Marcus, and I could see feelings developing between them.  But I could never picture these being so strong that she’d throw away her love for me and our family and all we’d build together.

A little voice in the back of my head did shout, ‘Hey, Alan, just how many other guys told themselves the self-same thing?’  And I couldn’t argue that – honestly, who really knows the future?  But with Lizzy, with what Lizzy and I had, I just couldn’t see it.  A big loud voice in my head shouting back, ‘Hey, man, the two of them already been going two years … if she was gonna leave you for this guy, wouldn’t she have done it already?’

That all gave me comfort as I turned to think of the alternative – telling Lizzy ‘No’ … which was a scenario that seemed fraught with all kinds of danger.

If I did say ‘no’, I was pretty sure Lizzy would accept it – in the sense she wouldn’t up and leave.  But I’d either be left with a very unhappy and unfulfilled wife – if Marcus stopped their relationship.  Or if he continued, I had a strong feeling there’d be all kinds of simmering anger and frustration in his heart.  My instinct telling me he’d try his best to use his relationship with Lizzy to get what he wanted anyway.  And that, in doing this, he was highly likely to try and pull her away from me.

As I tossed all these possibilities around in my mind, the other strange realization I came to was that the thought of Lizzy and Marcus being ‘girlfriend’ and ‘boyfriend’ made my pulse race and cock start to harden.

On one level, it was utterly stupid.  Giving this kind of seal of approval and status to what they had was utterly insane.  It was a bit like chipping off a bit of the wedding band I’d given her as a symbol of our love and saying, ‘Hey, Marc … you get yourself some of this … how much you want?  I’m the husband, but you’re the boyfriend now … so, what does that entitle you to?  How does this thing work?  What’s the going rate these days?  Does hubby keep seventy, and the boyfriend gets thirty?  Or is it more than that, less than that?’

The thought frightened me rigid – making me think at heart this was a zero-sum game, that anything Marcus gained had to be an equal and equivalent loss for me?

But was it really?  Wasn’t that the whole point?  Time might be a zero-sum game.  Lizzy had said she wished she could be in two places at once – but that just wasn’t possible.  Any extra time with Marcus meant less time with me.

But that was just time.  What about Lizzy’s happiness and gratitude for my unselfishness?  That definitely wasn’t a zero-sum game.  Ever since that very first night with Marcus, she’d been so happy and sexually satisfied.  I loved seeing her like this, was proud of my part in making it possible and definitely got the side benefits from a super-happy and super-grateful wife.

Damned, it was all so confusing!  Fears and doubts mixed in with wanting to see Lizzy happy, with that strange side order of my own excitement.  Lizzy and Marcus, ‘girlfriend and boyfriend’, the fear I got … but why the hell the excitement?  But then again, couldn’t I ask the very same question about everything we’d been doing these last two years?

After all this mental to-ing and fro-ing, I was feeling more comfortable about things, slowly edging towards a decision, but I knew in my heart there was at least one more thing I needed to do before I could really give Lizzy an answer.

I needed to meet with Marcus, the man I’d last seen only yesterday when I’d forced him to leave well before he’d wanted to.  The man I needed to look in the eye and work out just what his agenda really was.

~~~~    

His drive from Sunnyside to the Taco restaurant near the battleship only took half an hour.  There was never any doubt he’d come – he was keen to know my thinking and to influence me.

“Marcus.”

“Alan.”  Even from that very first night, we’d never really had much of a friendship – but neither had there ever been any antipathy.  For him, I was just a necessary adjunct because he loved spending time with Lizzy.  For me, it was similar – we’d never be best buds, he was only important to me because of who and what he was to Lizzy.

So even if ‘polite and neutral’ had become our normal vibe, today he seemed a little colder than normal.  Not surprising considering last time Lizzy had sent him away at my behest.

After ordering and some minor pleasantries, I finally came to why we were both here.

“Look, Marcus … what you’ve asked for … I get it, and I’m giving you the respect of seriously thinking it through … but you have to see it from my viewpoint … from where I’m standing, it’s a hell of a big deal…”

He nodded, the mood between us slowly thawing.

“So, Marcus, what I need to know is, if this doesn’t sound too old fashioned, just what is it you want from Lizzy … what ARE your intentions?”  Even as I said it, realizing how odd it sounded.  How much it sounded like a father grilling a suitor for his daughter’s hand!

Marcus wasn’t dumb.  Direct and to the point had always been his style.  “I don’t want to take Lizzy away from you, if that’s what you’re wondering, Alan?”

My raised eyebrow of gentle suspicion prompted him to carry on. 

“You don’t believe me?” he chuckled.  “Lizzy loves you so much, Alan … she could never be happy without you … never … so even if it would be wonderful to have as much time with her as possible, that’s not going to happen, because you got there first, and I need to recognize that … accept it … get what I can!”

I admired his candor, but the words he spoke and the way he said them pricked at something deep inside me, and before I knew it I was blurting out a question I couldn’t row back.

“Marcus, do you love Lizzy?”

I didn’t ask in an angry or accusing way.  My voice was calm and even, all very non-threatening.

He looked at me silently for what seemed an age.  His dark shaved head focused and intense, trying to work out what to say.  Before the energy seemed to leave him, a resigned humor settling in.

“Yes, yes I do … if she wasn’t married with a husband she totally loves, with who she has two daughters, I’d want to be going steady with her … I’d want us to be exclusive, to get as much time together as we could…”

It was my turn to look back at him, wondering how to respond to his high-risk honesty.  To respond to the high-risk honesty of a man who’d just told me he loved my wife.  A man who for the last two years had spent two nights a week with Lizzy sleeping over at his apartment while the two of them enjoyed the type of mind-blowing sex I and most other men could never provide for her.

“Thank you, Marcus … thank you for being honest … that helps … and Lizzy’s an amazing person, an amazing wife, so I don’t blame you for falling in love with her … but I have one final question…”

He nodded that large, bald black head again.

“Did you tell her you love her?”

The customary delay and deep thought returned – this time, his rather than mine.  Then he answered.

“Really, Alan … you should ask her … but, to show you I’m a stand-up, genuine guy … to show you that you can trust me, I’ll answer … yes I did tell her … but like I said, you need to ask her that…”

~~~~~    

Driving back to talk to Lizzy, I couldn’t budge my mind from the bombshell I’d just heard – my wife’s long-time fuck buddy was in love with her.

As he told it, it all sounded very reasonable.  Very controlled, no threat at all.  Despite his strong feelings, Marcus totally accepting of me and our marriage being the centerpiece of Lizzy’s life - and all the limits that placed on him and Lizzy.

It all sounded so good!  What could possibly go wrong!

By his own admission, the reason he accepted these limits was because he knew Lizzy could never be happy without me and our family.  Which was exactly why the upcoming call between her and me was now absolutely central to finding a safe path forward.

“Hey, honey!” she greeted me, trying for ‘bright and breezy’, but not quite pulling it off, unable to mask her nerves.  She’d been asleep when I’d snuck out, but I’d texted her where I’d gone and why.

I gave her a big hug and kiss, hating to see her suffering – but if I’m honest, enjoying my sense of power just a little.

She made me a coffee, we chatted small talk about traffic and weather – weird for a couple together so many years – and then it was my turn to sit and pat the seat my side so Lizzy would join me.

“I did a lot of thinking, then I met up with Marcus…”

She looked nervous at this news - another unknown piece in the jigsaw, especially given how we’d last parted - so I moved quickly on, easing in gently with topics we’d already covered.

“You really want this, don’t you, honey…”

She pursed her lips, almost grimacing at the embarrassment as she needed and whispered a simple, “Yes.”

“It’s really important to you, isn’t it…”

I felt strangely embarrassed myself.  Like a parent lecturing offspring about some much longed for bike or pony, desperately wanted for a birthday or for Christmas.

She nodded again, the same pained look still there.

“Ok, sweetheart,” I reassured her, looking into her beautiful hazel eyes and holding her hands in mine, “and I promise you that I’m taking your ask really seriously, thinking about it really hard … but before I can give you an answer, I need to talk to you about something Marcus told me…”

“… I’m sorry, I should have told you,” she blurted out before I’d even finished.  “Only, it was already such a difficult conversation you and I had to have … I thought that adding THAT right at the beginning was just too much.”

“By THAT I take it you mean the fact that Marcus told you that he loved you?”

Another guilty nod, her cheeks now blushing, but at least she was looking me in the eye, not avoiding the topic and her misstep.

“What about you, Lizzy … do YOU love him?  Do you love Marcus?”

I held my breath. 

The first time I’d been able to face up to and think or say this question.  Ever since Marcus had told me about his feelings, it had been the elephant in the room, the question I was too scared to even think about.  It dominated everything and would drive the decisions we were about to take.

“Do you love him?” I asked again, this time more gently, trying to coax an honest answer, my voice implying a safe space where Lizzy could open up without me getting hurt or angry.

She sighed, holding my gaze, squeezing both my hands, speaking with a tired, almost resigned tone.

“I don’t love him like I love you, honey … but yes, I have feelings for him … we’ve grown close the last couple of years … I care about him, enjoy spending time with him … but ‘no’, I don’t love him like I love you … I never could, you’re my everything … my soulmate, my best friend … the man I’m gonna grow old with, play with my grandkids with … Marcus’s none of those things … but yes, I do have feelings for him…”

Part of me wanted to push it.  To push Lizzy to give me a definitive answer on the ‘L-word’.  But a bigger part of me wasn’t brave enough to cope with the possible answer.  And a weird part of me was excited by not knowing.  Always an avid reader and movie-watcher, I loved delaying and delaying finding out the final outcome, savoring the suspense and ‘not knowing.’ 

One thing to do it in something as unimportant as a book or a movie, but now I was doing it with the most important person in my whole existence!  Shit, these last two years hadn’t just been a transformation for Lizzy.  Things had changed out of all recognition for me as well.

“Thanks for being so honest with me,” I told her, thinking how strange my words echoed what I’d told her lover. 

What she’d said had comforted me – honest and not avoiding difficult issues, and reassuring me that what she felt for Marcus wasn’t a threat to me and our love.  Reassuring me but without either of us being dumb enough to think we could look into the future with absolute certainty.

“Okay, you and Marcus, you have my agreement to what you want … and only with one proviso.”

After a big, smiling hug, she remembered to ask me what that was.

“This is a big deal for all of us, so my condition for agreeing is that we see how we all feel in three months … and, if I’m not happy, you two have to agree to stop seeing each other…”

Lizzy agreed this condition instantly.  From how she’d seen me happy at their relationship for the last two years, she probably thought there was zero risk of me pulling the plug in three months’ time. 

She may have been right, but either way, having her agreement to stop if I wasn’t happy made me feel a whole lot happier.  To me, in these choppy, shark-infested waters, it felt like the equivalent of a life vest.  But I guess only time would tell!


Chapter 6

After such a stressful, high-octane weekend, the following week felt like some kind of anticlimax.

On the surface, things were no different than before our weekend of seismic discussions and decisions.

In fact, with Marcus on his three-day duty-rest-duty-cycle Monday through Wednesday, and Thanksgiving on Thursday, the two of them saw less of each other than normal.  So much for Marcus now having more status and rights, no longer just a toy for our pleasure.

It wasn’t until the Saturday after Thanksgiving, when Carmina and Holly headed back to college, that I started to get a flavor of the new arrangements I’d agreed to.

Saturday afternoon Lizzy headed down the I-45 to Marcus’s place in Sunnyside.  No text from her that night was normal – she and I both knew by now that meeting with Marcus at his place meant her staying over.

She still wasn’t back by Sunday early afternoon, but when I saw an incoming call from her, my antenna started twitching.  My mind going back to what she’d said just a week ago. ‘He’s entitled to ask for things that we might not want … he might have me stay over at his apartment for the odd weekend…’

“Hi, honey … missing me?” she asked, her voice bubbly and full of joy, a happiness she didn’t try to hide.  They’d not seen each other in a whole week, which for them was a veritable eternity!

After a brief period of small talk, she jumped to the real reason for the call.  “Baby, remember when we talked, I said Marcus might want me to stay over a little more … maybe even for the odd weekend?  Well, as we didn’t see each other for a whole week, would it be okay if I stay another night here with my boyfriend?” 

Her use of the word ‘boyfriend’ intentionally deployed like wielding some kind of weapon.  Making it doubly hard for me to say ‘no’. 

After our discussions the previous weekend, we may not have set hard and fast rules (we both agreed that felt ‘not us’), but Lizzy’s use of Marcus’s new title and reminder of what she’d said made it very difficult for me to say ‘no.’

Curling up alone in bed that Sunday night, I was a very confused man.  I got comfort from telling myself this wouldn’t be the new normal.  That Lizzy wouldn’t want that, and even if Marcus tried to make it a common occurrence, I had the fallback of the three-month review point, when I could get things back as I wanted.

But even despite the empty space next to me, there was a weird part of me that was excited by the step-up in the game we’d been playing these last two years.  I pictured Lizzy snuggled up next to Marcus after a long, loving fuck and my insides squirmed at the thought.  Squirmed with that bewildering mix of pain and excitement which had become such a frequent part of my life these last few years.  I really couldn’t understand why it was so exciting and arousing, but nor could I deny it was a big part of my life these days.

Lizzy only finally came home on Tuesday night – going straight to work on Tuesday morning from Marcus’s apartment and only seeing me at home later that day.  Another man might have been bitter and angry, but for whatever reason, I was getting my kicks and Lizzy couldn’t have done more that evening to make me realize just how much she loved me and just how grateful she was.

Half the world says the way to a man’s heart is through his stomach, the other half have a more earthy view of the way into a man’s affections.  Let’s just say that when she did come home that Tuesday night, Lizzy put both theories to the test!

~~~~~    

Marcus was back on this blocked out period for the next three days, so I had Lizzy all to myself, which was absolutely wonderful, her and me carrying on from where we left off on Tuesday night.  More like newlyweds than a couple approaching our twenty-fifth anniversary!

The normal social and family commitments around Christmas meant Marcus and Lizzy struggled to see each other as much as they would have liked until the festive period was done.

But once we were in the new year, Marcus and Lizzy were seeing more of each other than before we’d had the big sit-down talk.  

I was already used to losing Lizzy to him for a couple of nights most weeks.  Now that Marcus and Lizzy were officially ‘boyfriend and girlfriend’, this changed in a couple of ways. 

With the emotional connection between the two of them now out in the open, even if Lizzy was on her period, she’d normally sleepover on the last night before Marcus started his three-day black-out and on the first night when he was on his five days off.  

Weekends also started to change.  I don’t recall any weekends which Lizzy spent totally with Marcus, but if events had conspired to keep them apart before, they might spend Friday and Saturday nights together and then Lizzy would be with me for Sunday.  But even weekends like this were rare, with Lizzy always making sure to let me know her movements if she planned on staying more than a single night at Marcus’s apartment.

The changes weren’t so extreme as to create a problem for me.  They just meant that the two nights a week, that I was already accustomed to, just became two or three nights a week, depending on Marcus’s shifts and Lizzy’s cycle.

Right at the outset, I’d insisted that I be given the right to say whether or not I was happy with these new arrangements after a few months of seeing how things played out.  With all the disruption of Thanksgiving, Christmas and New Year, we’d agreed to push back this ‘three-month review’ from mid-Feb to early April. 

And it was just a week-and-a-half shy of this review that I experienced some of the most memorable events since fate had brought Marcus into our lives.

~~~~~    

It all started mid Saturday morning when I got a call from Marcus.

As a rule, we didn’t talk much.  Things were fine between us, but we’d never be best buds.  So, to get a call from him always made me slightly antsy – especially as Lizzy had gone round to be with him Friday evening and still hadn’t returned. 

A call from her to ask if it was okay to stay a second night wouldn’t have been a surprise, but a call from Marcus – when the two of us rarely felt a need to speak – did have me slightly on edge.

“Hey, Alan, how ya doing?”  He sounded far more jaunty and friendly than normal.  Maybe not surprising given he’d just enjoyed a night with his ‘girlfriend’.

“I’m fine, you?”

A couple of rounds of pleasantries, then he came straight to the point.

“Look, I know it’s short notice, but I was wondering if you’re free tonight?  I’ve met this girl - great cook, even better in bed, a real knockout – and I’m slowly trying to introduce her to my friends.  So, I was wondering if you’re free to come over and meet her?  I promise you, you won’t regret it!”

Wow!  That really knocked the wind out of my sails.  I was stunned into silence, the sound of the cogs so loud, they were probably audible all the way in Sunnyside.

“I know your wife’s away this weekend, so what you say you come over and we have us some fun, a little party?  I hate to think of you all alone and lonely in that big old house of yours … come on, what da ya say?  Promise you you’ll really love this new girlfriend of mine … she’s a real hoot … sexy and beautiful, and goes like a train between the sheets!”

More silence from me – and even that was a struggle as I sweated, and my brain circuits fried.

“So, that’s settled then, see you at five!  And, hey Al, don’t be a cheapskate, bring a couple of those fancy bottles of wine for us!  You know how little they pay us poor, humble EMTs!  This new girl of mine’s quite high maintenance.  She got a day gig with some rich sugar daddy type up in Woodlands, then comes to me for some real lovin’ and romance!  So some of your high-end bottles of red would help me out here!”

“Don’t be late … see you at five…”

What had I just let myself in for?  Not that I HAD actually agreed to anything!  In fact, I hadn’t even said a single, solitary word.  I’d just sat there listening and sweating.

After all this time as my wife’s lover, Marcus knew me too damned well.  While even from the early days, his preference had always been for time alone with Lizzy, he knew that I needed to be included every so often.  The price to be paid, feeding the hubby his voyeur red meat of watching his wife with another guy!

And I’d not had a chance to watch and participate for several weeks now, so he knew I’d be incapable of resisting.  Especially as his words had so expertly baited the trap for me, whetting my appetite with questions about exactly what he and his new ‘girlfriend’ had in store for me.

~~~~~    

Driving down the I-45, I couldn’t help but wonder if this was all Marcus’s idea, or whether it was Lizzy and him in cahoots, whether she’d been listening in the background when he called.

Maybe I was wrong, but it had the feel of something Lizzy might do.  Always fun and sassy, I could just picture her coming up with a plan like this.  The perfect way for her to get an extra night with Marcus without feeling guilty about me and knowing she’d be giving me the kind of evening I’d enjoy.

‘The kind of evening I’d enjoy.’  There was no way I could know this!  I’d had six hours to ponder just what the hell they had planned for me.  I trusted them to not push things too far – that wasn’t in their interests – but in truth, I had no idea what they had planned.

I’d not visited Marcus’s apartment much these last few months –my visits had been rare and mainly at the start of his affair with Lizzy – and once again I was struck by how lucky we were in comparison. 

Lizzy and my combined salaries allowed us a comfortable, middle-class family home in a leafy part of The Woodlands, and we never faced any kind of danger or life and death situation.

Yet Marcus, who’d served his country in war zones around the world and who faced danger and saved lives for a living, got to live downwind of one of Houston’s few remaining industrial areas.

The apartment complex was okay, and at least it had a communal pool.  But even if you’d not known it as fact, the general ambience and quality of the buildings clearly marked it out as an affordable housing development.  A fact made even more obvious by the down at heel area it sat in. 

But on his EMT salary, anything more upmarket would place a serious straitjacket on his ability to enjoy any kind of life in his off-duty hours.  But, courtesy of the upmarket Woodlands community, he had at least one form of leisure that incurred no charges!

Ringing his buzzer – two bottles of French red in hand – I wondered just what kind of evening I had waiting for me.

~~~~~    

“Hey, Alan!  Great to see you!” he grinned, shaking me by the hand like we were long lost friends as he pulled me into the small hallway, turning left and hollering inwards.  “Hey, Liz … Alan’s here!”

‘Liz,’ that was new!  I’d never heard him use anything but Lizzy’s full name. 

So now he had a pet name for her, now she was his official girlfriend! Or maybe I was just being paranoid, after all, plenty had happened between them that I’d never seen, so maybe this wasn’t a new thing at all.

Pushing me into the living room, he carried on talking.  “Liz will be out in a minute … she’s just getting changed … as it’s such a nice day, we thought it might be nice to take a dip in the pool … the Residents’ Association have arranged a BBQ and a few beers … you up for that, Al?”

“Urrrgh…”  I was only two seconds through the door and I already felt on the back foot.  “I’d love to,” I lied, “but I don’t have any trunks.”

“You worry too much, Al,” he smirked, slapping me on the shoulder with a force that nearly knocked me over.  I didn’t think the quiet and polite guy we’d first met was somehow doing a Hulk-like transformation, but he was certainly more confident and teasing than before I’d agreed to his and Lizzy’s recent requests. 

“You go through to Liz’s and my bedroom,” shit, that was a phrase that was hard to hear, “and I’m sure she’ll sort you out with some trunks.”

I felt like saying, ‘Are you for real?  You know damned well your trunks will fit like a tent around my waist,’ but the desire to not self-humiliate, and some related sixth sense, stopped me.

“In here, Al!” Lizzy shouted. Shit, now she’d got in on the act of gently teasing me by using a nickname she knew I wasn’t especially fond of.  And what was the need to shout and tell me where she was?  Although it had two bedrooms, it was still a tiny apartment, no more than nine-hundred square feet at most.  So, I hardly needed her voice as a homing beacon to guide me the ten steps from the living room to the main bedroom!

Ten steps later, the sight that greeted me made my eyeballs spontaneously combust!  Stepping into the bedroom where Lizzy had spent so many nights this last couple of years, I wasn’t greeted by my wife’s smiling face.  Instead she was rummaging in Marcus’s closet, bent at the hips, her pear-shaped ass pointed straight at me as she sported what must have been one of the world’s most lewd and revealing monokinis.

“Sorry, Al … with you in a minute … it must be somewhere in here … ah!  Here it is,” and then she turned to greet me, carrying on Marcus’s game as she held up a pair of my own swim shorts! 

Yes, this whole invitation was definitely a Lizzy and Marcus production.  She’d come prepared, this hadn’t been Marcus’s idea on a whim.

