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Synopsis

Who Knew?

That’s a damned good question and one that I’ve asked myself endlessly over the last four plus years.

I’ve asked it as I’ve thought back over our marriage and typed out our story.  Who knew that a story that so often contained such strange desires, behaviors and choices could actually be true?

I’ve asked it as I’ve pondered the parts of my wife Lizzy’s personality that I never knew existed. 

And fair’s fair, I’ve asked it about myself.  About my own desires and how I reacted and evolved through the strangest parts of our journey.

And I’ve asked it about Marcus, the guy we met by chance, but who was to have a major impact on our lives.  About the different parts of his personality, a personality which seem so varied.

~~~~~     

Before these last few years, life seemed so much simpler.  I didn’t need to reach for such fundamental questions.  Lizzy and I were just another run-of-the-mill suburban couple trying to work out how to fill the hole in our lives left by our daughters heading off to college. 

But what we didn’t know was that a ‘cheer us up’ trip to the Caribbean, combined with a random download of two books on female and male fantasies, would change our vanilla lifestyle forever.  That the cocktail of fantasies hidden deep within Lizzy’s and my own desires would combine to lead us into such dangerous waters.


Chapter 1

Oct 26, Friday

“Okay, so which one’s yours?” I teased my wife Lizzy, savoring the warmth of the late-morning Caribbean sun on my skin. 

I might have been envious of the confidence and physiques of these young guys, mid-forties and with my mate safely bagged and snagged many years ago, I 

I might have let myself go a bit, but at forty-three Lizzy was still a very beautiful woman who always attracted male attention.  Often the attention of men much younger than herself, men just like the four guys sauntering across the beach who knew nothing of how they’d been discreetly press ganged into our little love game.  A little love game about fantasies which was helping us rekindle some of our bedroom spark.

My beautiful forty-three-year-old wife gave me the dirtiest of looks, not wanting to be reminded of our conversation last night.  Then came the slow, teasing change from dirty disapproval into a warm, loving smile.  She was feeling playful – didn’t mind at all me taking her back to last night’s conversation.  Even if parts of it had made her blush.

“Eeny, meeny, miny, moe…” she counted off, her fingers pointing at the four fit young male bodies strutting their way across the beach.  Their peacock strides, their gym-honed bodies screaming out their desire to attract female attention.

“Number two!” she laughed with a light, liberated happiness.

“Who knew?” I answered, head downcast in over-acted mock surprise.  A surprise that would have been genuine before yesterday evening’s revelations. 

“Alan, old boy,” I declared, shaking my head as I addressed the beach sands, “apparently your sweet little wife, prefers her men ‘well done’ … dark rather than white chocolate … you did well to win and hold on to her all these years, old boy…”

“Don’t pout, honey!” my smiling, teasing wife rebuked me – her reaction a million miles from last night’s flushed embarrassment.  “You’re not the only one who discovered new things last night … I for one never knew I was sleeping with such a kinky husband all these years!”

I blushed.  Not an over-acted blush this time.  A genuine, deep red burn up of the cheeks as I recalled parts of what had happened last night.  As I recalled the fantasy I’d been forced to confess to.

~~~~~    

Just over two months ago Lizzy and I had packed off Holly, the younger of our two daughters, to college and declared ourselves official ‘empty nesters.’  I’d tried to make light of it (‘great, I’ll convert your room into another games room’, ‘finally male-female parity’), but the truth was we’d miss the girls terribly.  Bad enough for me, but for Lizzy it was ten times worse.  Hence this trip to the Caribbean to cheer us up and at least give us some kind of silver-lining.

So far, the break had been wonderful.  Back home, one of the upsides of being empty nesters was that our love life had picked up.  A mix of no fear of interruptions, more time to ourselves and a more subtle psychological change of reduced daily parental roles meant Lizzy and I had managed to capture some of the sexual and romantic spark we’d had before we became parents.

The beautiful Caribbean vistas and general relaxed vacation mood had inspired us even more and for the first time in many years we were making love several times a day.  Happy to wile away the day from sun-up to sun-down making love, cuddling and just generally enjoying our renewed closeness.