But honestly, my mind was on other things.

Lizzy was standing there cool as a cucumber, about to go out and socialize with the neighbors wearing a monokini purposefully designed to stay just the right side of street legal.  The color, a striking cobalt blue, was eye-catching enough.  But the fact it would catch the lustful eyes of half the residents and the jealous eyes of the other half was the design.

It was a one-piece micro monokini in a slingshot-thong design.  One big blue knot behind her neck fed into two shoestring threads that came down over her boobs, only widening enough to cover her nipples and areolae, and so provide some tiny level of capture for Lizzy’s generously sized boobs.  These two tiny slivers of blue fabric tapering again into narrow threads as they ran from Lizzy’s underboobs down to her crotch. 

Her crotch was only covered by the smallest of thongs and a single string in the delectable cleft of her ass.  The string splitting again at the top of Lizzy’s ass as it ran left and right over her ribs to rejoin the tiny slithers of fabric covering the parts of her boobs which needed covering to avoid legal charges of indecent exposure.

Fuck!  Was this woman really my previously middle-of-the-road forty-five-year-old wife?  On their many nights out, Marcus had gotten Lizzy to dress in far more revealing and risqué outfits than I’d ever managed.  But this tiny excuse for a monokini was on a whole different level.  It might be appropriate on an adults-only beach in some fancy resort, but at a Residents’ Association BBQ in downtown Houston!

“Honey, are you crazy!  That thing’ll get you arrested … what will the other residents say?”

“Honey?” she grinned, staying absolutely in role as Marcus’s girlfriend, her grin suggesting she was enjoying my discomfort at the way she was proposing to show herself off.  “Honey?  You must be confusing me with someone else!  Anyway, nice to meet you, Alan … Marcus’s told me so much about you!”

Giving me a huge hug, she continued.  “You poor, poor man … my boyfriend Marcus tells me you’re married to some slut of a woman who runs around on you, sleeping with some other guy behind your back … sounds like a real slut!”

Another hug followed, before she looked into my eyes.  “It’s really sweet of you to be concerned for me, Alan … but you don’t need to worry … I’ve only been dating Marcus a little while, but I’m already quite pally with a few of the other women here, and quite a few of them will be wearing something like this, or worse!”  ‘Or worse,’ that I struggled to imagine.

“Anyway, it is really sweet of you to worry … but all that matters is that my boyfriend Marcus loves it, and I’ll be in good company with some of my girlfriends here…”

Hell, this was a total mindfuck! 

I couldn’t deny I’d agreed to Lizzy and Marcus being boyfriend and girlfriend, but the thought of the two of them together in such an open social setting as a community BBQ had never occurred to me.  What Lizzy said, ‘I’m already quite pally with a few of the other women here,’ really brought it home to me.  Brought it home just how much these last couple of years Lizzy had built a life here about which I knew virtually zero.  A life here which was totally independent of me.

‘Here’ was all about Marcus and Lizzy, and I knew in my gut that a big part of today’s invitation was the two of them finally wanting to give me a window into the life the two of them shared here.  A realization that sent red-hot spikes shooting through my heart, but which also dangled the biggest and fattest of carrots in front of my nose.  As I wondered what the hell it was going to feel like watching Lizzy on Marcus’s arm in amongst the community which had become such a big part of her life.


Chapter 7

March 20 Saturday

Walking out to the pool area, fully aware how small and under-developed I looked next to Marcus, Mister Beefcake, I asked myself, ‘Alan, how the hell did you end up here?’

Lizzy led the way, seemingly not a hint of embarrassment or shame as, damned near naked, she wobbled her forty-five-year-old boobs and ass across the compound in that tiny monokini.  Her matching blue platform heels completing the slutty effect.

I came next – sandwiched in the middle between girlfriend and boyfriend – my five-seven and one-fifty pounds of soft, slightly flabby pale flesh looking positively scrawny in comparison to the man immediately behind me.  Because whereas my skin was pale and flabby, Marcus’s two-seventy pounds was all solid muscle.  His chest was wide, well defined and powerful.  His thighs were broad like tree trunks.  And his swim shorts were well filled, with something that resembled a coiled bratwurst, attracting the attention of half the residents. 

“Hey, girlfriend,” a black woman dressed in a bikini almost as scandalous as Lizzy’s, squealed.  “Marcus didn’t tell me you’d be here today!”

The two shared a long hug - laughed, talked and cackled for the next few minutes.  Enjoying a gossipy chat that only got interrupted when the woman’s little girl pulled at Lizzy’s hand – demanding my wife’s attention in that way only little children know. 

Not that Lizzy minded – tenderly stroking her hair, reminding me of conversations from years ago, reminding me of how a big part of my wife had always wanted a third child.  A little boy, a little brother for Carmina and Holly to tease and dote on as only big sisters can.  A little boy I might have taken to little league, watched sports with and done my best to raise as a better version of me.  A new, improved ‘mini-me’, a version of me hopefully with all my good points, but without my many hang ups and flaws.

After a while, the little girl was all filled up with Auntie Lizzy’s adult attention, and with the general conversation slowing, Lizzy said something to make her friend turn and look me up and down.

“Delores, this is my friend Al … Al, this is my new bestie Delores and her wonderful little daughter, Alysha … Delores is a total riot, so much fun … I’m sure the two of you will get on…”

Before I knew what was happening, Lizzy had sidled away into another conversation, leaving me alone talking to Delores.

Delores was about our age, three or four inches shorter than me and, without running to any kind of fat, had that kind of buxom, fulsome figure – big boobs, big booty – that’s allegedly so popular amongst black guys.

Something in her face and manner reminded me of the actress Taraji P. Henson from the TV shows ‘Empire’ and ‘Person of Interest’ – although the way she was nearly spilling out of her tiny white bikini made it difficult to concentrate on anything but her body.

“My eyes are up here!” she chuckled with a teasing grin, gently rebuking me for ogling her deep cleavage, her various tattoos and body piercings – including a pierced tongue that conjured up all kinds of thoughts.

“Sorry, it’s just you’re quite something!  And, let’s be honest, if you were the shy type who didn’t like attention, you’d hardly be wearing an outfit like that!”

“Good recovery!” she beamed, temporarily distracted by a sweet little black girl who was pulling at her hip, squatting down on her haunches to listen to whatever the little girl wanted.

The soft, maternal ambience was broken as she stood back up, stroked the little girl’s head and shrieked full bore to the other side of the pool.  “Tyrone!  Take your sister back to the apartment … she needs to use the bathroom!”

An absurdly tall, lanky and surly-looking black kid with wild, frizzy hair broke away from a gaggle of five or six other young black guys and sauntered ever so slowly around the pool.  It seemed his slow speed was his only form of protest, that he knew anything louder would earn him a smack round the head. 

Even if Delores’ would likely have put her shoulder out trying to reach!  Damn!  Her surly son must have been six-eight or six-nine – imagine giving birth to someone that big, she must have been in the hospital for days!

“Thanks, Tyrone,” the little girl beamed, reaching up to grab the hand of her big brother as she pulled him back to the apartment block, like an eager puppy pulling their owner.

“Kids!  Who’d have them!” she sighed, her eyes on them, not me.  “I love them to bits, can’t imagine life without them … but honestly, if I ever catch the two guys who knocked me up … I swear, I’d cut their balls off with a razor … men, you have your fun, then the first sign of trouble…”

She chuckled, suddenly a little more philosophical.  “Maybe I am a bit to blame, if I wasn’t such a damned good fuck, maybe I wouldn’t have gotten myself knocked up twice by the wrong kind of guy…” she teased, smiling in a way that put that tongue stud on full display. 

Now she was looking back at me, seeing my slightly stunned and bemused look.

“Sorry, Al!  I didn’t shock you, did I?  Don’t mind me, I’m a pretty open book when it comes to sex and stuff … and sometimes I feel a bit sorry for myself … I thought I was done raising a kid by myself, Tyrone was nearly fully grown, then along came little Trish … I wouldn’t be without her now, but the day I found I was pregnant again, well … you can fill in the rest…”

I pulled my best, ‘I feel for you,’ empathetic face and Delores took my arm and led me to where the drinks and food were.

“So, Al … do you have kids?”

“Yeah … a couple.  Girls, both at college now…”  Even as the words came out, I was strangely conscious of my omission of the word ‘we’, some sixth sense telling me to give away as little information until I knew more about what the folks here knew about Lizzy and me.

“That’s nice … aside from the costs that is!” she chuckled.  “So, how do you know my friend Lizzy?  And don’t take this the wrong way, why did she invite you here today?”

Waving her arm left to right, she smiled, “As you can see, there aren’t many other well-spoken, white middle-class types here today!”

I smiled back, “No offense taken … and as to your questions … Lizzy and I have been friends forever … we grew up in the same little town in Texas … and as to the ‘why here today’ part of your question, I guess she wanted to introduce me to Marcus, as he seems to be such an important part of her life these days!”

“True, dat!” she beamed. 

“Those two love birds can’t seem to get enough of each other!  Whenever I see them out and about at things like this, or just hanging around the pool, they can’t keep their hands off each other!” she chuckled as I desperately tried to stop my face from coloring up.  “And as for the noise!  I’m three apartments down the hall from Marcus, but I swear, half the time I can hear that little ho friend of yours sobbing and screaming half the night!”

We’d collected our drinks and some food and were headed back to her table.  “And, you know, when I saw that ring on her finger, I asked her and she admitted she’s got some poor sap of a husband paying all the bills while she runs around making eyes at Marcus and screwing him whenever he’s not on duty!”

“’Poor sap of a husband!’ She said that?” I asked, trying not to choke.

“My words, not hers … all I know, those two love birds are totally smitten, totally besotted … and little Miss ‘Can’t get me enough of Marcus’s big black dick’ has got a seriously complicated life!”

“’Big black dick?’”  I stuttered, unable to resist asking, but terrified of where such a blunt, plain-speaking woman as Delores would take things.

“Oh, honey!” she smiled.  “You know what them nice, middle-class white girls are like … after they done all that Mills and Boon romance and family and kids’ stuff, they wanna get themselves some excitement in their lives … get themselves some black lovin’ … from a big black beefcake like Marcus … and if you didn’t notice already, don’t look now, but later, you take a look across at those trunks of his … don’t make you gay to have a little look … that boy is packing some serious heat!”

‘Don’t think of an elephant, don’t think of an elephant…’  You think of an elephant!  Delores instruction not to stare caused me to stare over at the other side of the pool where Marcus and Lizzy were standing in the middle of the group of young guys that also included Delores’s son Tyrone – his sister now back, bladder relieved and happily playing with the other little girls.

I didn’t need to look at Marcus’s swim shorts, I’d known the size of the snake coiled inside longer than I cared to admit.  But what did hold my attention was the way that Marcus was holding court, as all the young guys – not as physically imposing as him – tried to ogle his girlfriend without provoking his anger.

~~~~~    

Trying to maintain the conversation with the buxom Delores whilst keeping tabs on Marcus, Lizzy and her little gaggle of young admirers wasn’t easy, but I saw enough to realize that Marcus and Lizzy were playing a game with the blocks’ young guys. 

Marcus was enjoying holding forth – the odd words I heard suggesting he was talking about his time in the military – but he was perfectly aware the real reason the young guys were there was to ogle and be close to the beautiful white woman who was on his arm.  The beautiful white woman who was dressed in hooker heels and a monokini so tiny she may as well have not worn it. 

Those six young horn dogs could see everything except her nipples, areolae and pussy.  Every other part of her ripe, white body was proudly on display for them.  The smile on her face, her pulled back shoulders and ramrod straight back telling me she was enjoying being lusted after as much as the young guys were enjoying doing the lusting.

Leading me by the arm, Delores started walking us around the pool. 

“Better go and rescue my young, dumb and full of cum son before Marcus gives him a smack for ogling his woman a little too obviously,” she chortled. 

“Not that your friend Lizzy seems to mind … maybe Marcus’s no longer enough for her!  You know how horny us women get when we get into our forties and hit our sexual peak!”  The way she looked at me as she shared this old chestnut making me wonder if she was coming on to me.

I didn’t have time to dwell on this possibility as we were now within earshot of the conversation, and what I was hearing nearly made my heart stop.

Delores’ son Tyrone was holding Lizzy’s left hand up so that all his buddies could see the three gold bands and two sets of gems, “Come on, Liz … you can’t leave us hangin’ … ever since we saw you with Marc, we all been wonderin’ what goes, what the story is?  Dis da first time we had to ask ya properly!”

“So inquisitive!” Lizzy laughed, not the least bit fazed, making no move to pull her hand back down.  “But teachers are always encouraging inquisitiveness in a young mind like yours, Tyrone … so I guess I can’t get too upset!”

‘Teachers…’  Oh fuck!  The single word sent shivers of fear down my spine.  Thank heavens the school where Lizzy worked admin office was in The Woodlands, forty miles and a whole world apart from the area and schools most of these young black kids attended.

“So, you gonna tell us then, ‘Teach’?” he teased, unaware of Lizzy’s real job.

“I don’t see why not,” she smiled, turning to Marcus to clock his small, almost imperceptible nod of approval.  She’d not seen me yet, but even so, my gut twisted at the thought of her getting approval from her boyfriend, not her husband.  But then again, this whole afternoon was seriously fucked, every new layer giving me another two or three new ulcers!

“When, Tyrone - or should I say if - you get to be married for as many years as me and my wonderful husband, you’ll probably find a need to add a little spark, a little excitement into your love life … and that’s what me and my loving hubby did … because I’m lucky enough that he doesn’t mind me being Marcus’s girlfriend…”

“So, Tyrone, does that answer your question?” she smiled, wriggling her ring finger as a final sign she had nothing to hide, or of which to be ashamed.

Tyrone was lost for words, he just grinned, shook his head and chuckled until he’d regained his poise.  “Tell me, Liz … you don’t have any younger sisters back at home do you?”

“’Younger’?” she parroted back, a look of mock anger on her face.  “Are you saying I’m too old, young man?  I’ll have you know I could outlast you any day … gobble you up and spit out your bones!”

“Mmmm … gobbling me up … I’ll have me some of that!” Tyrone laughed, finally releasing Lizzy’s ring finger and rubbing his index finger suggestively around Lizzy’s lips.  His laugh only cut short when he remembered whose girlfriend Lizzy was, a short nervous look across to Marcus giving him just enough reassurance to know he wasn’t in trouble.

This slightly tense exchange seemed to mark a natural break as Lizzy cuddled in tight to her boyfriend and he told the assembled group of youngsters that I had been good to see them, but that now he and Liz had to head off as they had an evening planned with Liz’s friend, Al.  Mine and Delores’ arrival perfectly timed as the two women hugged again and Marcus ushered us back towards his ground floor apartment.

“Nice to meet you, Al,” Delores hollered after me.  “Don’t be a stranger now!  Next time you visit with Marcus and Liz, you look me up … I’m in seven-twenty-two, just down the hall from Marcus!”

As if I didn’t have enough to think about!  Part of me smiled at the thought of her hitting on me, but part of me wondered if she was just teasing and toying with me.  Not thinking my slight frame, pale skin and mousey features genuinely attractive.  She certainly had the personality for those kind of mind games. 

But Delores was a puzzle that would have to wait.  Right now, as I walked behind my wife’s swaying hips and bouncing boobs - fully aware Tyrone and his pals were staring at her – I had the distinct impression Marcus and Lizzy had their very own mind games in store for me.


Chapter 8

March 20 Saturday

“Well, Al … did you enjoy yourself?  What da ya think of our little community here?  It’s not exactly The Woodlands, but I think they’re good people!  Honest, hard-working types,” he asked as he sat in the middle of the three-seat sofa and flicked the TV for the Rockets game.  The living room just a quarter of the size of ours back in The Woodlands, with room just for the sofa, a TV, corner chair, coffee table, and the armchair next to the kitchen-diner where he’d plonked me down.

“Urrrr … yeah, it was certainly interesting … everyone seemed really nice and friendly,” I answered, choosing my words carefully.

“Yeah … and my girlfriend Liz was quite the hit … the block’s other women like her coz she’s down-to-earth, doesn’t look down her nose at them … and all the young guys,” he grinned, going silent before finishing his sentence, “all the young guys like her for, how shall I put it, ‘other reasons’.”

‘Liz.’  His constant habit of referring to her by the pet name they used between them made my gut churn each time he did it.  The look on my face a giveaway which just encouraged him even more.

Lizzy, carrying three bottles of beer and still wearing platform heels and that scandalous slingshot micro monokini, chose that moment to reappear, beaming at Marcus’s comment about how all the young guys couldn’t stop gawking at her.  But also finding another topic of conversation.  “Well, I wasn’t the only one who attracted some admiring attention … Al, first time up and you seemed to make quite the impact on my friend Delores! ‘Don’t be a stranger … I’m in seven-twenty-two’,” she mimicked in a half-way decent impression of my buxom new friend.

This whole evening was getting crazier by the minute.  Lizzy and Marcus – fully acting the part of cohabiting boyfriend and girlfriend were still making out like I was just some random friend.  And now Lizzy had just upped the ante by focusing on me and Delores rather than her and Marcus.

“Never mind that, let’s just watch the game … it’s the Celtics and I’ve got me a couple of bets on with guys at work who transferred down from Massachusetts,” he smiled, pulling Lizzy away from me after she’d handed me my beer.  Pulling her down to give him his beer and sit on his lap.

“Game on!” he shouted, taking a big chug from his beer as Lizzy curled her arms around his neck.

~~~~~    

The mind fuck was back in full flow.  With Lizzy sitting there damned near naked on his lap, he was doing his best impression of disinterest.  His head and attention seemed focused more on the Rockets, his bets, and his eighty-four-inch TV, than on the beautiful woman squirming on his lap.

But of course, it was all a game.  His head and words might have been focused there, but I could see his hands slowly rolling her nipples, pulling them out from the tiny piece of fabric which had covered them by the pool and absent-mindedly pulling them like they were made of elastic.  Seemingly playing some kind of internal game in his head to see just how swollen and distended he could make them before Lizzy complained he was being too rough.

With the Rockets taking an early lead, he was happy that he’d got them to look like mini organ stops, poking out nearly an inch, so he slipped one hand down to ease under the cobalt blue fabric of the monokini’s thong.

His bulk forced him to sit right in the middle of the little three-seat sofa, with me on the armchair on the right and Lizzy sitting side saddle but with her legs diagonal between me and the TV, so I couldn’t actually see what his thick fingers were doing under her thong.

But I didn’t need to.  I saw his elbow start to move and almost immediately Lizzy’s pale arms tightened around her boyfriend’s muscular black neck.  She screwed her eyes tight shut and was soon panting, sucking in huge lungsful of air.

Her hips started wriggling and squirming, her breath getting more and more ragged and I had no doubts she was on her own personal stairway to heaven – even if the man playing with her body seemed more concerned with what was happening on the TV.

Without looking away from the game, he pulled Lizzy’s head next to his and whispered something I couldn’t make out.  The net result being that, without a hint of hesitation or embarrassment, my wife dropped down from Marcus’s lap and pushed his massive thighs apart so she could kneel there.

Now obediently in position, she wasted little time in pulling down his swim shorts and fishing out his semi-hard cock.  The gold and diamonds of her rings soon winking in the light as her left hand tried its best to envelope his vast girth before it started working him up and down.

Lizzy’s head was soon bobbing up and down as one hand played with Marcus’s big balls while the other snaked around the back and teased his ass.

Marcus’s cock was soon at full power, fully hard – but as he continued to refuse to look away from the screen, Lizzy seemed to take this as some kind of personal challenge.  Redoubling her efforts, her hand moving even faster as she really went to town with the most obscene sucking sounds as she applied maximum suction to his cock.

Still Marcus didn’t turn, ignoring Lizzy as he talked either to the TV or to me.  “Great game, isn’t it Al!  What more could a man want, a great ball game and a horny woman sucking his cock!  Honestly, Al … you should get yourself a slutty girlfriend like my Lizzy here!”

The mix of teasing and being ignored just drove her on even more and a couple of minutes later Marcus finally looked away from the game.  Not to address the woman hoovering at his dick, but to grin over at me and wink.  Winking as he put his hands deep into Lizzy’s soft curls and pushed her head as far down on his fat nine-inches as it would go.

“Ngg … ngg … ngg.”

No sympathy, no quarter given.  After two plus years together, he knew Lizzy’s limits and he pushed another inch or so down her throat.

“Ngg … ngg … ngg.”

“Ahhh … yesss,” he beamed at me, still ignoring the woman between his legs, “best feeling in the world … giving your slutty woman a protein shake, straight down into her belly!”

But at least he relaxed his firm grip on her curls so Lizzy was slowly able to breathe more easily as, like some Indian sword swallower, bit-by-bit his sticky and still swollen cock slowly started to reappear from the depths of her gagging throat.

Marcus always came in buckets and tonight was no exception.  His sticky white jizz was soon seeping out around the sides of the few fat inches he still had plugging Lizzy’s mouth.  Seeping out to form a sticky, gooey type of sex lipstick that circled the edge of her mouth.

As she finally let the last few inches reappear, she opened wide and smiled first at Marcus, then at me.  Making my cock harden even more as I saw the mass of bubbling, frothy jizz she was proudly displaying for me as Marcus was unable to resist providing a commentary.  “See, Al … didn’t I tell you … you need to get yourself a slutty girlfriend, just like my Lizzy here!”

Just when I thought things couldn’t get any weirder, Lizzy placed her hand on Marcus’s thigh and levered herself up as she tottered across to me on those hooker platform heels of hers.