Both of us have always been keen readers, and the morning before after making love we’d been cuddling and reading our Kindles when an online ad offered me a free copy of a book on female sexual fantasies – Nancy Friday’s 1973 classic, My Secret Garden. 

‘Way to go Mr. Amazon!’ I thought, the perfect thing for us to read together to sustain our newly re-energized love life.  Two clicks, two copies ordered – one gifted to the account of Mrs. Lizzy Andrews.  After a moment’s thought, I realized I also needed two copies of a similar book on male fantasies.  Otherwise, there was a fair risk Lizzy might feel things were a bit one-sided.  Thankfully Nancy Friday delivered the goods, the grinch in me only grumbling a little at the fifteen-dollar price tag!

Always highly organized (Lizzy works as an admin in our local high school), it was less than a minute before Lizzy’s Kindle pinged to alert her to the two gifted books.  I held my breath and used the mirror on the hotel wall to study Lizzy’s look of surprise without her realizing what I was doing.  Doghouse or an even more pleasurable vacation – I knew there would be nothing in between.

“Are you always horny?” she asked, finally turning away from her screen and grinning broadly.

Turning my screen towards her, I chuckled.  “Thought it might be fun … you know, keep up the vacation vibe!”

“You mean the ‘fucking vibe’,” she chortled.  I had to smile, before our newly discovered fun of the last couple of months, no way she’d have used the F-word like that.

“Guilty as charged,” I grinned, “can I help it if I can’t get enough of my hot, sexy wife?  If I want to make sure we keep things on a high?”

Her smile was pure contentment as she patted my cheek.  “Down boy!  Apparently, you and me have some serious homework to do before ‘Bonzo Boy’ here can have his doggy treat!”

Two hours later we’d both skim-read our ‘homework’, ‘Bonzo Boy’ had indeed received his reward – his owner just as willing to walk him as he was to be walked – and I was stretched out feeling very pleased with myself as Lizzy showered. 

As I heard the lovely sounds of my beautiful, satisfied wife humming to herself in the shower, a wicked thought took hold.  I just knew that, as she’d read the two books, my hyper-organized wife wouldn’t have been able to help herself – there would be highlights and bookmarks all over the place.  Giving me the perfect window into which of the many female fantasies got my wife hot and bothered.

Twenty minutes later I was busted!  Freshly showered, a full-length towel wrapped around her torso, I looked up to see a stern looking Lizzy. Certainly stern, beyond that her expression was difficult to read.  She reached out for my Kindle and I knew she saw the funny side, “You could have just asked, honey!”

“How would I know you were telling me the truth?”

“I always tell you the truth, the whole truth…”

“Yeah, right … you and every other wife on the planet!”

“Alan, honey … what a terrible thing to say!  I’m your wife, the mother of your children … of course I’d tell you the whole truth!”

What do they say?  Offense is the best form of Defense!  Looking away from Lizzy’s smiling face and down at her Kindle, I put on my best prosecutor’s voice cribbed from too many episodes of Law & Order and Suits.

“Well, members of the jury … let’s look on the positive … no bookmarks or highlights in ten of the sixteen fantasy rooms Mrs. Friday uses to describe what goes on in the female mind … Mrs. Lizzy Andrews appears to be a woman with normal levels of kinkiness and sexual imagination … but then, let’s come to the areas of more interest … three rooms I suspect most women often visit, normal healthy antidotes to society telling them to be ‘good girls’ when they’d rather be a bit more ‘naughty’…”

Lizzy’s face was coloring up and I instantly knew that I’d have a major problem if I called out the three remaining rooms that I’d not mentioned so far – the three rooms heavily highlighted and bookmarked by my best friend and soulmate.

“Sorry, hun.”  I shut the leather cover closed with a satisfying ‘thunk’ as I handed it back. 

“It’s just I love you so much, recognize these things are sometimes hard to talk about … forgive me,” I asked, holding my hand out and inviting her back to bed.  Her expression softening as she accepted my hand and snuggled her head onto my chest.