Before I knew what was happening, she was kissing me with her spermy lips, squeezing my nose and forcing her tongue deep into my open mouth.  Rubbing her tongue all around my teeth to make sure I got a good dose of Marcus’s jizz.

~~~~~    

Mission accomplished, she whispered in my ear, “Too much?  You’ve always said you liked it when I was really slutty! And we both know you sometimes like a little mild humiliation!” 

Her voice and expression were a strange mix of nerves, assertiveness and mischief as her eyes searched mine to ascertain my reaction. “Did I go too far, honey?”

I was stunned into silence and inaction.  Lizzy sensed I needed a little TLC, so this time her kiss was soft and gentle, only on the lips, with no aggressive tongue action.  A kiss that communicated love and gratitude, but which still left another round of tiny traces of Marcus’s slimy jizz on my lips.  Lizzy’s eyes playful and mischievous as she gave me another soft little kiss.

Finally out of character, Lizzy smiled lovingly at me as she tugged my swim shorts down, lovingly stroking my five-and-a-half-inches, careful not to go too hard as she knew I was right on the edge and cumming too soon would set off a bad case of the cuckold blues.

Looking from my cock to my face, we didn’t need to speak, we both knew what she was thinking.  ‘I love you baby, it’s just such a shame your body’s not like Marcus’s, big and black and able to set my heart a flutter … but I love you and your little white cock anyway…’ 

Giving me a final, spermy kiss, she teetered back to sit on Marcus’s lap.  This time it was her hand not his that was doing the playing as she desperately tried to get him hard as quickly as possible.

She didn’t have long to wait.  The Rockets started going from bad to worse and as he could see his bets going up in smoke, Marcus started to lose interest in the game and took more interest in the woman perched on his lap.

Reaching for the remote, he flicked the TV off and wrapped his arms tight around Lizzy’s waist.  Then looking at her but speaking to me, he started.

“You know, Alan … did you ever stop to think how we’ve all changed so much these last couple of years?”

He had two fingers slowly sawing in and out of Lizzy’s pussy, his thumb rubbing at her clit and his free hand snaked around her back, pulling hard at her left nipple as he got all deep and philosophical.

“Maybe ‘changed’ is the wrong word … coz whatever we all got now, however we all behave now … it’s always there … it’s just you and Lizzy never knew what was lying in the depths of your sexualities…”

Jumping up, Lizzy in his arms like she weighed nothing, he switched it up into a more playful mood.  “You know, Alan … your sweet wife really is one of the sluttiest women I’ve ever had the pleasure of knowing,” he chuckled as he strode over to the full-length window, spread-eagled her legs and arms and pushed her boobs against the cold, hard glass.

“That rough fucking you saw me give her when you spied on us from Chicago … that wasn’t a one off, you know … your sweet wife, the mother of your two daughters … she loves to be fucked rough and treated slutty like that … loves it, really loves it … can’t get enough!”

As if to prove the point, he beckoned me over, and pressing down gently on my shoulders, he had me kneel down right beside the two of them.

“I’m gonna give your slutty little wife a real good fuck now, Alan!” he grinned, half squatting to lower his hips a few inches, placing that club of a cock at her entrance, before driving upwards with a sharp and deep thrust.

“Arrhh … oh fuck!” my sweet wife squealed.  Never mind that she’d taken that monster cock of his so many times before, the savageness of his thrust, the way he was pushing her hard against the window, it all combined with the fact she had the fattest of cocks battering at the entrance to her womb to make her sob with a bewitching mix of pain and pleasure.

“Can you imagine, Alan!  So faithful, so middle-of-the-road for all those years … and now finally she can really be herself!  Live out her fantasies!”

His words were sobering words.

This whole night was a total clusterfuck of thoughts and counterthoughts.  Kneeling down, my head right next to their rutting hips, in some ways this felt like the kind of evening I’d wanted right at the beginning.  Me involved, not the two of them off playing together.

But in other ways this felt a million miles away from those early threesomes I’d so enjoyed. 

Back then, Marcus had mostly been quiet and polite, with only the odd appearance of his Alpha male personality.  Whereas now he’d flexed his muscles to establish his own independent presence in our marriage and in Lizzy’s life.  Tonight being a perfect example.  Tonight being a night when Lizzy was more his than mine.  A fact that made my cock iron hard, even if I knew that as a couple we were condoning the equivalent of juggling with sweaty sticks of gelignite.

My chance to think and take stock disappeared like a puff of smoke.  So close to the action – part of it, but not part of it - I was sucked into the depravity of Marcus’s lightning-fast black hips repeatedly battering my sobbing wife against the cold, hard glass.

The chance she’d be seen was a knife of danger to me, but to Marcus it was a source of pleasure.  “What ya reckon, Liz?  Ya reckon Tyrone and his buddies might be passing by and want a closer look at what they saw earlier?”

Oh fuck!  It was such a kinky, evil thought.  Lizzy, the love of my life, the mother of our two daughters, pressed up hard against the glass.  Visible to any resident who happened to be walking by.  Visible as Marcus fucked her hard and deep as she sobbed and squealed.

And the thought that it might be her teenage admirer, and his gang of fellow-travelers who spotted her and watched her being fucked within an inch of her life was even more sordid.

Having already cum once, the young EMT continued to pound Lizzy for what seemed an eternity.  The speed, depth and skill of his fucking combining with the size of his weapon to make Lizzy cum every two or three minutes until finally the pair of them screamed together as Lizzy took his load deep within her pussy.

Down on my knees, right next to their coupled sex, my vantage point was heart-stoppingly exciting.  I was right there, only inches away as Lizzy’s body shook and spasmed, her whole frame vibrating as Marcus screamed, pushing extra deep, a man savoring his woman’s tight pussy as the needle-eye of his cock jetted its scalding seed deep into his woman’s womb.

Shit, this was so intense!  How the hell had Lizzy and my staid marriage gotten to a situation like this.

I wasn’t complaining – the whole day had been a non-stop rollercoaster ride of emotional turbulence, and my cock seemed to be permanently hard, even if my stomach felt it had born ulcers upon ulcers.

But I couldn’t help but wonder if this was the first time Marcus and Lizzy had involved me in this new stage of their relationship, just how far and how extreme might things become in the coming months.


Chapter 9

March 21 Sunday

“Umm … a little slower, honey … mmm, that’s it, nice and gentle … mmm, I DO love you,” she moaned softly as I slowly fucked my cock in and out of my wife’s tender pussy.

It was Sunday late afternoon and Lizzy had only just returned from her prolonged stay at Marcus’s.  We’d left the Residents’ Association block party around seven in order to watch the Rockets game, and we’d spent the rest of the evening in some form of sexual activity.  Either as a threesome, or with me watching the two of them together.

I called it a night around one in the morning, with Lizzy showing me where towels and toiletries were as she guided me to the small guest bedroom, the look on her face telling me she wouldn’t be joining me tonight.

Seeing a brief cloud of disappointment scuttling across my face, she touched my cheek and gave me a tiny kiss.  “We did agree I’m his girlfriend now … and that sometimes comes with a price … I’ll be next door if you need me, or if … if you want to watch.”

Even after fucking most of the evening, the two of them were still hungry for each other.  Although, with the guest bedroom right next to his bedroom, I suspect some of this nighttime activity was Marcus making a point, forcing another round of mind games on me.

The walls were thin so I could hear all the bed-banging action as Marcus fucked Lizzy to several loud climaxes before finally their bedroom went quiet at around two-thirty.

A couple of times I did take Lizzy up on her suggestion that I might want to watch, but I found the bedroom door closed and it felt a humiliation too far to open it and slip inside to watch.

After breakfast I announced I had to head home, wondering if Lizzy would take this as a cue to come with me.  Her embarrassed grimace and flushed cheeks told me the answer without a word exchanged.  ‘I’m his girlfriend now … that sometimes comes with a price.’  She didn’t need to say it; it was etched all over her face as those red-hot spikes were back lancing through my chest.

~~~~~    

“I love you so much, baby,” she purred, the tip of my cock tingling, the look on my face telling her I wasn’t far away now, even if we both knew she was too sore and fucked out to be anywhere close herself. 

The two of us exchanged a strange, knowing look as she wrapped her legs tight around the small of my back to pull me in deeper.  Her warm, moist breath whispering in my ear.  “Sorry babe, even pulling you in, I can hardly feel you any more … your little man’s too short and stubby, too short and thin…”

The instant her harsh words hit my brain, I exploded … roaring loudly, my brain cramping as all my synapses lit-up like an angry switchboard on Christmas morning.  My cum so intense the whole room around me seemed to black out, the only thing I remember being the soft feel of Lizzy’s arms tight around my neck as she kissed me with a hungry, needy passion.

~~~~~    

Lying next to the love of your life after a cum like that, having inseminated her like that (even post-vasectomy!) has got to rank as one of the best feelings a guy can have.

That’s certainly how I felt as I savored the warmth and softness of Lizzy’s head on my chest.  Her soft brown curls fanned out like a majestic veil over my beating chest as her hand idly toyed with my spent and sticky worm.

“You do love this game we’re playing, don’t you?”

I could hear the anxiousness in her voice.  Last night she’d been the confident temptress, teasing and pushing to the limit.  Today, back in the cold light of day, back in our family home, the loving, slightly anxious woman was back.

“What brought that on?” I asked, ever since we’d signed off on this new set-up, there had been few signs of nerves or doubts.

Scooting up so her head was next to mine, she stroked my hair.  “I did push you kind of a long way last night … both me and Marcus … that swimsuit, the whole ‘out in public, me and Marcus together,’ thing … then me kissing you and forcing my tongue into your mouth with his stuff all everywhere…”

“Who knew?” I chuckled.  “Who knew I had such a naughty, slutty wife!  But, honey, to answer your question …. ‘No,’ no you didn’t push me too far … I was as surprised as you, and hell, I hardly understand it myself … but yes, yes I did enjoy last night…”

Lizzy giggled, giving me the tenderest of kisses.  “And who knew I had such a kinky husband?  I mean, watching me I sort of understand … but my loving, wonderful husband getting off on all these naughty, teasing games when me and my big black boyfriend, push his buttons … belittle him … make him feel a little small and inferior to my big Alpha lover…”

She was stroking my cock as she spoke, her eyes twinkling with merriment as each new word hit home, her fingers feeling that each new word seemed to increase the blood flow to my cock.

“Shit, Woman … has that boyfriend of yours reprogrammed your brain!  Are you a totally insatiable slut now?  Even for dinky little white cocks?”

“I’ll always be horny for my hubby’s little white cock,” she teased and reassured.  “Even if I CAN hardly feel him anymore, what with my strapping big black lover stretching me out so good with his superior, manly cock…”

“A manly cock … not a little boy cock,” she teased, squeezing me extra hard, seeing my adrenaline rush through my face as I rolled her and forced her thighs apart.

“Ummm … come on, honey … come on, try to take me back … show me what a little white cock can do … make me want you more than I want Marcus…”

The brain is definitely the largest sex organ!  Despite my age and tiredness, we were soon rolling around like teenagers as we laughed and squealed our way to yet another wonderful bout of love making.

~~~~~    

Sometimes you have to smile at the irony of life. 

While their mom, dad and their mom’s ‘special friend’ Marcus had been testing the boundaries of our new three-way relationship at the residents’ association, Carmina and Holly had been enjoying the depravities of college Spring Break!  Something we found ironic as, in our different ways, all four of us were exploring new experiences!

For them, youngsters away at college, not remotely surprising.  But I hate to think what our daughters’ reaction would have been if they’d been a fly on the wall at that residents’ party and what followed afterward!

Aside from this coincidence, one of our daughters was responsible for a distinct deceleration of Marcus and Lizzy’s affair after the hyper-intensity of that pool party and what happened in the privacy of Marcus’s apartment afterward.

Pretty much immediately after the party, Marcus was back on duty and off-limits, from Tuesday through Thursday in that week after the party. 

But the following week, with me travelling much of the week and Marcus rostered with five days of rest, Lizzy and he managed three separate nights together in that week, two or three nights now being their norm.

Then Marcus was back on duty and then Lizzy’s monthly curse arrived! 

But then, just as her period ended and Marcus was back off duty, disaster struck – we came home one night to find our elder daughter, Carmina, back home and in tears! 

It turns out that a couple of weeks before Spring Break, she’d caught the bug that all teenagers and students fear – for the last month the infamous Epstein-Barr virus had been happily incubating and multiplying in her young body, and the doctor had now confirmed a full-blown case of ‘Mono’.  The student’s worst nightmare – ‘kissing disease’!

Once the college medical center had made the diagnosis, her sister Holly had driven her back home, and now we were left to console and care for a fatigued, depressed and convalescing twenty-year-old for the next few weeks.

However much Lizzy was wrapped up in her relationship with Marcus, first and foremost she was a devoted mom – and so things with Marcus pretty much ground to a complete halt for a few weeks.  Even if Lizzy could have snuck away, she was in no mood to play love games with Marcus!  She was way too worried and preoccupied with cheering Carmina up and nursing her back to health.

Lizzy’s ‘nurse-mom’ duties occupied nearly all April.  All she managed with Marcus was to sneak away for two or three evenings, with her normal habit of spending the night suspended as she wanted to be back home in case Carmina needed her.

With Carmina’s recovery being slower than we’d hoped, I tried to avoid travel as much as I could, which meant Lizzy and I had plenty of time to talk.

We were pretty much all talked out on the topic of her and Marcus, but one topic that did come up a few times was Delores, the woman who’d befriended me at the party.  Several times Lizzy teased me. 

“Honey, if you want to get some chocolate yourself, just let me know!  I’m sure I know a lady just down the hall from Marcus who’d be more than interested in giving you a taste!”

“Thanks for the offer!  But I don’t know if you ever met my wife!  I love her dearly, but more often than not she’s a jealous, very possessive woman!  Trust me, you wouldn’t get to cross her and tell the tale…”

“Oh, I don’t know?  The way I hear it, she’s had one of those ‘Paul on the road to Damascus’, seen-the-light moments … I understand she’s far less possessive than she used to be … from what I hear, if you ever were interested in some dark chocolate, you should ask her.  You might be surprised at her answer!”

We must have had this conversation, or a variant of it, three or four times in April!

And a couple of times talking about Delores, brought the topic on to her teenage son, Tyrone, and the obvious interest he and his posse of friends showed in Lizzy.

“Kudos, sweetheart!” I teased her.  “More than twice as old as Tyrone and his buddies, yet you still had them wrapped around your little finger!”

“What can I say?” she beamed, unable to hide her pride, “They obviously know a good thing when they see it!  When you work as hard as I do in the gym, you’ve got a sexy smile and boobs and butt to match, you’re bound to attract a few bees around the honey pot!  Especially, since those particular horny black bees have likely never been with a white queen!”

~~~~~    

Aside from Lizzy’s love life with Marcus, another thing that got delayed by Carmina’s illness was the ‘safety net’ that I’d insisted on - the three-month review of the new status of Marcus and Lizzy.

Christmas and New Year, then Carmina’s illness had gotten in the way.  So, it was early May, with Carmina back at A&M for the last two weeks of the term, when we finally got around to having this discussion, fully five and a half months into the new arrangements!

It was Lizzy, freshly returned from a Friday and Saturday night sleepover at Marcus’s (“sorry, honey, making up for lost time!” she’d grinned) who raised the topic.

It was Sunday evening, and she’d just enjoyed a piping hot restorative shower, naked as she dried herself, me lying in bed reading and her pretending not to notice how I was ogling her bouncing boobs as she toweled herself.

“Alan, sweetheart … you’ve been so unselfish and understanding about me and Marcus, however happy all three of us seem with things, I don’t want us to forget we did agree to have a review, a review to check you’re still okay with how things are…”

It sounded so damned businesslike! ‘A review’.  The next thing we’d be setting her and Marcus quarterly targets and publishing fucks per week statements!  Although at least my white wife would be guaranteed to reach her diversity and inclusiveness targets!  In fact, if anything she’d get an ‘Over and Above Award’ for the way she often favored ethnic, minority solutions over a good old Caucasian cock!

The other thing not quite right in what she’d said was that the review was to check that ‘I’ was still happy with things.  Strictly speaking, the review had been to check that all three of us were happy with things!  But this was just me splitting hairs, as it was totally obvious the two of them were more than happy with things!

~~~~~    

“Is now a good time to talk about how you feel?  Whether you’re still happy with things?” she asked as she flounced down onto the bed, her naked boobs (topped by those delectable nipples) bouncing in an almost irresistible way.  Her nakedness, her actions a transparent effort to play me – but at least we both knew this was her game.

She asked a good question.  Was I still happy? 

In truth, aside from that block party and Lizzy spending a little more time with Marcus, in a tangible sense, nothing much had changed compared to the last two years, before we’d applied labels to the relationship between Lizzy and Marcus.

But if the tangible side of things hadn’t changed much, there were certainly days when the psychological effects of knowing that Lizzy was now also officially someone else’s girlfriend did weigh on me.

To that small percentage of men who’ve lived with this type of situation, there’s no need to explain.  For anyone who’s never lived this, it’s a set of feelings that are hard to explain.

My feelings and emotions were difficult enough for me to understand, never mind explaining to others! 

One moment I’d find myself excited by watching Lizzy dress for a date or a sleepover, aroused beyond description as I lay there alone in our marital bed edging myself while I knew she was enjoying Marcus’s superior cock and love making skills.

But the next moment, especially if my edging had gone wrong, I’d find my mind and heart swirling in a sea of doubts and regrets.  Tormenting myself with siren voices questioning where this would all end up. 

Telling myself I was a fool and that for the sake of some cheap thrills I was brick-by-brick undermining Lizzy’s love and respect for me.  That I was allowing and encouraging her to build an ever-stronger relationship with a man who she admitted she was more physically attracted to and who we both knew gave her more and better sex than I ever had or ever could.  A man who she admitted she had feelings for, even if she’d reassured me these feelings were not as strong as the love she felt for me.

Lizzy’s love and attentiveness had been constant through the entirety of her relationship with Marcus.  If I had bad days, days of doubt, it wasn’t on her or anything she said or did.

And many days were calm, work and family life feeling positively normal, as if we didn’t have this stranger, this strange three-way dynamic in our marriage.

But other days were a real swirling, confusing vortex of emotions.  On days like this I’d feel like a small, helpless man at the center of some summer tornado, tossed and thrown from pillar to post.  One moment euphoric and aroused, the next down and depressed, wondering how long it would be before Lizzy’s feelings for Marcus developed to a level when she’d want another change in the arrangements between the three of us.  When they’d want more of them and less of me and her.

So, answering Lizzy’s question about whether I was happy wasn’t straight forward – because on different days, I’d likely give very different answers.

But that Sunday night when she asked me, I was sitting there looking at her delectable boobs, savoring her toned and naked body.  Knowing that if I answered in a way that made her happy, no doubt she’d be happy and I wouldn’t have to wait long for my reward.

I’d also just spent most of the last month with her – Carmina’s illness meaning she’d only rarely seen Marcus and that I’d traveled little, to maximize my time at home.

So, when I answered, I was in a good place mentally.  I’d not experienced any of those swirling vortex moments of doubt for several weeks.

“Are you still happy with things?” she asked, her voice low and seductive, as she inched her body and those two weapons of desire closer to her horny husband.

I knew an honest answer would be long and complicated, and my desire for her and the look on her face told me she didn’t want a long-complicated discussion.  She wanted the short, easily digested, precise version of how I felt.

I didn’t want to lie – I’d never do that – but giving an edited version wasn’t lying, and it would get me laid quicker than the full, encyclopedic answer.

“Look, hun … the short answer is yes, I am happy … I’ll not lie and pretend sometimes I don’t have doubts … but that’s not changed from before … and those times when I have doubts are tiny compared to the days when I love what we’re doing … love seeing you so happy … so yes, I am happy!”

“Happy enough for us to continue?  For me and Marcus to continue?  To make the boyfriend, girlfriend thing ‘permanent’, now we’ve checked we’re all fine…”

By now her hand was stroking my cock, but even incentivized and distracted like this, the word ‘permanent’ didn’t escape my attention.  I don’t know if it was Lizzy’s firm grip on my cock or the word itself, but whatever the cause, I found myself groaning out loud. 

Fuck!  Permanent!  Permanent meant a long time … like forever!

“What if I change my mind?”

Her nails were teasing that heavenly zone where the head of my cock joined my shaft – ever since I’d known her, Lizzy had never fought fair when there was something she really wanted.  All just parts and parcel of the woman I loved!

“But you ARE enjoying it, aren’t you, honey?  So, I don’t think you will change your mind!”

“But what if I do?”

“Then we’ll talk, baby?  Okay?”

“Okay…” I half moaned, half winced - her nails committing war crimes against the nerve endings of my frenum.

“Okay, so permanent’s okay then!”

It was a statement, not a question.  But I didn’t demure or argue back.  My entire consciousness focused on the amazing sensations she was coaxing from my cock.  Every nerve-ending in my whole body dancing with fire as I squirmed with electrical overload, every adrenal gland I possessed working overtime.

“Okay!” I squirmed, breathlessly whispering the word, borderline on passing out. ‘Only a word,’ I told myself.

~~~~~    

“Thanks, baby,” she beamed as she moved up the bed, placing her beautiful, smiling face just inches from mine. 

Her hand still squeezing and working my cock, but now slipping up and down the whole length, not just the head.  Third gear, not fifth, knowing more of fifth would likely have made her the grieving widow!

“Now we’ve agreed that, could we discuss two or three other small asks?”

‘Oh fuck!  There was more?’  The way her beautiful, smiling face sat just inches away, made it impossible not to stare back into those two brown pools of love and teasing she’d locked on to my heart.

“Marcus bought me a couple of pieces of jewelry … I just wanted to check with you before I wore them … that won’t be a problem, will it?”

‘Only jewelry,’ I almost felt relieved.  Lizzy’s nails were back where they could cause maximum distraction.  I nodded my head, too distracted to ask for details.

I felt the soft, moist warmth of her lips on my cheek as she stroked my hair and then kissed me a proper, ‘thank you,’ as she continued with her girlfriend-boyfriend shopping list.

“Back in November, when we first talked about me being Marcus’s girlfriend, remember we agreed he might want to take me away for the odd long weekend vacation? You remember?”

I remembered her floating the idea and me not disagreeing – is that the same as agreeing?

“Well, it’s nearly summer recess for me at school, and Marcus’s got a few days leave owing … so I was wanted to check you’re still okay with what we agreed before?”

I think that’s what’s called ‘leading the witness’.  But who was I to argue?  My body was too twisted and bent up by the lightning bolts of pleasure her nails were teasing from my cock.  A master violinist plying her trade, hand moving skillfully back and forth.  I never had a chance!  I just moaned, winced and nodded!  We could always discuss it later – right?

~~~~~    

“I love you babe!  Really love you!”

With a playful, happy kiss she moved away until her hips were hovering above mine.  An exaggerated, slow movement came next as she gradually dropped her hips down onto mine – her warm, moist pussy enveloping and capturing me.

The slowness was for show – used to Marcus’s extreme girth and length, I’m sure she could have hopped straight onto my ‘little boy cock’ as she’d recently called it – but I appreciated the gesture.

“There’s just one more thing I’ve been thinking about…”  Her hips were slamming up and down now, both of us dangerously close…

“The other week, when Carmina was home, after one of my evenings with Marcus, I think she nearly guessed … we’ve always been honest with the girls … taught them honesty … its importance for us as a family … I think it’s time to tell them … they know we’re not perfect, they know we have ‘needs’…”

Her bombshell now dropped, she changed the subject.  Her nails digging into my chest, her lips smothering mine as her tongue probed and pushed.  All the time her hips slamming down hard, her beautiful pussy making me almost cry with pleasure.

It wasn’t a fair fight.  It never was.  Both of us exploding as the fireworks lit up the sky.  She’d not wanted an answer.  That would have been too much.  She’d just wanted to put it out there.  Give me time to think.

We both shrieked and sobbed, hanging on to each other for dear life.  Cumming harder than we had in many a year.  The mental side feeding the physical, the questions she’d asked adding to what her pussy was doing to me.

What a night!  What a fuck!

But now I had some serious questions to answer.  Some serious things to think about.


Chapter 10

May 3 Monday

“Alan, where are you going?”

I’d hoped to get out without waking her.  But she was staring at me, bleary-eyed but very much awake, her voice heavy with anxiety.  Scratch that.  Her voice was closer to fear.

“I just needed some space and time to think.  I’ll dial in sick, get my head round some of this stuff…”

“Can I come, too?”  She knew me well enough to know where I was going without the need to ask.

“Sorry!” I answered, hating to see her look of hurt.  Even when I was confused and stressed, I always hated to see Lizzy in pain.  Even if, by rights, she was the author of her own troubles.  “I love you, honey … but having you there wouldn’t exactly help!”

Her pained look told me she understood, but hated that she couldn’t share my burden.  We’d grown so used to being so close, making all decisions together, deciding something this big, as a solo decision, felt decidedly odd after all these years.

I also thought best by a mix of pacing and sitting – both activities offering splendid views over the brooding, majestic old lady.  Almost a hundred years old, the things she’d seen in her years - the joy, the sadness, the tragedy and the elation.  Just as when I’d come here before, it put my troubles, my decisions into perspective.

Gazing at those huge, fourteen-inch guns of war, I was struck by the strangest of thoughts.  How, whether in war or in love, size matters!  I had no doubts about Lizzy’s love for me, but the unavoidable truth was that her fantasies had been about a man larger and more powerful than me.  Her fantasies had been about the ultimate taboo for nice, middle-class white girls – the powerful, dangerous black man.

Only it just so happened the large black man we’d chanced up wasn’t dangerous – he was a lifesaving EMT, but he was blessed with a cock and skills which were beyond anything Lizzy had even fantasized about.

And now Lizzy and Marcus – already officially girlfriend and boyfriend – were coming back for a second bite at the cherry.  Although, if I was honest, what they were asking was really just a logical continuation of what I’d already agreed.  A long weekend away?  They’d already floated this idea back in November.  And, anyway, how was this different to the times Lizzy had spent Friday and Saturday or Friday, Saturday and Sunday round at Marcus’s? 

And jewelry didn’t seem a big deal.  For a couple in a normal relationship – another guy buying your girl jewelry would be a hell of a deal.  But for us, bearing in mind all the things I agreed for Marcus to do with Lizzy, was a little bit of gold and a few gems really that much of a big deal?  Wouldn’t any normal boyfriend buy his girlfriend a few pieces of jewelry?

I told myself, ‘No, it’s not a big deal,’ because the real thing that was getting to me, and which had driven me to my favorite thinking spot was Lizzy and Marcus’s final request.  That they wanted to bring their relationship out from the shadows.  To tell the two most important people in our lives the truth that their mother and I had been living these last two and a half years.

If a few pieces of jewelry didn’t feel like a big deal, letting our daughters, Carmina and Holly, in on our marital secret seemed the most enormous of deals.  And I knew instantly why this was.  In a single act I’d be risking my daughters thinking less of me as a man and as their father.

Even the thought of it made me cringe.  ‘Mom needs to get her rocks off with another man?’ After twenty plus years of a fulfilling marriage and a wonderful love life, Lizzy and I knew that adding Marcus gave their mom something I could never give her – physically or psychologically.  We saw it as an addition, not a replacement, not a lessening.  Given in love, to make both of us happier and more fulfilled as their mom and I entered the third quarter of our lives.

But would Carmina and Holly see it this way?  My chest tightened in panic every time I thought about it.  Imagined the situation, pictured their faces.

~~~~~    

Having walked the old lady’s bow to stern, two-hundred yards, several times as I cogitated - finally I took a seat, looking out over the still water.

Sometimes I hated myself.  Truly hated myself for being so even-handed and fair.  However terrified I was of what our daughters might think of me, I couldn’t help but think of it from Lizzy and Marcus’s point of view.

As I’d seen when they’d invited me to Marcus’s Residents’ Association pool party, their relationship was out in the open in the Sunnyside community where Marcus lived and where Lizzy spent a significant amount of her time. 

I tried to avoid thinking about it, but knowing how close Lizzy had always been to our two girls, I knew in my heart the toll it must be taking on her.  To have something this important in her life and having to lie or obfuscate about it to the two young women who she’d carried and nourished for half her life.

My male ego, my pride wanted to say, ‘Hell, no!’ to her request.  But the stronger part of me, the part that loved her more than life itself, wanted to cave.  Wanted to give her what I knew was so important to her. To risk the damage to my pride, trusting our girls would see it for what it was.  Well, at least the selfless part of it!  The part of it that was me enjoying the game, that other bit, they didn’t need to know about!  Ever!

Because, if I was honest, it was a part of myself, a part of the game that I barely understood myself.  Amongst all these thoughts of selfless love for Lizzy, these thoughts about how my girls would see me, there was a deeper truth that I didn’t even admit to myself.

Going deeper into the swirling, confusing vortex of danger excited me more than I dared to admit.

~~~~~    

I started walking again.  I’d had enough of sitting.  And the truth was, my mind was already made up.  Even if I wasn’t quite ready to admit it to myself yet.

Shit!  What would my girls think of me?  I’d spent an entire lifetime being their loving dad, striving to protect them, to be the man they looked up to, the man they knew was always there for them.  The man they patterned on as they sought a man worthy of their own love and commitment.

And now I was considering risking it all!  Gambling that they’d see my actions as their mom and I saw it.  As an act of selfless love.  

Four ‘bow to stern’ and ‘stern to bow’ trips later and I knew what I’d have to do, even if I was too scared to admit it out loud to myself.

But there was still one thing I needed to do before I gave Lizzy her answer.

~~~~~    

When I went home, all I said was ‘Okay.’

Lizzy could see on my face what it had cost me, so she didn’t press me to discuss it, to talk it through, as wives so often do.  She just hugged me, accepting it as the act of faith and love it was.

At that moment, I felt a tranquility.  A sense of peace.

But little did I know that within days I’d be hit by the perfect trifecta.  The perfect storm!


Chapter 11

May 18 Wednesday

I thought it would be just another normal Wednesday evening.  My day at work had been absolute hell.  Marcus had just started one of his seventy-two-hour ‘on-off-on’ work rosters, so I was looking forward to a nice quiet and loving evening with Lizzy to restore my post-work spirits.

But rounding the corner, I sensed I wasn’t about to get the kind of quiet evening I’d been hoping for – both our daughters’ cars were parked in the drive which gave me a sinking feeling in my stomach.

It had been just over three weeks since I’d agreed to Lizzy and Marcus’s three requests, and I knew Lizzy hadn’t told them what we’d agreed, so she could tell them – about their mom and dad’s newly open marriage and about who Marcus was in their mom’s life.

We’d agreed that Lizzy would be the one to tell them and that I’d only talk to them if they wanted.  We’d also agreed that when she had told them, she’d let me know, so I’d be prepared if they did want to talk to me about it.

Their terms had finished and I knew they planned to pop home for a few days before heading off to start their busy summer schedules (though Carmina would mostly be having a quiet summer at her boyfriend’s family ranch in East Texas) – but we’d not known exactly when they’d be coming.  So, seeing their cars parked in the drive made me queasy at the thought that ‘that conversation’ between mother and daughters would soon be happening.

Part of me thought about sloping off to a local bar and tiptoeing home only when I saw all the lights were off.  Part of me even thought about inventing a last-minute business trip and only returning when the girls had departed for their summer activities.

But a stronger, stranger part of me – no matter how nauseous I was feeling – was drawn in.  Just like a moth can be drawn to a flame, even though I was terrified of what I might hear, I was powerless to stop myself entering the house as quietly as I could manage.

The moment I saw the body language – hands clasping hot cups, the three of them hunched down, close together at the kitchen island – I knew my guess had been correct.

“Look, before you head off on your summer break, there’s something I need to tell you about your dad and me…”

Even squinting out from the shadows, I could see the immediate look of panic on their two young faces.

“No, nothing like that!” Lizzy quickly interjected, reaching the same conclusion as me.  “Me and your dad are more in love than ever, we’re not splitting up, it’s nothing like that…”

“Then what?” Holly asked, now looking thoroughly confused.

Lizzy colored up.  Moments earlier she’d seemed so confident, but now it was the moment of truth, she was fumbling her words.

“Umm … err … well, it’s like this … your dad and I have been together a long time now, and sometimes when you’ve been together as long as we have, you have to find ways to keep things fresh and exciting…”

“Mum, let me stop you there,” our elder daughter almost shouted, holding a hand up and looking across at her sister who nodded her agreement.  “Whatever it is you and dad feel the need to do, me and Holly are fine with it … if you’re both happy with it … then we’re okay with it … only one thing … we really don’t need to know the details…”

They’d always been close, but I guess even for them, there are limits!  After all, what child wants to know the details of their parent’s love life!  For most well-adjusted, normal kids, it’s just not a place they want to go!

But Lizzy wasn’t to be denied.  For her this was hugely important, she hated keeping secrets from the girls and she was fed up with having to keep something as important as her relationship with Marcus in the shadows.  As if it was something she was ashamed about.

Reaching across to squeeze her daughter’s hand, she looked her in the eyes.  “I understand, honey, but I need to tell you this … because I don’t want you hearing it from someone else and it’s something which you’re going to find out one day … so better that you hear it from me and hear the truth of it…”

Now the girls’ faces were a mix of worry, distaste and confusion as they wondered what on earth their mom, for so many years the anchor point of their young lives, was about to tell them.

“I’m sure you’ve heard about couples who are ‘swingers’ … who allow other parties into their marriage, to add a little spice and excitement … well, your dad and me have done that, and before you worry, we’re both very happy with how it’s working and he knows we’re having this conversation … because … because I want you to know that I’ve got a special friend … a young, African American EMT named Marcus … and, before you worry, your dad’s totally cool with it, in fact he’s happy for me and finds it all very exciting…”

“Mom!” they shrieked in unison, looking briefly at each other before turning back to look at the woman who’d brought them into the world, but who’d just stunned them into silence.  

Inevitably, it was Lizzy who finally broke the stalemate.  “Well, say something!  Your poor old mom’s bearing her soul, wondering if her girls will talk to her ever again!”

Like so many second children, Holly had always been the more adventurous of the two.  Grasping her mom’s hand, she shook her head as a broad grin appeared as she held her mom’s gaze.  “Well, well, well!  Hey, sis … our mom, the prim and proper school secretary is a secret swinger … and not just any swinger … a swinger with a young black boyfriend!”

The pair of them burst out laughing, both leaning over to hug their mom.  They might be ribbing her mercilessly, but they weren’t blind to the stress that was etched all over the face of the woman they loved and worshiped.

Relieved by their laughter, Lizzy joined in, the three of them hugging and all now laughing.  “Our mom’s a swinger!” Holly chuckled.  “Who’d have thought!  Tell me, mom … this Marcus dude, is he packing?  Has be got a ‘big black cock,’ like all those urban myths!”

Lizzy’s cheeks flushed deeper red and her laughter stopped.

“Mom!  OMG!  He does, doesn’t he … this Marcus guy’s got a big black cock … that’s why you chose him!  Our lovely, sweet mom wanted herself some big black cock, and dad’s happy for her and loves it too!”  Holly whooped, her sister not far behind her.

For the next few minutes their mom explained it all.  Explained about the vacation in the Caribbean, about Nancy Friday’s book and her and me finally sharing and exploring our fantasies.

As they talked, there were more hugs, more hand holding, and more loving gazes.  It was a testament to the love and closeness between the three of them that in the space of just a few minutes they went from not wanting to know about their parents’ love life to wanting their mom to share all the gory details.

“Have you got a photo?” Carmina asked.

“What kind of photo?”  Their mom’s answer had all three of them back writhing in laughter.  Multiple photos of every type being swiped on their mom’s phone.

“Ummm … your Marcus’s a real beefcake, isn’t he mom!  Those abs … those muscles!  Tell you what, mom … if ever you get tired of him, let me know!” 

That was Holly and earned her a playful cheek slap.

Another photo was shown.

“OMG, mom!  You take all that thing inside you?  Hell, can you even walk straight when you’ve been fucked by something that big?  No wonder you’ve seemed so happy recently!” Holly chuckled.  “What?  You thought we hadn’t noticed?  Me and Carms thought it was sweet … we thought it was you and dad reconnecting now that you’ve not got us under your feet … only now we know better … we know it’s not Dad putting a twinkle in your eye … it’s your young, hung lover!”

Standing in the shadows of the hallway, listening to all this, my guts were constantly churning and scrunching.  I was happy for Lizzy that she had a huge weight lifted from her shoulders.  But I found myself squirming in embarrassment and a sense of humiliation.  The three most important women in my life laughing and smiling as they discussed how another man – a man younger, bigger and better hung – had revolutionized their mom’s love life, giving her levels of sexual satisfaction she’d never known before.

It was deeply embarrassing and humiliating having to listen to this kind of conversation, but it was bizarrely hot.  I’m not sure I’d ever understand this part of me, but I couldn’t deny that my cock was hard and that my veins were tingling with adrenaline.

“So, when do we get to meet this Marcus guy?”  Carmina teased, before Holly chipped in.  “Yeah, when do we get to meet our new step daddy?  And, does he have any younger brothers?”  They all hooted with laughter, my face coloring up.  ‘Step daddy!’  That was my worst nightmare, but it also made my cock bounce with extra hardness.  Fuck!  How embarrassing would that be?  My own daughters, products of my seed, meeting and fawning over the man who every week took their mom to planes of sexual pleasure which I could only imagine.

I was glad that Lizzy had told them.  Glad for her, glad that it gave her something very precious to her – the ability to be open and honest about Marcus’s role in her life.  And listening in had given me a strange sexual buzz. 

But that didn’t mean I was ready to face my daughters yet.  Lizzy told me they were both heading off on Friday and I made a point of leaving very early for work the next two days as I was desperate to avoid any embarrassing breakfast time conversations.

I knew it would come – but I wasn’t ready for it yet!

~~~~~    

Another thing I wasn’t ready for happened that Friday night when I came home from work that evening.

Not only had the girls now started their summer break, but today had been Lizzy’s last day.  We were just at the end of May and she, like all the other school staff, wasn’t due back until early August.

I should have guessed something was up when I came home not to a rushed TV dinner but to a fully cooked three-course meal.  When I made a comment, as she always was, Lizzy was open and honest.

“I wanted to show you how grateful I am for how you let me have my time with Marcus … and to show you how much I love you … that nothing between me and Marcus will ever change that…”

I raised an eyebrow.  I sensed there was more.

“Well, I do also have a small ulterior motive,” she grinned.  “You know that long weekend you’d said me and Marcus could take … well, we were thinking that, now that I’m on summer break, we’d take you up on your offer this weekend…”

“Go on…” I told her, trying not to sound as nervous as I felt.

Over the next few minutes, she laid out what they were planning – apparently a plan that had taken root about a week ago when I’d told her I’d be away from Tuesday to Thursday in Seattle.

Lizzy’s description of their trip as ‘a long weekend’ was her being a little economic with the truth.  The trip was planned to start early Sunday morning and would be a two-day road trip across Texas, New Mexico, Arizona and California until she and Marcus finally arrived at their destination.  The party resort of Tijuana, just across the Mexican border, where they planned to stay for four whole days before a short drive to San Diego and taking a Friday evening flight back home to Houston.

As Lizzy described all this, I honestly wasn’t sure if she was asking me or telling me.  Her tone was nervous, as if she was worried I might protest or complain – especially as Sunday to late Friday was a lot longer than ‘a long weekend.’ But there was no moment when she asked me, ‘honey, is that okay?’

As we just looked at each other, my thoughts were all mixed up.  The thought of her away for the best part of a week with Marcus caused that customary tingling of excitement, but it also had my stomach churning with tension as I worried (as I often did) if this was things going too far, a sign of eventually losing her to the man who gave her such great sex.

Shaking my head, I realized these two sets of emotions – arousal and fear – would always be inextricably linked in this strange life we’d built for ourselves.  Looking into Lizzy’s beautiful but nervous face, I could see how much she wanted this.  Not unreasonable given she and Marcus had been ‘dating’ for the best part of three years and that this would be their first proper trip away.

I wanted this for her and, not entirely unselfish, I wanted the rush and cuckold angst the trip would give to me.

Lizzy could see my changing mood from my expression, her own nerves disappearing as she knew she had my approval.

“Thank you, honey,” she told me, kissing me with happiness and playfully smiling.  “And I promise we’ll send plenty of photos to keep my kinky husband happy … to keep him happy in his voyeur and cucky fantasies…”

As I kissed her back, I had no idea that hers wouldn’t be the only set of images I received or that I was about to find out just how slutty my lovely wife could really be.


Chapter 12

May 21 Saturday

With Lizzy and me about to be separated for most of the coming week, any normal husband would have made the most of the time which we did have together.

But with Lizzy having a much-rescheduled brunch with one of her girlfriends (‘Honey, I can’t reschedule again … Yvonne will kill me!’), I was left to my own devices.

I tried to focus on some work tasks I needed to complete by Monday, but I couldn’t concentrate.  Then I tried working on a few items on Lizzy’s ‘honey do’ list of chores for me, but even these less cerebral tasks proved beyond me.

So, I made myself a fresh pot of coffee and sat pondering, and took myself out into the backyard to enjoy the pleasant spring temperatures and the multicolored beauty from the various flowers and bushes Lizzy had planted over the years.

Deep down, I knew exactly why I couldn’t settle to any kind of task.  The events of the last few days – first Lizzy telling our girls about Marcus, then our agreement that she’d spend the next week with Marcus – had really brought it home to me how much our lives had changed over the last few months.

I found myself looking back to when it had all started.  Those early, fun-filled conversations about Lizzy’s fantasies and my fantasies seemed a world away now.  They seemed so distant and innocent compared to what we had today.  For those first two years, Lizzy and Marcus’s affair had been a fun and exciting distraction, but it hadn’t fundamentally changed or challenged the core of our marriage and lives.

But ever since six months ago I’d agreed to Marcus’s request and all three of us thought of them as an official boyfriend, girlfriend couple, things had felt very different – the psychology felt changed.

And the most surprising thing of all was, that no matter how nervous I was about the new state of affairs, I was also inexplicably excited by the new vibes and by how things had developed.

How else to explain how I’d enjoyed the mind games from when I’d been invited to Marcus’s block party and loved every deliciously and excruciatingly painful moment of watching them in such a public setting, acting like the couple while I was the outsider?

How else to explain the strange, twisted excitement I’d felt when I’d hidden in the shadows in my own home as, after they’d recovered from their shock, Lizzy and my own daughters had laughed and joked about the size of Marcus’s cock and the sexual satisfaction he gave their mom?  The jokes even going so far as my own flesh and blood teasingly referring to their mom’s young black lover as their ‘new stepdad’!

Or, more pointedly, how else to explain my agreement to Lizzy’s request to spend the first days of her summer break not with me but on a six-day road-trip cum vacation with her big-bodied, big-cocked young black lover?

The answer to all three questions was the same – because it excited me.

I guess none of us truly know ourselves until we fully live and fully try new things.  This had all started with me thinking I’d enjoy watching Lizzy with another man.  And I’d found that bit was true – I did enjoy watching!

But as I’d discovered this, I’d accidentally discovered something else about myself.  Not only did I love seeing Lizzy getting amazing sex from another guy because I loved her and wanted only the best for her.  But I also loved seeing it because of the feelings, the shamefully bittersweet feelings of embarrassment, and the humiliation that went along with knowing I’d never satisfied her sexually in the ways the new man in her life so effortlessly achieved.

It was a bewildering, confusing and thoroughly disorienting thing to realize about myself!

Even thinking about it amongst the beauty of that spring morning, I felt belittled and diminished - less of a man.

But I could no longer hide from this truth.  This part of me didn’t define me, it wasn’t who I was – but it was a big, big part of me.  And that was something I could no longer deny.

Looking into the dregs of my coffee, I realized so many of our conversations these last two years had been about Lizzy and Marcus or Lizzy and her needs.  And I vowed that when Lizzy returned from her road trip, she and I would have a deep and open talk about this newly clear truth. 

It wasn’t just that I was a voyeur who loved watching my wonderful wife with another man.  No, I was also a man who’d discovered he had deeply engrained cuckold proclivities!