“Please don’t judge me, honey.”  Her head was warm on my chest, her long brown hair splayed like the softest of veils - even after all our years together, her embarrassment too strong to allow her to look me in the eye.  Despite our love and trust, despite raising two children together, I realized there were parts of her sexuality she was still nervous to reveal.  Even to me.  Society’s tram lines of what a woman should and shouldn’t do ran deep in the soul of the woman I was honored to call my wife.

“Never, honey … I’ll never judge you … to me, you’re perfect … you’ll always be perfect.”

Reassured, she lifted her head up close and looked me in the eye.  “Thank you, darling … I DO know you’d never judge me…”

We kissed, soft and loving.  We kissed again and then she chuckled, pulled away and smiled at me.

“’You’re perfect’,” she mimicked back, the way she smiled removing the need for words.  We both knew she was hinting at my habit of putting her on a pedestal.  Like so many husbands of my generation, treating her in a way that combined China Doll syndrome and a full-on Madonna complex.  Putting her on a loved and cherished pedestal, rather than treating her as a complex, flesh and blood woman who had just as many desires and imperfections as us men have.

Through these last two months of empty nester closeness, we’d talked about the topic quite a lot.    “What can I say?  When the little girls were being programmed one way, us little boys were being programmed another way!  What I need is a woman who’s sexy and strong enough to help me see through the programming to the reality…”

I pulled my giggling wife back to bed and we were soon making out like horny teenagers rather than the married forty-somethings we really were.  As we kissed and canoodled, I felt my cock hardening yet again as the warm balm of love for this wonderful woman soothed my whole body.  Only a tiny portion of my brain bookmarking the three topics I’d wisely chosen to leave unspoken.  Fantasy rooms two, seven and twelve … all heavily bookmarked by my beloved, and now intriguingly flagged in my mind for later attention.  ‘The Audience’, ‘The Thrill of the Forbidden’ and ‘Big Black Men.’ 

Wow!  Who knew?  All these years and I hadn’t a clue.  I guess sex in front of an audience and forbidden acts weren’t too shocking.  But ‘Big Black Men’!  Honestly, I’d never had a clue that Lizzy had a thing for men like this.  Sure, she’d occasionally comment about some handsome black athlete or actor, but I’d thought nothing of it, just as she’d never read anything into the mini-torch I’d carried for Halle Berry since I’d first seen her in that Cat Woman outfit!

‘Big Black Men,’ room 12 … damn! 

I was the opposite of that kind of guy.  My half-Latino, half-Anglo heritage had seen to that.  At five-seven, I was the same height as Lizzy.  Only a couple of inches shorter than the average American male, but a helluva lot shorter than many of the high school jocks who’d pursued Lizzy even though they knew we were childhood sweethearts who’d been dating since middle school.  

She’d never shown any interest in bigger guys then, and as our love and life together had bloomed, my insecurity about my height had dwindled from painful adolescent angst to nothing more than a dull, vestigial ache, now that I was a confident adult with a wonderful wife and family.

Now I just found myself chuckling to myself.  If deep down Lizzy had a secret yearning for big black men, she couldn’t have chosen a husband more different than that stereotype! She loved me with all her heart – but I was five-seven of slightly mousy looking pale-skinned maleness.  Girls had always loved my wit and kindness and told me I was cute in a kind of bargain basement Michael J. Fox way.  But Mr. T or Mike Tyson or Mohammed Ali I was not!! 

I’d always thought I’d never have managed to land a girl like Lizzy except I’d hit puberty and interest in girls early and had asked out the pretty young girl whose family had just moved into town well before most of the other guys in school had developed an interest in the fairer sex. 

My genes might not have given me height or Hollywood looks, but at least in this aspect of early development they’d done me a favor, and from fifth grade when I’d asked her out, we’d never looked back!