For months I’d tried to avoid owning up to this truth.  Tried to avoid applying this label to myself, as even through all these years of fantasizing about Lizzy and other guys, it had been a word I’d hated, because of its deeply humiliating connotations and societal standing.

But just as Lizzy was fully embracing her fantasies and the new realities in her life, I knew it was time for me to confront my demons and talk to Lizzy about this newly discovered side of myself.

~~~~~    

I’d expected I’d still have at least the afternoon, evening and night with Lizzy before she left for her road trip with Marcus, but about an hour after she returned from her extended and rather boozy brunch with Yvonne, my stomach started churning as I heard the sound of her clattering down the hall. 

Two seconds later she appeared in the doorway looking both guilty and flushed with excitement as she pulled one of our medium-sized suitcases behind her.

“Thanks so much for letting me do this, babe,” she smiled nervously. 

“I’m the luckiest girl in all Houston, married to a wonderful man who trusts me enough to let me explore my sluttiest fantasies!”  Was I imagining it, or did I see her cheeks go a slightly deeper red, as if she was thinking something slutty but was too scared to share it.

“Marcus and I are heading out to a new club tonight … so we thought it made sense to start from his place first thing in the morning.  Are you okay with that, honey?”

It hurt.  It damned well hurt.  She could see that in my face.  But she could also see my pupils widening with excitement.  Involuntary excitement – sometimes I really hated myself.  Or at least this part of me.  And if she looked carefully enough, she could also see the tent in the front of my pants. 

In fact, that was exactly where she was looking as a grin broke out on her face.  She wrapped her arms around me.  Kissed me with deep, tender love as she looked into my eyes.  “Love you, hun!  See you in a few days.  I promise I’ll send plenty of pics as I know how much you love watching me and Marcus.

~~~~~    

The first pic came a lot sooner than I’d expected. 

Traffic took her an hour, then another couple of hours’ worth of ‘fuck time’ to make up for their lack of opportunity while Lizzy had been preoccupied with the girls and me.  Then just around six-thirty the first of the pics arrived.

The tone and the pics were loving and sexy.

‘Hey, baby … thanks so much for letting me do this … I am gonna love it, but I’m gonna really miss you too!  Why can’t we be in two places at once :( … hope you like my outfit … another gift from my boyfriend!  Marcus said it would bring back happy memories for you!  Love u always, L xxxxxx’

Reading her words, I almost wanted to cry!  I loved this new part of our life, but nights like this were so hard on the heartstrings!

But if her words left me feeling a little sad about our upcoming separation – remembering what it felt like watching her wheeling her suitcase out the door, wondering if this was some kind of omen of things to come – then the attached pic gave me an entirely different kind of vibe.  The motor in my loins immediately firing up at the sight of the sultry, beautiful woman I was lucky enough to call my wife.

The picture she’d sent showed her sporting a semi-transparent bright red crop top that left little to the imagination.

I immediately recognized it as the same style as the one Marcus had bought for her the first time that I’d agreed to him taking Lizzy out on a solo date.  The night I’d had a tedious client dinner with Trevor Jones, and I’d agreed to Marcus and Lizzy having a night out dancing before we all met up later back at our place. 

The only difference was the color.  That top had been black, this one was vibrant red.  By choosing the same design as that night right at the start of their affair, I couldn’t help but think he was sending me a double message. 

A message about how much things had changed between the three of us over the last two-and-a-half years.  A message that the night of their first solo date might have ended up with Lizzy returning home and all three of us together, but that this night would have a very different ending.  Lizzy and him together and me alone.  Lizzy and him together for most of the next week until finally, no doubt tired but sexually satisfied, she’d be returned back to me!

My cock hard, my mind a bundle of nerves as I realized how hard this next week was going to be, I revived my spirits by gazing back at the image.  Lizzy’s skimpy little top stopped about three inches above her belly button, and she’d paired it with a sexy white strapless bra.  The contrast between the virginal white and the whorish red, striking and thought-provoking, yet another signal of how things had changed for my wife as she got to live out the sluttiest of her long-hidden fantasies.

Below the sheer red-crop top Lizzy was wearing the same tiny micro-mini skirt she’d worn on their first solo date.  The little black Spandex mini skirt, all nine to ten inches of it, barely covering her hips and the first few inches of her thighs.  The stretchy fabric so tight her hips showed the tiny bulge from the side string of the G-string thong that had become standard issue whenever she dressed for her black boyfriend.

The transparent, skimpy little top and the excuse for a skirt showed off her sexy flat tummy, generous cleavage and gorgeous ‘hook around your back’ legs to absolute perfection! The whole outfit took my breath away! 

Lizzy looked so super-hot!  Every fiber in my body wanted to dash over there and claim her back.  Claim her back and fuck her so hard she’d scream for mercy!  But we both knew that wasn’t going to happen as, however satisfying that would be, for the next week I’d agreed to play an even more erotic game.  Not a game where my cock would be getting satisfied, but a game where my mind would be getting satisfied as we took things to a whole new level of cuckold angst.

~~~~~    

Knowing I had a busy week ahead, I’d been planning a quiet evening in, splitting my time between trying to read the latest John Grisham book and trying not to go insane as I awaited and gawked at whatever crumbs from the table Lizzy and Marcus chose to text me.

And I honestly think, whatever was going down in Sunnyside, I’d have managed to stick to my guns if it hadn’t been for a second text and the two attached images Lizzy sent me five minutes after the first text.

If the first text had my tummy doing flip-flops, the second one had ten-times the impact!

Not only did the new pics make my heart jump into my throat, but the change in tone gave me dry-mouth syndrome.  No mention of missing me and wanting to be in two places at once – she’d gone full-on living out her naughty, slutty fantasies.

‘Marcus said the new club we’re headed to is the kind of place where they’re pretty understanding if the clientele like to ‘have a little fun’ … he said I’d enjoy it more if he had slightly better ‘access’ to me ;-}  L x’

The red crop top hadn’t changed, but what was underneath had!  Because underneath was nothing.  The virginal, white strapless bra had disappeared.  The only thing visible underneath the sexy crop top was the even sexier sight of Lizzy’s nipples and areolae. Clearly visible and more than a little swollen underneath the sheer material, likely swollen from a mix of excitement and from the catching-up session she and Marcus had just enjoyed.

The second pic was a mixed bag – both more subtle but also more unsettling.  The little black Spandex micro-mini skirt – all nine to ten inches of it – had been hitched up so it was nothing more than a two-to-three-inch worm of black bunched up fabric.  The new image showed her G-string thong was gone, leaving me gazing at the flowered, pouting lips of her freshly shaved pussy.  No doubt already full to the brim with Marcus’s potent seed!

Damned!  Seeing those two new images, reading and re-reading Lizzy’s second message sparked all kinds of thoughts and doubts. 

Jealousy that I wouldn’t be there to ogle and enjoy her sexy beauty.  Fear mixed with swirling, heart-stopping excitement about the ‘better access’ Marcus had mentioned.  But most of all - a big, fat, throbbing question mark about the wisdom of what I was allowing over the coming week.

What was it Lizzy had said as she’d wheeled her suitcase out of our marital home? ‘I’m the luckiest girl in all Houston, married to a wonderful man who trusts me enough to let me explore my sluttiest fantasies!’  Seeing her dressed like this, remembering how her cheeks had reddened as she’d said it, I sensed this was some kind of watershed moment for Lizzy.  That her words had been the most she could bring herself to say to warn me that for her this trip with Marcus and the next few days marked a big step forward.  That things might be different when she came back.


Chapter 13

May 21 Saturday

Normally I’m not someone prone to impulsive actions, but something in Lizzy’s last message had really gotten to me and barely two minutes after that second text I was in the car and headed down I-45 to the new club Lizzy had mentioned earlier.

The only thing was, now I was mobile and on my way, I honestly wasn’t totally sure just why I was doing this? 

I was going against all our usual ground rules for how we handled Lizzy and Marcus’s regular date nights.  I’d only watch if they invited me or if I asked and they agreed.  But here I was headed into one of the most dangerous parts of town, - a white face that would stick out in an area where more than ninety percent of residents were black – and I wasn’t even clear in my head why I was doing this crazy and dangerous thing.

My emotions and thoughts were all over the place.  Was I worried about what Lizzy might do when she’d talked about ‘exploring her sluttiest fantasies’ – was I driving into the part of the city with the highest crime rate to stop her and keep her safe? Or were my motives altogether less honorable and more selfish? Was I really speeding down the highway just so I could get a better view of whatever depravities my wife and her boyfriend might have dreamed up for the first night of their first ever whole week together?

Wincing at my confused state of mind, I reflected on how much had changed since Lizzy and I had started exploring our fantasies after so many years of such a normal marriage.  That first step, that massage in the Caribbean, seemed such a small, innocent step now. 

How could we have known that a single massage session would unleash forces which bit-by-bit had blown away every brick of what had been such a loving and conventional relationship?  How could we have known that the mix of my own voyeuristic tendencies and Lizzy’s long subdued fantasies about big black males would prove to be such a toxic mix?

‘Toxic?’ I pondered as I sat stationary at a stop light.  Maybe toxic wasn’t the word – after all, the love between Lizzy and me had remained rock solid however often she saw Marcus and however much their relationship deepened. 

Maybe ‘dangerous’ was a better word than ‘toxic’ – because even if our love remained strong, I’d be a fool not to recognize that sharing Lizzy with another man and letting her explore her fantasies must inevitably create risk and danger.  Even if we’d never consciously seek such things, the nature of the changes in our lives meant risk and danger.

Pulling away from the stop light, in a moment of clarity, I realized just why I was confused about my motives.  I was headed there because I was afraid and in two minds about stepping in. 

But it was also true that I was painfully turned on by the thought of Lizzy moving to the next level as she went even deeper into exploring her fantasies.

After all, wasn’t that arousal precisely why I’d agreed to her request to spend the next few days with Marcus?

~~~~~    

A four-car pile-up had caused a traffic snarl-up, but finally we were free and moving again.  Just before eight, I found myself turning off the I-610 and just a few minutes away from the Sunnyside district’s latest new nightspot – ‘Genesis’.

Driving past the club and seeing not a single white face in the short queue waiting to enter, my mind turned from what manner of new sluttishness Marcus might be planning for Lizzy (although she was hardly passive and innocent in the games they played), instead turning to a more pressing question.  Given the ethnic mix of the area and the club’s clientele, how the hell would I blend in at a club where white faces would stand out like an uncut cock at a Jewish wedding!

That little quandary had me anxious for about a second, before other related questions elbowed their way to the front of the queue.  For example:  How the hell would I know when Lizzy and Marcus arrived at the club?  My reaction to Lizzy’s second text had been so impetuous and rash that I’d not thought about the timing aspect.  By rushing out the door in such haste, I’d arrived at the club far earlier than Lizzy and Marcus were likely to turn up.

A quick U-turn and a short drive to an area I felt slightly less innocuous, and I sent a text which would hopefully fix my second problem.

‘Hey, hun … loved your outfit!  Take pity on your poor old man stuck at home and all alone … when you get to the club, send me a pic of what you look like boogying in that sexy kit!  A xxx’

A single ‘thumbs up’ response had me happy that I’d solved problem number two, but the brevity of her response, very unlike Lizzy, made me suspicious.  Making my paranoia gland start throbbing with the thought that Lizzy and her boyfriend were so horny for each other that they were preoccupied fitting in another one or two fucks before they headed to the club!

By the strangest of coincidences, the place where I stopped to text Lizzy was equidistant between my office and the area where ‘Genesis’ was – both about ten minutes’ drive.

Given the ethnic and class mix of the two areas, I knew I’d blend in much more if I waited close to my office until I got Lizzy’s text.

The local sports bar just next to my office provided ribs, fries and sports distractions, but I may as well not have bothered!

Man!  How could the Rockets play so bad?  Throw away a fourth quarter lead so easily! 

It was only a replay, but still I was surprised how riled up I could get about the Rockets abject performance.  Even as I told myself this was more about me and my bad mood than it was about them!  Because, the trouble was, however hard I tried, I couldn’t think of any easy way to blend in and go unnoticed at the ‘Genesis.’

I had nothing against Sunnyside – it was the place Marcus had been raised and still called home - but it was hardly ethnically diverse.  Hardly the easiest place in Houston for a middle class, white bread kinda guy like yours truly to blend in! 

Lizzy would be fine - she was with one of their own - but me, how the hell was I going to avoid standing out and being spotted by Macolm or one of his buddies?  In the queue I’d driven past and then in Google photos I’d seen scanning while I ate, I’d not seen a single white face.  Not one! 

The only good news was that the few photos taken in its first month of life showed a club that seemed packed and full of bodies.  But even amongst a throng of bodies, I hardly felt dark glasses, a scarf and a pulled down Fedora hat were going to cut it! 

Which only left me with one solution to my problem.  And it was one that filled me with dread.

~~~~~    

‘Hot enough for you?  Slutty enough?  Love you, honey … love you always … more pics to follow … see you in a week, L xxx’

The text, the images were a kick to my gut, knocking the wind from me, nearly making me fall off the bar stool.

The words impacted me more. ‘See you in a week.’ 

I knew this! This wasn’t news.  But seeing it written down, those harsh white letters against the all too appropriate black backdrop of my iPhone screen, made it all very concrete and real.  Gave it a finality that sent shivers down my spine.  Gave me shivers of excitement, mixed in with shivers of dread.  I knew it was me who she really loved, but I also knew she had feelings for Marcus.  She knew Marcus loved her, and surely a whole week together would only deepen those feelings they had for each other. 

So why the hell was I letting her have a whole week with him?  Because the last years had nourished and watered my cuckold proclivities?  Because I was hooked? Because I loved Lizzy, and it was what she wanted? 

‘All of the above!’ That’s why I was sitting here guarding my screen from the other patrons, staring at a photo of my wife standing semi-naked in front of her lover in the half-lit shadows of a public bar.

The picture showed the same outfit as before, only now Lizzy’s breasts, nipples and areolae were even more prominent, as Marcus’s hands were underneath the material.  Her boyfriend, head next to hers and grinning broadly as he lifted her boobs as if they were fruit on show at the market stall.  Thumbing and rolling her nipples to make them swell and grow.

There were two other men in the photo – one to Marcus’s right and one to his left.  They were both so tall I couldn’t see their faces, I could only see Marcus’s grinning face as he stooped so his face was next to Lizzy’s.  But I could see their arms and necks, and that was enough to tell me that unlike her white bread husband, they’d have no trouble fitting in at Genesis.

Fuck!  I know she’d warned me that she planned on exploring her sluttiest fantasies, but hell Lizzy!  Fucking hell!  Was this what you had in mind?  Letting your boyfriend grope you and put you on display in a public place?  Taking photos as other black guys laugh along and enjoy the slutty, wanton behavior of the white MILF from the rich part of town.  The white MILF who’s hooked on the big black cock of their friend!

~~~~~    

I’d asked for the message as a kind of simple, low-key alarm call.  But that message, tugging at worry glands and cuck glands with equal strength, was anything but low-key and I found myself slamming down money for the check and racing off to my car. 

Racing the short distance, parking and heading toward the club I knew I didn’t have to worry about being spotted by them.  I was sure the loving couple would be busy smooching on the dance floor and that they’d only have eyes for each other, minimizing the chances they’d spot yours truly. 

‘It wasn’t them I had to worry about … it was just the rest of the club!’ was the gut-wrenching thought in my head as I waited in the short door queue, already feeling like a fish out of water. 

Everything about me shouted, ‘Stranger!’ The only thing that cheered me up was that in this club, in this part of town there was zero chance I was going to run into anyone from our ‘real lives’.  Or that anyone from our middle class, suburban existence was going to see Lizzy being groped in public by the man I’d allowed to become her boyfriend.

True to my expectations, when I finally reached the front of the queue, the guy on the door gave me a funny look, his eyes almost smirking as if to ask me the question, ‘You got the right place, Pal?’

A few minutes later as I was stood at the bar ordering a drink to blend in as best as possible – as best as a middle class mousey white guy could blend in at a club in the blackest, most down at heel part of town.

Head down, shoulders hunched to make myself as small and as small and inconspicuous as possible – having handed me my Jack and Coke, the barman did actually ask me the question I’d seen on the door man’s face. 

“Always good to have paying customers, but you sure you’re in the right place, Mister?” he asked, looking down from his great height, making me wonder if he’d been one of the two tall, faceless guys in the photo.  “I mean, you looking like you do, you might wanna find another bar to drink … folks in here might take you as a cop or a bondsman … we look after our own round here, know what I mean?”

‘Oh fuck!  Here we go!  I’d thought I might have a little longer to gather my courage before having the conversation I was about to have.  But I’d still not come up with a better plan.  So here goes …

“Urrrhh … I know what you mean, but … umm … it’s okay, I’m not a cop or a bondsman … I’m meeting a friend here … Marcus … you know him?”

“Sure, I know Marcus,” he answered, a sort of smile appearing, now noticeably more friendly, “him and me grew up together here … got into all kinds of trouble together, before he upped and joined the Army … are you one of his EMT pals?”

An obvious question, but one that left me one step closer to where I really didn’t want to go.  I could have lied, but that would just have caused problems further down the line.

“Urrrhh … no … not EMT, not exactly … I know him through my wife…”

I didn’t get any further as two not unconnected things happened before the ‘W’ word was fully out of my mouth. 

The big barman’s face moved from a friendly sort of smile to a full-on, ‘about to split his sides laughing’ grin.  And my own face performed a neat double act of burning brightest red while the muscles below my burning skin went on strike.  Dropping my jaw in ‘floor-please-swallow-me’ embarrassment while preventing my mouth from making any kind of sound.

~~~~~    

“Ya want me to go get your FRIEND?” he smirked, smiling at me in a way that made me feel about two foot tall.

Shaking my head, a moment later I squeezed out some sounds that got enough of my message across.

“Na, it’s okay … I wouldn’t want to interrupt him…”

“HIM or THEM?” he shot back, smiling at my discomfort.

“I wouldn’t want to interrupt THEM,” I answered, pulling myself up to my full five-foot-seven, deciding the game was definitely up, the least embarrassing thing was to face the real reason I was here.

“Alan,” I said, offering my hand, taking him by surprise at the balls of the mousey white guy as I looked him up and down.  The tight curls of his close-cut Afro and the amount of product he’d applied reminding me of the Samuel L. Jackson character in Tarantino’s Pulp Fiction.  Come to think of it, aside from the age difference, height, build and skin tone were also not dissimilar.

“Leroy,” he offered back, nearly breaking my hand in two with the strength of his handshake.  “Fine looking woman, your wife … I take it Lizzy, that hottie he’s been bangin’ these last two years IS your wife?  Wouldn’t mind taking a run at her myself one day … you know, if ever she gets bored with that soft-spoken do-gooder Marcus … and wants a real man…”

“I’ll pass that along,” I chuckled, trying to project confidence as I slapped his elbow.

Another moment of shared grinning then it was my turn – having suffered such terminal embarrassment, I wanted my prize, didn’t want any misunderstandings or trouble.  “So, I’m okay to wait?  Quietly grab a drink or two?”

“Sure Alan … why not?  You’re not the first and you won’t be the last!  Why don’t you grab that stool at the end of the bar … it’s got a good view of the dance floor and it’s kinda in the shadows,” he chuckled.  “Just let me know when you need another drink and if anyone asks, I’ll make sure you’re not bothered…”

Oh great!  So now he’s gonna tell anyone who asks, ‘oh yeah, Mr. White Bread in the corner, yeah, he’s the hubby of Marcus’s new squeeze … yeah, he’s come here to watch his wife enjoy herself with a real man … yeah, yeah, I know … these preppy white guys … get themselves a beautiful wife, then all they wanna do is watch them get down and dirty with a big black guy…’

My self-pity was short-lived.  As I took up the stool he’d indicated, I was glad I’d asked the question and made things clear.  At least now I could settle down, find Lizzy and Marcus and do whatever it was I’d come here to do.  Watch and lust and get my cucky vibe on, get my cucky kicks!  Oh yeah, and make sure she didn’t get too slutty, do something she might later regret! 

What a pair we were!  And to think this all started with a harmless vacation chat about fantasies!  From small acorns…


Chapter 14

May 21 Saturday

The Google reviews hadn’t been at all exaggerated – the place was heaving and it was a good ten or fifteen minutes before the natural ebb and flow of jostling bodies brought the two of them within my range. 

After Lizzy’s earlier text, maybe I shouldn’t have been surprised.  In my naivety, I’d thought the earlier image of Marcus publicly groping Lizzy had been specially posed and just for my benefit.  But now I just felt stupid – apparently that was the new normal for the liberties Lizzy let her boyfriend take in public.  Thank hell this place was so far off our normal beat and track. ‘Hey, Lizzy, how you gonna explain this one back at work, to all those PTA moms…?’

My heart was pounding in my chest and my cock was achingly hard as I tried not to stare too obviously. 

It wasn’t just that Lizzy had her arms wrapped tight around her lover’s neck and that their lips were locked together in a non-stop smoldering kiss that shocked.  Many of the other dancing couples were similarly engaged.

What shocked me was the extent to which – with her pale arms submissively locked around Marcus’s muscular neck – Lizzy was giving Marcus total free rein to do what he wanted with her body.  And all in a highly public place in front of their fellow dancers. 

The photo had been a one-off, but this seemed to just go on and on.

Their lips mashed together, they slowly pivoted on the spot and even in the club’s rotating lights and strobes, I could clearly see Marcus’s large left hand on Lizzy’s right ass cheek. 

And not just on her ass cheek, my heart leapt into my throat as I looked closer.  His large hand was actually underneath the stretchy black spandex of her skirt.  And by the way the shape was moving beneath the material, he was enjoying the feel of her ass through a constant series of squeezes and caresses. 

Bearing in mind how close his hand was to her pussy, maybe I should have been glad my straining eyes weren’t seeing his wrist making an up and down thrusting motion!

When they’d pirouetted a little further around, my heart felt like it would smash its way right out of my rib cage.  I didn’t have to strain to see what Marcus’s other hand was doing, it was parked underneath the semi-transparent black material of Lizzy’s crop top.  Parked slap bang center on the pale flesh of her left breast, his dark palm cupping and pushing upwards my wife’s lily-white tit flesh as his thumb and forefinger rolled and squeezed at her teat.

Fuck, fuck, fuck!  Was Lizzy really letting Marcus play with her body like this in front of so many people?  I could feel the sweat pouring down my brow as my heart pounded fit to burst.

Damned, Lizzy had warned me these next few days she planned on living out the sluttiest of her fantasies.  But even so, not in my wildest dreams had I imagined something like this.  Not in public!  Lizzy allowing Marcus to fondle her so openly while, only feet away, the other residents of Sunnyside looked on.

I was too far away and the music was too loud for me to hear any kind of sounds, but when they danced a few more degrees around, the look I saw on her face told me just how much Lizzy was loving the way her big-bodied young lover was fondling her. 

Her face was turned side on, pushed tight up against his broad, manly chest and her eyes were screwed shut in a look that can only be described as ‘heavenly bliss.’  A look that made me realize just how close they’d gotten over the last couple years of dating.  A look that took me right back to that difficult conversation we’d had in November, when she’d admitted Marcus had confessed his love for her and she blushed as she told me, ‘I have feelings for him,’ even if the feelings were nowhere near the feelings she had for me.

But looking at the two of them now - the way they moved together, the way she allowed him to paw her in public – I was far less confident that things hadn’t started changing.

But still I didn’t intervene, my arousal, my addiction to the game too strong for the rational part of my brain to have a voice in what was starting to unfold.

The only good thing was that the other people in the club hardly seemed to care.  Who knows, maybe this was pretty normal here in Genesis.  Maybe Marcus or the other young male residents made it a habit to bring their white conquests back here.  Like young conquering heroes, displaying their spoils of victory for all the neighborhood to see, before dragging them off somewhere more private to complete their conquest.

I felt like my whole body was about to explode as I watched the most surreal, slowest dance in history.  My veins felt like they’d been drained of blood and were running on.