Even if I wasn’t Mr. T or Mike Tyson, Lizzy loved me all the same.  Full of love and passion, she pulled me on top of her, moaning as I entered, she just about found the presence of mind to stretch up and whisper into my ear.  “You may have won for now, but if you know what’s good for you, later you’ll be baring your soul to me … I want to know all the naughty thoughts going on in that complicated brain of yours…”

Even in the middle of my husbandly exertions, I could feel my cheeks color up. ‘Oh shit, was there really no way of avoiding it?’  Not with a woman as smart and determined as my Lizzy.  But at least I only had one single secret to share to Lizzy’s plentiful three.  Though how the hell Lizzy would respond to my kinky interest in male Room 14 was anyone’s guess.  From our earliest years as little boys we’re programmed to protect and cherish our women.  Which was what seemed to make Room 14 so damned hot, so damned taboo and wrong.  Room 14, sharing our woman with another man.  So wrong.  So very wrong.

~~~~~    

As the four young dudes strutted away blissfully unaware they were being ogled by my sexy wife, I smiled at the thought of how things had improved so much in our love life over the last few months.  Lizzy and I had never been prudes, but raised as we had been, this kind of skittish openness was a new and refreshing thing for us.  And we both loved it.

“So, number two then?” I playfully teased, stroking her arm and sensing sexual desire in my lovely wife’s slightly dilated pupils.

“Number two!” she said, soft but emphatic. 

“But I guess an older white guy with a bit of a dad bod thing going on might be okay … you know, if he really loved me … if he’s prepared to put the work in,” her hand lifting mine to signify she wanted to take this somewhere more private.  We’d made love before breakfast and now round two seemed on the menu!  ‘Twice before lunch,’ I thought to myself.  Maybe we should have encouraged our girls to leave home years earlier!

Thirty seconds later I was admiring the shape of Lizzy’s ass and the swing of her hips as my beautiful five-seven wife did some peacock strutting all of her own.  From the moment I’d selflessly offered to collect all our stuff up, she’d known my game, and doubled down on her sexy wiggle.  She was flattered and happy that she still attracted her loving husband’s lust and attention after all these years together.  (Even if his dad bod didn’t quite match up to the younger male beef on offer.)  Happy that I wasn’t one of these husbands with wandering eyes who thought the grass was always greener.


After lunch Lizzy had booked herself on a combined lecture and ‘basics of scuba’ event run by the local Marine Biology sanctuary.  Not my thing, so I kissed her goodbye and headed into town for a relaxing afternoon of doing ‘nothing in particular’ – the perfect contrast to my normal busy and over-scheduled work life.

The luxury of an early afternoon beer at a beautiful shoreline bar was followed by a relaxed stroll to a little coffee shop recommended by the cute girl at hotel reception.  Black coffee and dessert to counteract the beer and I settled into the latest chapter of my book.  As I sat outside enjoying the island beauty and watching the world go by, I thought life couldn’t get much better.

There were various little shops next to my coffee shop and every so often I’d look up to take a break from reading.  During one of these breaks, I looked up to see the four young guys from the beach – the noise of their youthful high spirits making them difficult to ignore as they talked to two young women outside one of the little shops.  ‘Men and Women’s massage,’ the bright blue shop sign declared.  The four guys soon disappeared inside.  From the way they were smiling and the way the two pretty young women were dressed, I had few doubts as to the type of massage the youngsters would be enjoying!  Squinting at the shop window, I was too far away to read prices, but I saw the menu included Swedish, Sports, Aromatherapy and ‘Stress Relief’!

Sure enough, exactly sixty minutes later the youths emerged looking more relaxed and less stressed, one of the guys programming a number into his mobile phone as they left, smiling at the waving girls.  The joys of being young!  I had few doubts they’d be meeting up later at a local club or bar.

A few minutes later, I saw a pair of older women saunter down the street and start talking to the girls who’d stayed sitting outside the shop.  The women seemed nervous at first but the girls soon put them at ease and then a couple of strapping young local men arrived on a motorcycle.  A short talk, some smiles and nods of the head and the older women disappeared inside followed by the two young black guys.

Obviously an ‘equal opportunities’ massage shop I chuckled.  Totally unaware of the impact of what I’d just seen would soon have on Lizzy and me.


Chapter 2

Oct 26, Friday

Returning from her marine biology and scuba session, Lizzy was complaining of sore shoulders and calf muscles from all the activity.  A relaxing early dinner and half a bottle of her favorite Chablis hadn’t done anything to fix her problem as we returned to our room, and she constantly fidgeted as we sat together reading.  Lizzy totally unable to get comfortable.

Retreating to the bedroom, my wife accepted my offer of a back rub and my associated amateur efforts to massage the knots and lactic acids out of her muscles.  As I rubbed and squeezed, a wicked idea came into my head – my mind going back to what I’d seen earlier at the little massage shop.  Going back to last night’s giggly and playful exploration of fantasies.  Was I brave enough to nudge us to explore all of Lizzy’s favorite fantasies as well as mine?

“Honey, I think you need someone better qualified than me … I saw a place earlier that seemed to have loads of happy-looking female customers coming and going … give me a minute and I’ll get someone here who can really help you…”

“Mmmm…” was all I got back from my face-down wife as the Chablis, the exercise and my efforts combined to send her to the edge of sleep.

~~~~~    

“Come in, come in…”  My throat was parched, my palms were sweaty and I’m sure I was visibly shaking as I ushered in the guy they’d sent.  I wasn’t totally sure, but he looked like one of the two guys who’d arrived on the motorcycle to ‘massage’ the two middle-aged ladies.  He carried just a small black leather bag under his arm and a matching collapsible padded leather massage table. 

He introduced himself as Derrick.  He was handsome and only a couple of inches taller than my five-seven, his shorts and vest showed a well put-together body.  Mid to late twenties, lean and muscular and most importantly, black – he was the kind of guy I knew Lizzy would find attractive.

I’d explained the basics on the phone – ‘a male please … for my wife … she’s a little nervous, but she might like a little stress relief.’  Better safe than sorry, I repeated myself to the grinning young man, emphasizing to take things slowly and only go as far as was comfortable for Lizzy.

Confirming his understanding with a nod of the head, I showed him into the bedroom where Lizzy was still dozing face down on the bed, naked except for her panties under the hotel towel I’d covered her with when I’d earlier massaged her knotted muscles with baby oil.

“Honey, the masseuse has arrived … they sent a guy … I thought a guy’s hands would be stronger to work the knots out of your muscles … are you okay with that?”

Slowly waking from her light snooze, she was a little surprised but nodded her agreement.  She’d always loved getting a massage – but to the best of my knowledge this was the first time the masseuse would be a man.  A thought that sent a shiver of excitement tingling down my spine. 

In case she’d be self-conscious, I thought it best to give her some space.  I kissed her cheek and told her I’d just be reading in the living room and to holler if she needed anything.

There were some murmurings of conversation – I couldn’t hear the words spoken – and then even this was lost to me as Derrick put some relaxing music on the TV’s sound system.  I had no idea what was going on in there, but nonetheless, I still found my cock starting to swell just from the anticipation and forbidden nature of what we were doing.  ‘Clever old me,’ I thought – striking while yesterday’s discussion was still fresh, I’d found a way of combining all our main fantasies in one.  Lizzy’s fantasies about the thrill of forbidden, the audience and black men all rolled into one, while I got to savor the thrilling thought of my wife playing with another man.  And all in a way that felt safe and unlikely to spook my normally cautious wife.

After ten minutes or so, I couldn’t bear the tension anymore and I slowly cracked the bedroom door open to peer inside.  There she was, the love of my life, still lying face down.  But no longer on the bed, she’d moved across onto the padded massage table Derrick had brought with him.  Her bare shoulders suggesting she was still only wearing her panties beneath the simple white drape Derrick must brought in that little leather bag of his. 