~~~~~    

“Okay, man?”

I shook my head, restored some blood flow and color to my shocked skull as I turned to look at Leroy’s grinning face.

“You look like you’ve seen a ghost, Alan!”  At least the big, grinning bar man had remembered my name.  “First time you’ve done this kind of thing?”

I don’t know why, but for some reason I felt an overwhelming need for human contact, so rather than parry his question, I engaged and told the truth.

“Yes and no,” I sighed, regaling him with the tale of our first Caribbean discussion about our fantasies, about our first random meeting with Marcus and about how everything had developed over the last couple of years.

He listened intently, leaning forward, giving me little option but to double down and explain every little twist and turn.

“Wow, that’s some tale!  Lucky old Marcus, getting to have a woman as lovely as Lizzy as his girlfriend!  And now you’re letting them run off together on a weeklong road trip!  You sure that’s wise, man?” he added, looking genuinely concerned that I might be taking a risk too far.

~~~~~    

I didn’t have time to dwell on the barman’s troubling words as I felt a bump in the back, nearly knocking me off my bar stool.

Instinct nearly made me shout out in protest, but I bit my tongue, remembering where I was. I was instantly glad I had as two huge young men swept past me.   Laughing and whooping, carrying four shot glasses they were too deep in their laughter to notice they’d nearly knocked me over.

‘Were those the two other guys from Lizzy’s photo, too tall for the lens to catch their faces?’ I wondered, just in time to see them adjust their pathway through the boogying bodies to the left and come to a stop.  Right next to Marcus and my wife, oblivious to their presence, still locked in the deepest of smooches as Marcus’s hands explored underneath Lizzy’s scanty clothes.

Fuck! Too much of a coincidence I thought, my shock only getting worse when the lankier of the two turned and I saw his face briefly caught in the glare of a strobe light.

Tyrone! 

Tyrone from the residents’ pool party.  That mop of frizzy hair, that insanely long and lanky six-nine frame, I’d recognize him anywhere!  Especially the way he’d held Lizzy’s ring finger, quizzed her about her marriage and why her husband let her run around with Marcus.

Eventually Lizzy and Marcus needed to come up for air, noticing Tyrone and his equally tall friend.  They smiled as they took the shot glasses, throwing back the burning liquid in one quick jolt before resuming their smooch.

Or should I say, ‘Tried to resume their smooch,’ as Tyrone’s friend – equally young but a little taller and a whole lot wider – tapped Marcus on the shoulder.

I held my breath – Marcus might be quintessentially a quiet and reserved guy, but I remembered how the gaggle of youngster’s had seemed in awe of him at the party.  In all the time I’d gone along with him and Lizzy dating, I’d never had the temerity to interrupt him when he was putting the moves on Lizzy.  Not on that first night we’d met him, and not on any night since!

But this unnamed teenager – half-a-foot taller, nearly as wide as Marcus – had the temerity to tap Marcus on the shoulder.  Even from the distance of my bar position, his objective was clear.  He wanted a dance with the married white hottie.  He wanted some of what Marcus had been showing the local teenagers but had been selfishly keeping for himself.

Marcus’s face was angry at first, my own gut clenching as I looked at his arm, anticipating a punch and a fight.

But then Marcus’s face broke out into the broadest and friendliest of grins.  First to the teenager who’d just been brave enough to physically touch him and intervene.  Then to Lizzy as he gently unwound her arms from around his neck and slipped out so that the teenager could seamlessly move in, Lizzy’s arms now encircling his neck.

I was too far away to hear what had been said, but all three of them seemed happy with the change as Lizzy pivoted her neck to look six or seven inches higher into the face of the teenager who’d somehow persuaded Marcus to let his girlfriend dance with someone else.

~~~~~    

Handover completed … no punches thrown … the tension reduced as the insanely tall teenager danced Lizzy off out of sight.  Out of sight of me, out of sight of Marcus – my instinct telling me he wanted some privacy from the Alpha male whose dinner he’d just stolen!

My bladder was fit to burst!  Hyper-nervous and with nothing else to do with my hands and mouth, I’d ordered too many beers from Leroy and having lost sight of them, now was the low-risk time to empty my bladder and wait for Lizzy and the teenager’s return.

~~~~~    

Standing at the urinal, savoring that blissful moment when the golden liquid starts flowing, nerve endings start jangling, as the bladder starts returning to normal, my beer-goggles and quiet satisfaction were disturbed by the pummeling weight of a heavy hand on my shoulder.

“Hey, Al … fancy seeing you here!”

Oh fuck!

Oh fuck! I was truly busted!  Holding myself in my right hand and looking immediately to the left, the moment I saw that huge hose pipe pissing at the porcelain, I immediately knew who’d busted me.  No doubt his childhood friend at the bar had texted him!  Why had I been so naïve as to think a one-hour friendship trumped childhood friendship and shared ethnicity?

But before I could offer any kind of half-assed excuse, Marcus took control.

“Alan, I get it!  I really do!  If I was in your shoes, I’d do exactly the same … you gotta trust me here … Lizzy’s done a lot of growing this last couple of years, and now she wants to kick on … really let go, go wild … but she won’t be who she really wants to be if she knows you’re there watching … so, do yourself a favor, take the keys and go hide in the closet, we’ll be there in a few mins…”

Fucccckkkk!

Too many decisions coming too fast! 

We’d never been best friends.  We’d never be best friends.  But looking into his face, I trusted him.  My mind going back to that Tapas bar when he’d been honest with me about his love for Lizzy before he’d admitted the best he could hope for was to share – that she’d never be happy without me as the main man in her life.

I grasped the keys he was holding up.  The ironic symbolism not lost on me – the hand offering the keys being the same hand that had just been holding that huge, black hose pipe!

“And remember, be quiet … Lizzy needs to think she’s not being watched, not being judged … she just wants to finally let rip!”

I nodded.

“And I promise I won’t tell Lizzy I found you snooping … won’t tell her tonight, or anytime in the next week … I love your woman, but we all know how your sweet wife gets when she feels dissed and spied on!”

I nodded again, watching Marcus’s broad back disappear back to Lizzy. 

Was that a threat?  Had I just listened to a veiled threat?  Marcus reminding me he had leverage over me.  And as for his reminding me he loved Lizzy and she had feelings for him, that was just gratuitous…

~~~~~    

These thoughts still ringing in my head, I was feeling more than a little disoriented.  I’d already known that this next week was a big step forward for Lizzy and for Lizzy and Marcus’s relationship. 

But the emerging developments of tonight, Lizzy’s ‘slutty night’ was all news to me.  And what disconcerted me most was I had no idea what was about to happen.  What I’d been invited to silently watch – although ‘instructed’ would have been a more accurate description, given the thinly veiled threat that had followed hard on the reference to hiding in the closet.

My temples may have been throbbing with nerves and confusion, but I was too hooked to consider ignoring Marcus’s words or trying any kind of dance floor intervention.

Feeling meek and not in control, I took the keys and headed to the parking lot, five minutes later parking and smiling, ironically as I walked down Marcus’s hallway passing unit seven-two-two.  Loud music pounded from inside, Delores was at home! 

Her teenage son might be out with Marcus and my wife at a club where he wasn’t legally allowed to drink, but a loud laugh and some equally shouted back and forth conversation told me Delores and one of her female friends were definitely at home.

Shame she had company – otherwise in my slightly drunk and confused emotional state, I might well have knocked and taken her up on her offer of, ‘Don’t be a stranger,’ even though that was several weeks ago now. 

It would have been interesting to test her humorous claims about her world class skill at sex being the root cause for why she’d ended up with two pregnancies but zero supportive fathers! And as for that tongue stud, maybe it was only for show, I chuckled to myself, even though I didn’t believe that for a minute!

But the truth was that right now I was more interested in seeing just how depraved and sleazy Lizzy planned to be, rather than having any kind of sexual fun myself!

Had I really fallen so low?  Cucky voyeur pleasures rather than exploring with a sexually skilled and seemingly interested flesh and blood woman?  I knew the answer, but preferred to delude myself with the view that my real motive was Lizzy’s pleasure and happiness. 

A view that was at best a quarter true!  The other pieces of the pie being the pull of my burning need to see just how far Lizzy would take things and the push of the thought Delores might blank me.  Or even worse, blank me and then belittle me in front of her friend!

Resisting the lure of apartment seven-twenty-two, I let myself into Marcus’s place and cleared a space to get comfortable in his closet.  Thankfully, a thing constructed of cheap wood and slatted rather than mirrored doors.  The slatted doors allowing me to see but not be seen as I stood motionless in the dark.  The cheap wood being my only concern as I worried about it creaking or breaking under my weight.  My only countermeasure being trying to remain as still as possible for as long as possible.

Having moved stuff around to make myself a little voyeur’s nest, I opened the door and enjoyed my last few minutes of non-claustrophobic freedom, wondering how a planned quiet evening in an armchair with John Grisham had morphed into an evening standing motionless in a hundred-dollar closet trying to avoid discovery and an angry wife!

~~~~~    

I jumped ten feet in the air! 

It had been nearly an hour and I’d grown complacent.  I’d convinced myself this was all one big joke on the part of Marcus.  That this was his sick way of paying me back for me coming to the club to spy on him and Lizzy, that they’d not come here at all, just leave me dangling until I headed home with my tail between my legs. 

Right from day one he’d always preferred having Lizzy all to himself rather than having me around gawking and wanting to join in.  However dominant he was in the bedroom, he’d always been a quiet and respectful guy with me. 

But if I’d learned one thing in these last couple of years, it was that in his own quiet and patient way, he was very adept at maneuvering things around until he got whatever it was he wanted.  So, giving me a little gentle payback and then ending up somewhere else with Lizzy all to himself was a decidedly strong possibility.

But hearing the clang of metal on metal as the key was rammed into the lock had me jumping ten feet in the air!  Marcus hadn’t been stringing me along – I could hear his loud voice outside.

Fuck!  I panicked, in a total rush to jump into the closet and hide myself, desperately trying to slow my breathing and remain absolutely still as the voices got closer.

“Go into the bedroom while I fix us all some drinks! You still looking forward to the next few days?” Marcus’s deep voice asked as I heard feet and the light switch thrown on.  The feet sound stopping frustratingly just out of range.  I could see a shadow but couldn’t see actual bodies.

“Mmm … yeah, SO looking forward to it!  It’ll be great to finally have a few days together, babe … just you and me,” Lizzy sighed, the oily tone of desire in her voice sending a thousand blades of jealousy into my heart.  Fuck, why would any sane man do this to himself?  My hardening cock giving me the answer!

“And you still okay with the other thing?  The payout on my unwise bet?” his deep voice boomed from the small kitchen area.

Lizzy giggled.  “Why wouldn’t I?  Didn’t what happened at the club show you enough, answer your question?”

“Just askin’, babe … I know you said you wanted to be really naughty, really slutty … but it is quite a big step and I’d hate to think I was pressuring you in any kind of way.”

“Maybe actions speak louder than words!” she chuckled, her words stopping as I heard the unmistakable sound of lips sucking on lips, followed by more female giggles and then a round two of face and lip sucking.

“Mmm, you still taste just as good as earlier…”

My heart stopped.  Marcus was still in the kitchen, a good fifteen feet away, and that voice was most definitely far closer than fifteen feet away!

“You don’t taste so bad yourself,” Lizzy laughed, “now, why don’t you help me out of these clothes … help make this old lady extra happy!”

Fuck, fuck, fuck!  Was this what I thought it was? ‘Old lady.’  Did any other explanation make sense?

“Yes ma’am,” that same close male voice snickered back with mock obedience.  I’d only heard him once before, over a month ago, but that voice sure sounded like Delores’ teenage son Tyrone!  And that would explain Lizzy’s comment about her companion making an old lady very happy.

The mystery suddenly became very clear.  Frighteningly clear, as I heard two laughing voices as I finally saw Lizzy backing into the room.  Backing into the room her arms stretched up at the limits of her reach, wrapped tight around the neck of a very, very tall black teenager.  No words possible, only tittering laughter as he’d stooped down so their lips could meld.

As the two of them backed into view, I had one of those truly heart-stopping moments.  The circuits in my brain not knowing what to object to most as they fused together in chronic, critical mass overload. 

The age difference – Tyrone just eighteen to Lizzy’s forty-five?  The physical disparity – five-seven of soft white feminine flesh pressed needily against six-foot-nine of Tyrone’s lean black frame? Or the fact that Lizzy wasn’t just planning on getting sex from her boyfriend Marcus tonight, but that somehow after two-and-a-half-years of their one-on-one relationship he’d opened things up to share her with another male!

My fried circuits were struggling to deal with all these overwhelming facts when I got smacked in the head by the equivalent of a nuclear explosion.

“Yeah, Tyrone … give it to her, bro … make her realize it’s not just Marcus, make her realize black is always better … make her realize she needs the bros…”

FUCK!

Fuck, it wasn’t just Marcus and Tyrone who’d come back with her to Marcus’s place!  There was another black guy.  The same, unnamed young black guy I’d seen being ballsy enough to intervene and steal Lizzy away from Marcus as they’d danced at the club.

Shit!  There were three of them with Lizzy in that small apartment.  One mature black guy who I knew and trusted and two insanely tall black teenagers, one of whom was kissing Lizzy while his buddy egged him on.

When she’d said she wanted to get slutty, I’d no idea she had something like this in mind!  Damned my cock was hard, even if my heart was pounding with anxiety.  I’d agreed to Lizzy spending the best part of a week with Marcus on a road trip, but no way on earth I’d agreed to this!

But what the hell could I do?  I’d been well and truly suckered … skewered like some suckling pig with a rod through its ass and an apple in its mouth!  Not just Marcus having a whole week alone with Lizzy – far longer than they’d ever had before – but now these two giant black teenagers!


Chapter 15

May 21 Saturday

Calming myself, I was shocked to realize my cock was harder than I could ever remember.  There had been many special nights over the last couple of years, but instinct told me that by agreeing to Lizzy starting her ten-week summer break with a week-long trip with Marcus, I’d moved things to a whole new level.  It felt like that moment on SCI-FI shows when they shout ‘Warp-speed’ or ‘Time-jump’ and things move into a whole new time and place.

With Lizzy, Tyrone and the unnamed teenager now in the room, my ability to think was compromised by the need to stand stock-still as I worried about detection and the indescribable embarrassment that would cause.

Lizzy and Tyrone’s lips were locked together as Lizzy pulled him in.  It was like she was the sexual aggressor but wanted to retain a modicum of self-respect by only gently encouraging him.  As they moved in and bumped against the bed, she was definitely pulling him.  The clearest of go-signals, giving him permission to do whatever the hell he wanted to do with the beautiful MILF whose arms were locked around his neck.

Delores’ frizzy-haired, lanky teenage son, all six-foot-nine of him, didn’t need any further encouragement.  His hands were already underneath Lizzy’s tiny red crop top, mauling away at her boobs like he’d never felt breasts before, and now he dropped his hands to pull off the scanty little garment.

“Gonna fuck you so good, Liz … fuck you so good … we knew Marcus keeps it real, knew he’d come through on that championship bet with us,” he chuckled. Falling on her at the foot of the bed, his feet on the ground, but Lizzy pushed onto the mattress, nearly crushing her as he threw her tiny top to the other side of the room and started working on her skirt.

The skirt was proving too tight and too hard for his teenager’s level of patience. 

“Fuck it,” he cussed, just rucking it up into a thin black band as he started working at his belt.  “I want you so much, Liz!  So much, ever since I first saw you, when you started dating Marcus and I was just a horny sixteen-year-old…”

“Right!” Lizzy smiled, “and now you’re a full-on mature eighteen-year-old…” she teased back, her words suddenly petering out as she saw what was in his hand, “…oh, my!  I take it all back, you are a VERY mature young man!  Is that all for me?  Did I make you all big and hard like that?”

Lizzy wasn’t the only one staring.  From my shamefully secret vantage point hidden in the closet, I was staring at the pair of them side on and the length of the youngster’s cock took my breath away.

Lizzy had grown used to Marcus’s beer-bottle fat nine-inches, but this youngster who was only half Marcus’s age had a cock that wasn’t as fat but which was at least a couple of inches longer. ‘Oh my’ indeed, as my stunned wife had chortled.

Why was life so unfair?  First Marcus, able to pleasure my woman with something four-times the volume of my own cock.  And now this teenager with a cock that could reach parts of Lizzy’s body that even Marcus couldn’t reach!  Fuck!  That cock wasn’t much thicker than my own, but it was twice as long as my more human five-and-a-half inches!  Where was the justice in that?  Did every black male in Sunnyside have a cock that put mine into the shade?

I didn’t have more time for self-pity as Delores’ teenage son had taken hold of himself and was rubbing himself up and down the entrance to Lizzy’s body – a huge grin painted on his chops, he was finally going to fuck the woman he’d been lusting after for the last couple of years!

“Come on, Tyrone … don’t tease me!  Do me like you’ve been dreaming about all these years,” Lizzy whispered, her voice shaking with emotion as she locked her long, pale legs behind his ass to pull him in.

He needed no second invitation, locking lips and thrusting his tongue into Lizzy’s mouth, he dropped his hips and started feeding her his young black snake.

The first few inches disappeared without a problem – she was used to Marcus’s fatter cock – but with a couple of inches still showing Lizzy suddenly winced, her hand pushing back at his chest.

“Damn!  Careful, honey … you’re so deep!  I think you might have bottomed out … not sure I can take any more,” she moaned, “just go slow, fuck me nice and slow and we’ll see if I can take the last bit of your lovely cock…”

However aggressive he’d been just moments ago, he was smart enough to do just as Lizzy wanted, engaging her in passionate kisses as he pleasured her with slow, languid and very deep strokes with that lengthy black cock of his.

“Mmm … yesss … yes, baby … yeah, just like that, just there … mmm, that’s it, you’re killin’ me, honey, your cock feels so wonderful … so deep, never had a cock so deep in me before,” she cooed, looking up into the eyes of her young lover.

Her nails teased the dark skin at the back of his neck as she pulled him down for another slow, smoldering kiss, their lips working up and down, eating each other, helping me to imagine what their jousting tongues looked like.

Tyrone grinned down with a conceited smile, one hand supporting his weight as his other hand cupped and squeezed Lizzy’s left boob, their eyes locked together as they shared a moment, his hips still slowly working his glistening cock in and out of Lizzy’s flowered love hole.

That conceited smile told me how long he’d dreamed of this moment.  The way Lizzy smiled back told me she wasn’t just happy from the physical pleasure, she was happy to make the teenager’s dreams come true.

~~~~~    

They continued like this for a few minutes, the slow, languid long strokes constant as the lovers alternated boob play and kisses.  Then Tyrone, still side-on to my hidey-hole in the slatted closet and lying on top of Lizzy, grasped both her ass cheeks and slammed as hard as he could on his next upstroke.

“Arhhh!” Lizzy shrieked, eyes and mouth suddenly wide open in shock, her jaw hanging slack, Tyrone’s last two inches now finally sunk home, the youngster’s smile looking more conceited than ever.

“Hhh … hhh … hhh,” pupils watery and dilated, Lizzy was almost hyperventilating, her nails clawing at the teenager’s six pack, but without the will or consciousness to push him back out.

“Fuuuccckkk,” she gasped, her eyes finally showing she was back with us, her voice quiet and barely a whisper.  “Fuck, Tyrone!  You’re right up in my tummy … shit, it’s like you broke me … opened a part of my pussy that was closed off and secret … fuck, baby … fuck…”

The teenager looked happier than ever, grinning down at Lizzy, lowering his head for a kiss that was surprisingly tender and soft, only breaking the moment to look back at the door where Marcus was standing.

Tyrone looked anxious, like Marcus might be angry at him for the way he’d shoved his last couple of inches deep into Lizzy’s pussy.  Or maybe because of the way Lizzy had praised the youngster when she’d first felt the new feeling of a cock even longer than Marcus’s.

Whatever the cause of his nerves, he had nothing to worry about, Marcus gave a small head nod – ‘carry on, son’ – and then headed back to the living room.

“Thanks, M. … I knew you wouldn’t welch on that bet…”

“Don’t mention it, your mom’s been a good friend to me over the years,” he hollered back from the living room over the sound of the game he was watching, “beside which, you and the boys played out of your skins, beating Duncanville … made me a shed load of winnings … n’ you been lusting over Lizzy ever since the first block party your horny little eyeballs clocked her tits and ass … n’ the way I see it, my lovely girlfriend ain’t hardly complaining … she seems to like you’re long, thin dick as a break from my fat old cock…”

“Ain’t dat true!” the teenager chuckled, reassured and now turning his attention back to the panting woman enjoying the slow, steady strokes of his eleven-inch serpent.

One small kiss later, he touched her cheek and made her an offer that was difficult to refuse.  “Now we know that MILFY, married white pussy of yours can take all my inches, how’s about we up the speed a bit?  Give ya a proper blacking!  A proper fucking!”

Before Lizzy had a chance to respond, he’d covered her mouth and had slammed the entire length of his cock all the way back in to her tummy with a savage speed that made her body jump off the bed.  But with Tyrone’s lithe six-nine frame pinning her down, pressing her deep into the mattress and her lips sealed with the teenager’s mouth, there was nothing she could do as he set about fucking her with a brutal, almost cruel power and pace.

Lizzy’s body, Lizzy’s eyes, were the opposite of when Tyrone’s last couple of inches had her looking semi-conscious.  Now her muscles, her eyes – her whole being, seemed on fire, an electric current surging through her as every nerve-ending in her pussy responded to the merciless fucking the youngster was giving her.

“Hhh …. Hhh … fuck, fuck,” she moaned, her entire body constantly writhing.  Never mind the age difference and the fact she’d likely not known this was going to happen tonight, she was a female responding to the primal reality of being fucked and bred by a well-endowed dominant male who knew exactly how to fuck a woman.

Lizzy was so noisy as she powered through a first and then a second orgasm that Marcus called in from the living room.  “Hey, Liz, baby … keep it down!  I’m trying to watch the game!  Anyone would think that Junior’s got a big cock and that you’re a slutty woman who can’t get herself enough big black dick!!”

Lizzy was too far gone to respond, but Tyrone and his equally large unnamed teenage buddy – the one who’d been ballsy enough to steal Lizzy away from Marcus for a dance - both laughed their heads off at Marcus’s crude joke. Before Tyrone then fucked Lizzy to a third intense climax, kissing her as she came down and he high fived his buddy who’d moved to the bed and was seeing how long and swollen he could make Lizzy’s nipples become.

Another high five and Tyrone slowly started withdrawing.  “Your turn, Clayton, bro … only fair the MVP gets his fair share of the spoils as well … besides, I don’t want your uncle pissed at me coz I’m cock blocking his favorite nephew!”

In a single, electric moment it all made sense … the dots got joined … I remembered pillow talk with Lizzy as she’d described Marcus winning several thousand bucks on a high school basketball wager … and given his bodily and facial similarity, I should have pegged the other teenager as a blood relative of Lizzy’s boyfriend.

~~~~~    

My moment of realization was interrupted by the sight of Tyrone withdrawing, still stroking his prodigiously long cock as he sat on the bed, as Marcus’s nephew started pulling down his pants.

Fuck!  He was definitely of Marcus’s bloodline!  His cock had the same beer-bottle thickness of Marcus’s monstrous cock, but he looked an inch or so longer than Marcus’s nine inches, which seemed only fitting given he was a good half foot taller than Marcus’s six-two frame.

Lizzy was still too stunned from her last climax to take it all in as the second teenager climbed between her thighs, rubbed the fat glans of his cock up and down Lizzy’s entrance and took up where his friend had left off.

“Hey, slutty MILF!  Want yourself some more young black cock?  Before ya take your sweet little pussy back to the boring tedium of the burbs?”

Lizzy was still too out of it so Clayton just moved on anyway, pulling Lizzy’s love lips apart as he pushed his girthy cockhead inside her vulva and then sank his entire length in with one long, slow movement.

“Mmm … so good…”  Lizzy blinked upwards, still a little confused as who it was who was fucking her now, but happy to have another large cock plumbing her depths.

“Better believe it!  I got the family rep to take care of!  Show ya it’s not just my unc who can make you happy…”

Lizzy gave him a soft smile.  They’d danced and connected back at the club.  He was big and black and blessed with a cock much larger than mine, so why shouldn’t she be happy at the new male making love to her?  She’d warned me she wanted to be totally slutty, and having a second teenage lover fuck her with his big cock while her boyfriend watched TV in the living room, certainly ticked the box on slutty!

Clayton was just as young as his pal Tyrone – they’d played on the same victorious high school basketball team – but like his pal he was no stranger to knowing how to fuck a woman really good.  He even seemed more confident and assertive than his lanky friend Tyrone, each time Lizzy came on his huge cock, he’d coax her into a new position.  Missionary giving way to doggie giving way to cowgirl, although by this time Lizzy was too exhausted to respond.  Clayton had to use his huge, spade-like paws to lift Lizzy up and down until she came and he tagged out to give his pal Tyrone another go.

One high five later and the pair of horny teenagers were chuckling about another idea.  “Hey, Liz … fancy a shower?  Help liven you up?  Help make you feel fresh and energetic for another round or two with me and Tyrone!”

She didn’t answer – she was too tired from an hour of being solidly fucked by her two teenage admirers – but her soft, welcoming smile and the way she let them lead her to the small bathroom told me she was more than happy with their idea.

~~~~~    

I jumped ten feet in the air.  I’d been too entranced by watching Lizzy’s pear-shaped ass disappearing out the room between the giant black bodies of her two teenage lovers to notice a shadow moving over the closet’s shutters.

“Rise and shine, cucky!” he grinned.  It hit me like a punch.  Lizzy occasionally teased me with the word she knew left me strangely confused, but this was the first time ever Marcus had used the word directly to me.

“Unless you wanna sleep in there, you better take this chance to get your sorry ass back home … remember how horny you were when you were in your teens?  Once those two have finished showering Lizzy and playing with her bits, they’re gonna be bringin’ her back in here and fuckin’ her til dawn!”

Damn! 

I wanted to stay and watch.

I also wanted to stay, stop them, and drag Lizzy home.

I also wanted to have it out with him about his sharing of Lizzy with two horny black teenagers – using her as a payment in a wager.  Something that sickened me but also left me feeling tingling with a bizarre excitement.

I was a total mess of confusion.  I’d agreed to her having a few days with Marcus and I knew she wanted to push the envelope on her slutty fantasies, but I’d no idea this was how things would play out!

“Come on, Alan!  You really want Lizzy to come back in and find you’ve been spying on her all evening?  From right back in the club…”

Five minutes later I was headed back up the I-45 wondering what the hell the rest of the night held.  Still totally confused.  Hoping Marcus would find some way to keep me involved, hoping I’d not have to deal with the emerging new reality.  I’d learned to cope with the existing situation – my wonderful wife having a permanent, full-time boyfriend.  But this slutty, multi-guy development was something that had scrambled my circuits.  Leaving me as confused as hell, wanting it and hating it all in the same moment! 

Fuck, what a mess!  And we were only on day two of Lizzy’s ten-week summer break!  How the hell was I gonna cope with the rest of the summer?  What the hell else had she and Marcus discussed and planned?


Chapter 16

May 22 Sunday

I slept fitfully that night, waking mid-morning and still feeling tired.

Rolling over, I instinctively felt for Lizzy, feeling an ache in my chest as my hand felt the empty space on her side of the bed.

Over the last couple of years, I’d become partially adjusted to waking up alone.  But the thought that it would be nearly a week until I saw Lizzy again was a bitter pill to swallow.  So why was my cock hard at the thought?

Reaching for my phone, I felt a momentary pulse of hope.  Maybe she’d texted me.  ‘Morning honey.’  ‘Miss you honey.’  ‘Call me, baby!.’

My inbox was painfully empty. 

I told myself that the way things were headed, however much she loved me, she’d be way too tired to reach out and text me.  The absence of communication was a physical thing, it didn’t mean she loved me any less.

It wasn’t the best way to start a Sunday.  But at least the aroma of the coffee beans and the kick of the hot, warm liquid perked me up a little.

I looked inward.  I’d signed up for this.  I’d agreed to her going on a week-long road trip with Marcus.  Given that six months ago I’d agreed to Marcus’s request that they be official girlfriend and boyfriend, a one-week vacation wasn’t an unreasonable request, but still it took some getting used to – Lizzy’s longest ever absence away with her young EMT lover.

Discovering some kind of peace about my decision about the road trip, my mind was in a mood to give me respite – instead it started beating me up about what I’d watched and discovered last night. 

Lizzy as the prize for a high school sports wager!  Lizzy getting fucked mercilessly by two well-endowed teenage black giants!  Lizzy not objecting one jot, seemingly loving every moment of her new slutty life!

Fuck, was this who I was now?  Not only lovingly teased by Lizzy about how my voyeur fantasies had developed into full-on cuckold tendencies, but for the first time ever allowing Marcus to use the C-word! And then not even pushing back!

I could hardly argue with the reality of the events I was remembering – but why the hell was my cock hardening at the memory?  Was this me now?  Was this us?  Had a seemingly harmless vacation discussion of sexual fantasies really led us this far?  It was a truly sobering thought.

My maudlin self-flagellation gave way to brighter thoughts as I remembered how happy Lizzy had looked last night.  Right from the first texts as she’d showed me the slutty way she was dressed … right up to when she’d disappeared into the shower with two horny teenagers.  Was this really such a terrible thing we were doing? 

She still loved me – I was sure of that – and she was having the time of her life enjoying the wildest and deepest of sexual fantasies.  And I was the man brave and loving enough to allow her to do this!  Brave, loving and kinky enough … 

~~~~~    

I was emotionally conflicted, hovering between morose, proud and happy, when my phone rang with an incoming video call.

My heart leapt, the adrenaline pumped.  I didn’t recognize the number.  It wasn’t Lizzy, it wasn’t Marcus.  And it wasn’t either of our daughters tipped off by their mom to check up on their poor old abandoned dad!

“Hello?” I answered, my shoulders and gut already feeling the effects of the adrenaline.

“Mmm … mmm, yeah … so good, yeah, don’t stop … don’t stop…”

I was greeted by the unmistakable sounds of sex – allowed to wallow in just the sounds for several seconds before the camera burst into life.

“Hey Mr. A … Uncle Marcus says I gotta whisper coz your sexy wife don’t know we’re letting you tune in…”

It was Clayton’s young face grinning at me.  What the hell was he doing there? 

This hadn’t been the deal!  The deal had been a road trip for Marcus and Lizzy, not some gangbang on wheels, my wife playing ho to two horny teenagers as well as her long-time black boyfriend!

Before I’d had a chance to speak, Marcus’s giant young nephew had pivoted the phone lens away from his smug face and towards the back seat of the car.  The back seat where all the noise was coming from.

“Don’t they look hot! You must be one happy old cucky motherfucker!” he chuckled. 

Shit, wasn’t it bad enough that Marcus had used the C-word to me last night … but now I had a fricking teenager doing it as well!

But the worst part of it was that I couldn’t disagree with him.  My cock had burst into life even before I’d seen the pictures, and now I was looking at the image of my wife’s back as she bounced up and down on Tyrone’s long black cock, my erection was even stronger.

“I’m gonna get myself some of that in a few minutes, Mr. A.!  We fucked her all night, and the amazing thing … she was ready for more this morning … she’s a real champ, Mr. A. … she’s an insatiable nympho, your sweet little wife…”

The young fucker was telling the truth.  I was sure they had fucked her all night, and now I was watching as Lizzy’s lovely ass bounced up and down on an eleven-inch black cock that belonged to a teenager who’d won the right to fuck her through winning some high school basketball game!

Marcus was obviously driving, and his nephew Clayton was up front riding shotgun.  Which left the whole of the back seat free for Lizzy and Tyrone, the other young giant.

I had to hope they’d already cleared the city limits as Lizzy was nearly naked.  She had the tiniest of thong panties on, but the gusset was pushed to the side to allow Tyrone’s cock free access.  She did have some kind of crop top that I’d not seen before, but it was pushed up high around her shoulders so Tyrone could play with her boobs as she rode the horny teenager.

Fuck!  Any trucker they passed would get a view to end all views as he looked down from the height of his cab – no doubt he’d blow on his horn and let his pals in front know they should keep an eye open for the party wagon!

There was a slow, languid feel to the way Lizzy and Tyrone were fucking.  I almost wondered if this was some kind of bet, to see if they could fuck non-stop from the Houston city limits all the way to the Mexican border and Tijuana.

But just as I thought the pair of them would go on forever, I heard Lizzy’s tired but happy voice tell me what was up. 

“That’s it, yeah, baby … I can feel your close … let me have it, give me your seed … give it all to me…”  Her message being amplified by the way she clamped his young cheeks between her hands and thrust her tongue deep into his mouth – my wife just as much the predator as the prey as the youngster grasped her hips, thrust upwards and howled at the top of his lungs.  The pair of them throbbing and vibrating as they shared a long, violent climax.

~~~~~    

“Just gonna prop you up for a moment … Unc says your slutty little wife don’t know we’ve dialed you in so you can get your cucky kicks…” Clayton’s voice chuckled at me as the camera jiggled about before settling down into a static vantage point a little further away.  Propped up inside the windshield felt about right, just where Lizzy wouldn’t see it as the car came to a stop as I heard two car doors opening.

“Hello stranger!”  Lizzy giggled as I saw Clayton slide into the back seat and give her a long, lingering kiss.

The car moved off again, the phone dropping to the floor before Tyrone picked it up and pointed it again as he continued the whispered commentary.

“You such a lucky mother, Mr. A!  Married to such a hot ho like Lizzy … getting that sweet, tight pussy every night…”

‘Every night’.  Hardly!!  If I got that pussy four nights a week I was doing well, but I was hardly going to call him to put him straight – I was too engrossed in watching the sequel to last night’s action.  Lizzy’s sodden pussy – already drenched with one lot of black teenager’s sperm – riding and milking a second big black cock as her boyfriend drove the three of them further and further away from me.

After emptying his balls last night, there was no urgency about the way Marcus’s giant young nephew and Lizzy made love, Lizzy enjoying two small orgasms before half an hour later their lips locked together as he pumped his virile young seed deep into her welcoming pussy.

This time when the car stopped and the camera was propped it was Clayton who took up the whispered commentary again – because it was his buddy doing the driving while his uncle slipped into the backseat.

“Happy, honey?” he chuckled as just for a moment I saw Lizzy’s face turn towards the camera, her beautiful hazel eyes full of happiness, full of light.

“Happy?” she teased back, stroking his cheek.  “More than you can ever imagine!”

“We got a whole week to make you even happier!” he chuckled.  “Who’d have guessed that when you and cucky boy explored your fantasies, we’d end up here!”

Ouch!  His use of the c-word felt crueler and meaner than before.  My instincts telling me there was something more going on here. 

I saw a slight wince of objection in Lizzy’s face, but it soon passed, and she said nothing to correct him.

“Mmm, that sounds wonderful!” she replied, her voice full of happiness.

“Slutty enough for you?” he teased, making her laugh.

“Ten weeks, isn’t it?  Until you’re due back at school!”

“Oh, Mr. Marcus!  What could you mean?” she giggled, covering his lips with her own as they kissed passionately.

Had I really agreed to this?  I didn’t like where all this was headed.  At least my brain and gut didn’t, but my disobedient cock was getting harder by the moment.

I didn’t have the best of views, but when they broke from their kiss it looked like they were gazing into each other’s eyes.

“I’m so glad Alan let us have this time together, this is so special for me … I love you so much Lizzy!”

“Me too, I can’t describe how happy I am, sweetheart … I love you so much, Marcus … I’m such a lucky woman, having you in my life…”

My heart stopped.  I struggled to breathe.  Time seemed to stand still.  It was half a year ago that the pair of them had admitted the love and feelings they shared.  But somehow, six months on, the tone and feeling in their voices sounded far more serious and intense. 

Six months ago, Lizzy had admitted ‘feelings’ for Marcus, but had assured me those feelings were nothing compared to her love for me.  But listening to her voice now, I felt terrified things had moved on.  The way she spoke, it sounded like Marcus and I held equal positions in her heart and life.

I was totally confused.  My kinky enjoyment of watching Lizzy fuck poleaxed by the reality of just how strong the emotional connection between Marcus and Lizzy had grown.

With Marcus still balls deep in her as she ground herself up and down, another long kiss followed, Marcus being the first to break it as he smiled up at her.  “You know, Liz … after all this time, with the way I feel about you, I really can’t imagine life without you, I really can’t!”

Her own smile back was equally emotional.  “Me neither … I’m so glad we found each other … that fate brought us together, that Alan doesn’t mind and enjoys you and me being together…”

Shit!  I’d known they shared feelings, but I’d never heard them talk like this before.  My pulse was racing, it was difficult to breathe, but inexplicably the more I felt afraid, the more my cock hardened!

Maybe their heightened love talk was inevitable as the road trip marked such a big step forward – the most time they’d ever spent together.  But this rationalization didn’t make me feel any better, if anything it just made me more panic-stricken – but still my cock stayed painfully erect.

Lizzy didn’t know I was tuned in and watching, but Marcus most certainly did, which raised the hissing, spitting, bubbling question of ‘why?’  What was his game?  What was he trying to achieve by letting me listen in as he kicked off a conversation like this? 

As I sweated, stroked my cock and continued to watch them fuck in the moving car, the only rational explanation was that he wanted me to be forced to confront the reality that Lizzy’s emotions had moved on from ‘feelings’ to full-on ‘love’, a love that was so strong that she couldn’t imagine life without Marcus.

He had to know hearing Lizzy’s statement of love would hurt me and that, even though it excited me, it might well push me to ask her to end things with Marcus.  Why would he risk that?  Unless that was what he actually wanted.  He wanted to force Lizzy to make a choice.  Or for me to have to confront just how embedded he was in her life, that if I asked she might well refuse to end things with him.

Damn, damn, damn!  I screwed my eyes tight shut – it hurt my head thinking about all this.  Trying to guess and second guess Marcus’s motivations.  It was like some 3D game of chess – only it wasn’t a game, this was my marriage we were playing with!  And it hurt to think about it, especially when I was still reeling and trying to deal with the way a one-man, one-woman road trip had been turned into a week-long sex-fest where Lizzy was being shared with Marcus and two of his young friends!


Chapter 17

May 22 Sunday

Just as I thought my head might explode, the line went dead – no image, no sound.

You might think this would have stopped my suffering – that was my instant reaction – but as the seconds passed I realized that being excluded felt even worse.  It just left me there with the same things to worry about as before, but now with a new layer on top – the reality that Marcus and Lizzy were physically and emotionally together, but that I was distant and alone.

After a few minutes of wallowing in self-pity and fear, I forced myself to get up and do something to take my mind off how I was feeling.  Choosing the hardest board I could find, I logged on to an online chess game, a hobby I’d gotten back into during the evenings Lizzy spent with Marcus this last couple of years.  I was soon losing (an apt metaphor maybe!), but at least the need to concentrate really hard took my mind off what was happening in the car and how the rest of the week was likely to feel.

Three more losses followed and I was just starting to think I needed to find a new distraction, but then my phone rang.

Lizzy!

My heart flooded with joy.  Even if I couldn’t see it, I could feel the huge smile of relief and happiness on my face.

“Hey, babe!  Great to hear your voice and see you!”

She giggled, the broad grin on her face making me even happier.  “It’s only been a few hours!  You sound like a man who’s not spoken to his wife in years!”

“Can’t a man miss his wife?” I blushed, stammering defensively.

Lizzy dropped it and we were soon chatting about various things.  Last night, the club, the road trip – but all the time we talked, she seemed slightly on edge and seemed to be very careful to keep the camera focused close on her face, so I wouldn’t see anyone or anything else.

I began to feel on edge about her lack of candor about what had happened last night with Tyrone and Clayton and about the fact the two of them were also on her road trip.

“How’s Marcus?” I asked, acting on impulse, something in me wanting to rekindle the danger, pain and excitement from earlier.

“He’s fine?  Why do you ask?  You don’t normally ask after him?” she fenced, suddenly looking nervous and a little squirrelly.

“No reason … I know we’re not best buds, but he’s a part of our lives and I know he’s important to you and us…” 

I’d not planned to say any of that, it just came tumbling out and I could feel my cheeks coloring up with every extra word – Lizzy was right, I was behaving in a way that was atypical, no wonder her antenna was twitching. 

I knew in my heart my words were trying to prod Lizzy into downplaying his importance and/or telling me how much more important I was to her.  But neither of these things happened – she just stared at me, facial muscles taut, her eyes wide and alert for danger.

There was a long, pregnant pause between us.

It seemed to go on forever, until finally I broke the awkward silence.  “Hey, why don’t you get him to the phone so I can say ‘hi’?”

It wasn’t really a question, and I could see Lizzy’s brain trying to think of a reason to say no – I guess she was worried that either I or Marcus would say something.  That maybe I knew what had really happened with Tyrone and Clayton, or that even if I didn’t Marcus might use the opportunity to cause trouble.

No smart ideas arrived so trying (and failing) to sound calm, she called to him, still careful to keep control of the phone’s lens position as Macolm put his face right next to hers.

“Hey, Alan!  How’s my favorite Stag?”

He may have said ‘Stag’, but his mile long grin made clear he really meant ‘cuck’ – only he was too cute to say something that might upset Lizzy.

Before Lizzy knew what was happening, he was up and walking away with her phone in his hand, giving me a machine gun patter of mindless small talk until he was somewhere where she couldn’t hear.

“So, Alan?  How you enjoyin’ the show?” he chuckled, reveling in the situation.  For some reason taking me all the way back to that first night we met, when he’d been so polite and respectful.  Making me think just how much his behavior and our whole situation had changed over the last couple of years.

“What the fuck, Marcus!  Last night … that was bad enough … but now this!  Tyrone and Clayton with you and Lizzy for the whole week?” I spat back.

“Hey, don’t get mad at me … wanna get mad at someone, I’ll go get Lizzy, put her on the line … she was the one who wanted ‘slutty’ … I’m just givin’ the girl I love what she’s wanting … you want that I put her on?  You can explain all about spying on the last few days, right from stalking her to the club…”

Bastard!  He had me backed into a corner and he damned well knew it.

“Alan?” 

Fuck, how’d he’d changed since that first night.  How our lives had changed.

“Okay, now we’re all calmed down and on the same page, I’ve just got one question for you Alan.  Do you want me to keep you in the loop?  Keep sending you these little sexy podcasts.  Or, if you’re pissed at me, pissed at Lizzy for wanting to experiment a little, would you rather not see what’s happening?  Would you rather I just bring her back to you in a week’s time?”

Bastard! He was baiting me.  Just like he’d done throughout the entirety of the ever-growing relationship between him and Lizzy.

He knew the answer before he asked the question.  He just wanted to hear me say it out loud.

“Alan?”

“I hear you … quit naggin’”

We both knew what I was going to say, but he just stared me down until I said it.

“Look, this is hard for me, Marcus … you get that, right?”

“I do get it, Alan … I do … I get that how this thing’s growing is hard for you, and I’m not the bad guy here, you know that, right?”

I sighed, suddenly feeling tired. 

My cock was still painfully hard, but suddenly I felt weary from all the nervous energy consumed by the last twenty-four hours.  It was already emotionally draining to be letting Lizzy spend a whole week with Marcus, but to learn that this had been converted into a weeklong fuckfest where Marcus shared Lizzy with two horny young black teenagers had sent my heart into overload territory.

“I know, Marcus … I know Lizzy wouldn’t have agreed to this unless she was excited and happy about it … it’s just … it’s just it’s a lot to process…”

My words petered out, and the strangest thing happened.

For the first time ever, Marcus and I shared a moment.

Not in some homo-erotic way – that wasn’t us, either of us.  But in that moment, I connected with the combat-scared Vet, the EMT whose working life consisted of trauma and comforting people.  I knew his main concerns were still Lizzy’s desires and his own relationship with Lizzy, but I also saw a man who wanted to cause no harm.  A man who wanted to balance the needs of the woman he loved, his own needs and the needs of others.

“Okay … so keep you in the loop?”

He’d softened, he wasn’t going to make me say it out loud.  He’d answered for me, all I had to do was nod.  So, I nodded.  The two of us sharing a moment of connection.

“Okay, Alan … I’ll make sure I keep you in the loop … and I’ll keep our secret safe just between you and me…”  Was he being genuine, or was that a back-handed threat?  My lack of certainty gnawed at me.

“And, when we’re back home, let’s you and me talk … we’re both the good guys here … loving Lizzy, helping her explore, be the woman she really wants to be…”

He said it so easily, so full of casual good intentions, but his words chiseled away at my fragile sense of peace.  What was it he wanted to talk about? 

Six months ago he’d staged a major ultimatum when he’d threatened to end things with Lizzy if I didn’t agree to formalize their relationship and give him boyfriend status and rights.

‘Let’s you and me talk’ sounded awfully like he had something else on his mind.  Another ‘ask’ or demand.  Something that would up the ante between him and Lizzy even more.  A demand he’d deliver after Lizzy had spent an entire week with him and his two young accomplices.

~~~~~    

Our call ended and I think those last fragments of our conversation would have driven me insane if it wasn’t for the strangest of interventions.

“Hey, Dad!”

My wife might be four hours out of Houston, at a diner somewhere near Kerrville, hurtling down the I-10 to the beaches of Mexico, but my first born was back home in The Woodlands throwing her arms lovingly around her old man.  And boy did I need to feel that unconditional love right now!

“Carmina!” 

I hugged her.  Crushed her in my arms.  All my earlier fears and stresses from the last day playing out in that single crushing embrace.

“Hey Dad,” she grinned at me.  

Only a single moment, but the moment and the look between us told me her mom had sent her here.  Her mom had told her - no doubt without the bald details - what was happening.  Had told her that her dad might need some daughterly TLC.

We pulled apart, only our hands still touching, smiling at each other in very different ways.  My look one of need, love and embarrassment. Her one of love, anxiousness and not knowing what to say first.  Where to start.

I was just about to speak – or try to speak – when Carmina beat me to the punch.  Beat me to the punch in a way that was two hundred percent what my ego needed to hear.

“I so admire you, Dad!  I know it’s kinda weird to discuss, but you and mom … I love that having dedicated your lives to me and Holly, you’re not afraid to defy boring convention and do what makes you both happy!”

‘Makes you both happy.’ Out of the mouths of babes and sucklings!  She was just speaking from the heart, but in her natural, unfiltered words, she’d cut to the core of it.

My male pride might prefer to ignore it, but these last two years had gradually unearthed a new truth for me.  I enjoyed this new lifestyle of ours.  I enjoyed the voyeuristic thrills – that bit had always been there, had been my long-time fantasy.  But what I was slowly coming to accept was just how big a part of me enjoyed the more extreme cuckold ‘wife pleasured by a bigger, better man’ thrills.

It hurt me to admit it – even to myself – but it was a truth I could no longer deny.

“Thanks, hun!  I really needed to hear that!”

She gave me another huge hug, giggling nervously as I squeezed her back.

With the elephant in the room addressed, she looked at me and asked, “So, Dad, do you want to talk about it?”

My face coloring up, her question instantly transported me back to that day I’d hidden in the shadows and eavesdropped as Lizzy had opened up to Carmine and her sister about our new lifestyle and who Marcus was to her.  My emotional pain and excitement as sharp as if it were yesterday as I recalled how Lizzy had shown them all kinds of photos, recalling how my girls had agreed Marcus was a beefcake and joked with their mom about how she’d walk in the morning after she’d taken a cock as big as Marcus’s into her body.

“Dad?” she gently nudged, bringing me back to the here and now.

“Do you want me to talk about it?” I asked, managing to make it sound funnier than I felt.

“I guess not!” she chuckled, blushing almost as much as me.  “Me and Hols might talk about that kind of stuff to Mom, but if it’s all the same to you, I’d rather keep you firmly in the ‘dad’ not ‘bestie’ box … not talking about that kind of stuff!”

“Fine by me!” I replied, feeling mighty relieved.

For the next couple of hours we chatted about everything except what her mother was up to on her road trip to Tijuana.  We talked about her studies, her sister’s studies.  We talked about her health – how she was recovering from the Mono virus she’d contracted back in November.  We talked about whether there were any boys on the scene and the same topic for her sister.

It was good to immerse myself in what really mattered – the health, happiness and development of my family.  But all too soon Carmina was standing, hugging me again and telling me she needed to be on the road as she and a couple of girlfriends had an early Monday viewing for accommodation for the Fall term.

~~~~~    

Watching her drive away, I looked at the clock. 

Five p.m. 

Five p.m. Sunday.  I didn’t leave for my work trip to Seattle until early Tuesday.  Damned, it was going to be a long, lonely time between now and then.  Knowing Lizzy was away, knowing what she was doing.  Knowing that, even after I’d struck my devil’s pact with Marcus, I’d only receive intermittent updates – my emotional safety line connecting me to Lizzy.  My slender, fragile safety line – a safety line entirely within the gift and control of my wife’s black boyfriend.

Promising myself I’d only have a single drink, I poured myself a large Scotch and pondered more online chess.  But I couldn’t settle to the game – too much had happened over the last twenty-four hours.

Sipping the wonderfully complex tasting spirit, I looked out into the beautiful tranquility of the backyard Lizzy had worked so hard to create.  Carmina’s visit had done wonders to restore my sense of wellbeing. 

When Lizzy and Marcus had demanded that we come clean with our daughters about their relationship, one of my biggest fears had been that Carmina and Holly would think less of me as a father and as a man.

The way she’d come here today, the way we’d joked about things and the way she told me she admired me for supporting her mom and living the life that WE wanted to live meant a helluva lot to me.  It made me realize my fears had been totally unfounded and that, if anything, our girls admired me and their mom even more for the life we’d chosen to lead and the way we lived it.

It was like a chain reaction.

The way Carmina had related to me gave me the confidence to look at a couple of thorny issues full-on in the face.

Marcus.  Marcus, at times during these last twenty-four hours I’d thought of him almost as the devil incarnate.  Not only stealing Lizzy away from me for the next week – that was bad enough!  But now sharing her with not just one other man, but with two!  Sharing her with two horny, big-cocked black teenagers!

But as I looked out into the yard, savoring the golden liquid, I realized this really wasn’t all on him.  I recalled her words as she’d left for her pre-trip, Saturday night hook-up with Marcus.  ‘I’m the luckiest girl in all Houston, married to a wonderful man who trusts me enough to let me explore my sluttiest fantasies!’

No, it was clear!  Marcus might be the enabler, the facilitator.  But the key mover behind the sudden appearance of the two young teenagers in Lizzy’s life and in her bed wasn’t Marcus.  It was Lizzy.  Lizzy and her desire to ‘explore her sluttiest fantasies.’ A thought that made my cock harden, no matter how much I was missing Lizzy and how hard the next few days might be.

No, Marcus wasn’t the devil incarnate!  He wasn’t a terrible guy.  Earlier, when my anger and confusion had bubbled away, I’d thought of him as a total and utter bastard.

But the plain truth was that it WAS Lizzy who’d wanted the slutty experience of being with three black guys in one evening.  Marcus had always been highly possessive about Lizzy – he didn’t even like sharing her with me, her husband, during the threesomes which had become increasingly rare over the last couple years.

He’d never made much of a secret of that – hence why most of their nights were in the privacy of his Sunnyside apartment.  So sharing her with two young horny teenagers, even if it settled a wager, was only something he’d entertain because he loved Lizzy and wanted to make her happy.  And I could hardly blame him for that, could I?  I could hardly blame him for falling in love with a woman as wonderful as Lizzy.  Hadn’t I done exactly the same in those distant days when we were kids back in fifth grade!

Carmina’s visit and love had taken the edge off my frayed emotions and allowed me to see things more clearly and objectively.  Including finally being honest with myself about just how much things had changed these last two plus years.  Including my own increasing enjoyment of the more extreme parts of our new lifestyle. 

A lifestyle that might have started with me just wanting to watch Lizzy with other guys, but which increasingly had taken us into more extreme territory.  Lizzy spending the night sleeping over with Marcus two or three nights a week.  Lizzy and Marcus now officially girlfriend and boyfriend with all that implied about their emotional connection.  And now the two of them going on their first long vacation together.

When we dipped our toes into this wife-watching lifestyle back on that Caribbean vacation, if you’d told me I’d accept and even enjoy such an extreme set of events and way of living, I’d have told you, ‘You’re crazy!’

But standing there, sipping my twelve-year-old treat, I felt more at peace with things than I’d felt in a long time.  Lizzy was exploring her long held fantasies.  The guy we’d chosen as our tour guide seemed a good guy who spent his days keeping people safe, who loved Lizzy, and who would never hurt her.  And I enjoyed the new life we were living in a way I could never have imagined – and even our girls thought we were cool and brave for the decisions we were living!

Breathing a deep sigh, I broke my pledge and poured myself a second large tumbler.  But it was okay.  I felt at peace with the world.  Ready to go and lose some more online chess games!

I vowed that when Lizzy returned from her road trip, she and I would have a deep and open talk about these newly clear truths I’d discovered about myself and our situation. 

Having this conversation might be scary – I had no idea whether it would lead us even deeper into the lifestyle we were living.  But I knew that not being open and honest with her could never be the healthy path to take.

But that was tomorrow. Tonight I had a large Scotch to sip and some online chess games to play.  To play and likely lose.

I was only one lost game in when the doorbell went again.


Chapter 18

May 22 Sunday

“Delores!”

She smiled wickedly at me, nudging me to the side as she pushed past me – a man totally in shock.

“Aren’t you going to invite me in?”  She was already in and past me, enjoying knocking me off-balance by asking her unnecessary question.

I didn’t bother to answer her question.  My brain was still in chess mode.  Not answering was the best move.  Instead, I offered her a drink.

“I’ll have whatever you’re drinking.  Look’s expensive!”

It was.  But I poured her a large measure.

“So, what brings you around these parts?”  Without the Scotch, without the chess, without the sudden sense of peace I’m not sure I’d have been so calm and confident dealing with a woman who seemed so strong and assertive.

“Little bird been talkin’ to me … telling me you ain’t just Lizzy’s friend … that you might be that ‘poor sap of a husband’ I told you about at the party … n’ the same little bird told me you might be feelin’ lonely!  Might be in feelin’ in need of a little female companionship!”

Fuck!  That was a lot to take in!  Seems she knew all my secrets – but despite how that might make me look to others, she was still as interested in me as she’d been on that first day we’d met!

When I’d finally recovered from my shock, I slowly started to grin. 

I’d long since learned not to confuse intelligence and formal education.  Plenty of highly educated people were as thick as pig-shit!  Delores might not be formally educated, but she was smart.  Smart and sharp!  That was clear from the way she spoke.

“And would that little bird have been a female little bird or a male little bird?”  The scales dropping from my eyes as I gazed at her and waited for her answer.  The only time we’d met before, she’d genuinely not known I was the ‘poor sap of a husband’ of her bestie Lizzy – her bestie who was besotted with Marcus and fucking him every chance she got.

But the fact she was here now and the way she was looking at me told me she knew everything.  Absolutely everything.

“Wouldn’t you like to know!” she answered, teasing me as she knocked back a large shot of my expensive twelve-year-old.  “Does it make a difference?  Which little birdy sent me?”

‘Hell yes!’  The way she was dressed – all tight top and cleavage, a skirt as short as those Marcus liked Lizzy to wear – it was very clear why she was here.  So whether or not it was my Lizzy or Marcus who’d sent me this fruit-basket of sexiness was one hundred percent important!  Did I have permission to play, or was this some kind of trap?  Even though I’d spent the last half-hour persuading myself Marcus was a decent guy I could trust!

Downing the other half, she slinked over and stood right in front of me – her nose pressed up virtually touching my own.  She clinked the ice in the empty glass, holding it out for a refill.

“Five’ll get you ten!” Her meaning was clear from the way she was waving her studded tongue at me, making my already over-stretched nervous system stretch a little more, like one of those metal ship’s ropes that sings and screams under stress.

Fuck!  Was this a trap?  Back in March when Lizzy had introduced me to Delores, she’d described her as ‘her new bestie’. The sixty-four-million-dollar question was whether buxom, big booty Delores was here dressed to seduce at the behest of my loving wife or as a trap set by Marcus?

So help me God! My resolve weakened.  Weakened fast.  I topped up her glass and suddenly felt an overwhelming need for physical closeness to a real, flesh-and-blood woman.

My own wife was halfway across the country living out her wildest fantasies, giving herself and her pussy to three horny black males.  So, whoever had sent Delores here tonight had struck emotional and hormonal gold!  I needed to feel the warmth and closeness of a woman and I had a sexy, smart and very much available woman standing right here in front of me.

~~~~~    

“I might not be packing like Marcus, but get your laughing gear around my cock and then I’ll show you what kept your bestie happy all these years!”

That evil grin was back as she eased the straps down on her dress to show her full and excited boobs.  Immediately kneeling to take them out of reach as she started working on my belt, her warm hands soon finding my painfully erect member.

“Oh, sweetie … you must be very orally talented!” she chuckled, squeezing me hard and with only a small part of my cock showing beyond her fingers.  She didn’t need to say any more, we both got what she was saying – Marcus offered a girl so much more than I’d ever be able to manage.

For a few wonderful moments, her head bobbed up and down – that metallic ornament in the middle of her tongue doing amazing, incredible things to my bellend.  Then she pulled me out, squeezed me tight and smiled up from her prone position.

“Alan, honey … I’m sure you’re a wonderful friend, husband and dad … but let’s be honest, you’re never gonna rock Lizzy’s world like Marcus does … like he does every time he takes her to bed…”

I knew she was only teasing, only having fun – but something in her words and her tone set me off.  Squatting down, I snatched her up in my arms and continued with her theme.

“Oh, baby … yeah, maybe Lizzy and I are a little weird … maybe it’s a little weird she’s out with him, your son and your son’s buddy … but I still know how to show a girl a good time … I’m gonna take you into the bedroom, lay you down where your bestie Lizzy normally lays and make you scream and sob … before I pump you full of my jizz!”

She was silent.

Happy and silent.  Her arms tight and feeling good around my neck as I carried her into the bedroom.  Throwing her down on our bed, throwing her down on Lizzy’s bed as I gazed into her eyes and stripped two sets of clothes off.

The way she looked back, she got the message.  I might be happy to let Lizzy play, but whatever had been said earlier, I wasn’t some poor ‘sap of a man’ who didn’t know how to make a woman howl with pleasure.

Forcing her tight, sexy thighs apart, I teased her clit and pussy with my cock before moving up to pay homage to her boobs – pleasuring and sucking on them until her teats stood proud and super-excited. 

Then I flipped her over, kissed and rimmed her ear lobes as I worked my tongue down over every inch of her neck, spine and ribs.  Years of making love to Lizzy had taught me exactly which areas to kiss and caress, and I used all that experience to have her push her body up off the bed in desperate need of release.

Flipping her back over, I teased some more.  Looking deep into her eyes, I spoke from the heart.

“How long since you had a real lover, a man who knows you for who you are?”  But before she could answer, I thrust my tongue deep into her studded-mouth and kissed the shit out of her.

I worked my way lower, kissing her neck, making her shake.  Kissed every other erogenous and sensitive zone as I walked my lips all the way to her pussy.  Then I worked her until she was right on the edge.  The perfect complement to why she’d really come here tonight and to what I needed to do for myself and for her.

“Wanna fuck?  Want to feel my small, little white weenie in your sensitive black flower?”  We were mind fucking as much as physically fucking, she just nodded at me and dug her sharp talons into my ass.

We were united.  The first woman I’d ever been with other than Lizzy.  A beautiful, smart, strong and sassy black woman.  I was balls deep in her and she was loving it.  Loving the emotional and physical connection.  Loving the way I desired her as a woman and admired her as a person.

“Come on, White Boy!  Make me cum … own me, own my black pussy … while my buddy and my son fuck the shit out of Lizzy’s pussy … win me while they fuck her so she’ll never want a little white dick like yours again!”

Ouch!  Challenge accepted.  I knew she was only trash-talking me, but nonetheless it set me off.  Set me off fucking her as hard and fast and skillfully as I could.  Delores as excited as I was – loving the emotional and personal connection we had.  My dick might not be as huge as her neighbor or son, but the largest sex organ has always been the brain – and she was loving the way I was ramming her with my brain!

“Arghh!  Arghh!”  We were both way too pent up to last long.  Our lips slammed hard as we kissed for all the years, tongues fighting with heat and need, as my cock squirted its seedless jizz deep into Delores’ pussy.  Her nails digging deep into my ass to try and get me a little deeper.  An act which excited both of us in our very different roles.

~~~~~    

Both spent, both happy, she was cuddling up to me with a fragility and vulnerability that was a million miles from the persona she normally projected.

“Well, that was nice!” she teased.

“Only nice!  Only nice!  I busted my nuts to make you happy, and all I get it is, ‘That was nice’.”

“What can I say?” she teased, her long, red nails doing wonderful things to my abs.  “You were the best I’ve had for a long, long time … but, ultimately, honey … you’re not equipped to make me scream and shout … so ‘best’ is good, but you ain’t no Marcus!  But then again, that’s what I think you wanna hear!”

Damned!  She got me so well!  I rolled over and looked into her eyes – suddenly, in an instant understanding at least half of what Lizzy was getting.

Leave aside the physical, when you’ve been with only one person for so many years – connecting in such a special and intimate way with a new and different person is a mega-high.

And if, like Marcus, there’s a mega-physical connection to go along with the mega-excitement of a new interpersonal connection, then the whole thing’s going to be super-exciting and super-addictive.

I laughed my lungs out – we’d only spent a couple of hours together but already she got me so well.

I pulled her over on top of me, loving the way this new pair of boobs squished on my chest and her hard, swollen nipples grazed me.

“If I was only ten years younger, I’d do you now, all over again!”

“Promises, promises!” she teased, her sharp nails raking up and down my length, her teasing, needy little smile telling me that despite all the bravado and front, she’d like nothing more than to feel me inside her as for the first time we genuinely made love.

Not fucked, not railed or pummeled.  But made love, kissing and teasing and appreciating each other’s bodies and hearts in one special, seamless moment.

Given my age and lack of chemical help, we did make love – but even with Delores’ boobs and nails encouraging me, it took me half an hour before I was fit for duty.

But never mind the delay, it was a magical and special moment!  I got out how Lizzy felt with Marcus.  Making love to Delores didn’t mean I loved Lizzy any the less.  It was just a magical time to connect with another person and make them feel happy, sexually fulfilled and cherished!

~~~~~    

“Mmmm … that was VERY nice!”

She was definitely smart!  The simple addition of the single word moved things on from the teasing we’d enjoyed after the first time.

“I could get used to this!”  Wow!  Where did those words come from?  Why and how did I say them?

She really was a smart and strong woman – not ducking the issue.  Not even for a moment.

“You’re only saying that because your sweetheart’s halfway down the I-10 hurtling her way towards the beaches of Tijuana so she can frolic and fuck all those big black cocks!”

“Yes and no … Yes and no!”  I didn’t need to expand, she got it.  The look she gave me acknowledged to me the multi-layered complexity of our situation.

Lizzy would be gone for another five days – and there was the small matter of the long summer break she’d just started.  Another nine or ten weeks for Lizzy to explore her slutty side.

Damned.  It was going to be a long, long summer and I wondered where all the chess pieces would lay when the summer was over.

Lizzy, Marcus.  Delores.  Tyrone and Clayton.

Fuck!  When had we allowed our lives to get so complicated?

Even with the reassuring warmth and feel of Delores’s head on my chest, I had no idea how the rest of the summer would play out.

To be continued ….
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