She was moaning softly, utterly relaxed as I watched the young black man’s strong hands kneed and squeeze at the knots in her shoulders.  The contrast between Derrick’s dark hands and the paleness of Lizzy’s skin was almost too much for me.  It seemed so symbolic of the wicked taboos of our mutual fantasies, giving me an almost overwhelming desire to whisper into Lizzy’s ear and force her to share the details of exactly what forbidden things she imagined herself doing with black guys in her fantasies.  Making me wonder at exactly how close Derrick came to the type of guy she included in her big black man fantasies.

Derrick was obviously experienced in this kind of set-up.  The soothing music had been augmented by two small joysticks he had smoking to the left and right of the massage table.  Oil, the white drape and the incense joss sticks the only things he’d needed in that small leather bag of his.

Easing the door a little wider, I stayed very quiet as I walked in and sat in one of the bedside armchairs. Derrick asked Lizzy if she was okay. Rewarded with a moaned ‘mmm, yes perfect’, he moved from her shoulders down to stand by her midriff.  He then rolled the white drape all the way down her back until it sat just at the top of her shapely pear-shaped ass in all its glory.

Derrick started working long strokes on Lizzy’s back muscles.  The sight of his dark hands on my wife’s pale skin already had me achingly hard.  But when he lengthened his strokes so that each one ended with his hands under the drape and working the muscles and flesh of Lizzy’s butt I thought I might climax!

I’d thought that Lizzy might make some small protest, but the only noises she made were the soft moans of satisfaction as Derrick’s strong dark hands worked the sensitive flesh of her back and ass.  The young man slowly changing the mix to spend less time on her back and more time on Lizzy’s lovely butt – her moans slightly less quiet each time his hands moved south.

Derrick looked across at me as if he was going to ask me something, and I suddenly felt bad about watching when Lizzy didn’t even know I was in the room.  ‘Anyway, wouldn’t she enjoy it more if she knew I was here … after all, that was her room two audience thing…’

“Having a nice time, honey?” I whispered into her ear, her startled face turning left to see my grinning happiness.  Genuine, but also designed to reassure her I was fine with everything that was happening.

“Yessss,” she whispered hoarsely, her face flushed with excitement as I kissed her soft lips, “room three, honey … I’m just gonna sit here and watch the woman I love having a nice relaxing massage.”

Kissing her again, I retreated back to my chair, smiling to reassure her, trying to interpret what her glazed-eyed expression meant.  I blew her a kiss and mouthed the words, ‘Love you … relax … enjoy,’ which she took to heart as she closed her eyes, placing her head back face down on the pillow.

His hands still working, Derrick grinned at me, and I gave him a thumbs up.  After a few more strokes to finish her back and shoulders, he folded the left half of the white drape, so it sat on the fabric already covering Lizzy’s right butt cheek and leg.  I groaned inwardly as my pulse raced even more – half of Lizzy’s ass and one of her lovely long legs were both now exposed to the handsome young black man.

This guy was good.  Noticing the slight tensing of Lizzy’s body from the shock of being exposed like this, he didn’t rush at it.  He didn’t rush at the gate - he took his time, starting with her left foot and working it for a long time. Lizzy loves having her feet massaged, so I knew he was onto a winner.  Sure enough, we both noticed the easing of the tension in her body, and it wasn’t long before she was moaning softly again.

Derrick took this as the signal to move up and start on her left calf, working it for a minute or so before moving up to the more sensitive nerve endings of her thigh.  With each new sweep, his hands were moving a little higher until those long dark fingers of his were within touching distance of Lizzy’s precious flower.  His fingers not actually touching her pussy, but only fractions of an inch away – smart!  Not scaring the horses and teasing her to distraction at the same time.

His teasing touch was starting to really get to Lizzy now.  I could see she was trying not to make it too obvious, but human biology’s a bitch.  Derrick had expertly worked her to a point where she couldn’t stop herself pushing her ass upward every time his fingers got especially close to her pussy.  Her female desires desperate for the touch of his strong dark fingers directly on her sex.  The more he teased, the stronger her need and the more obviously she pushed upwards to his teasing fingers.

Fuck this was hot!  I loved it way more than I could describe, seeing the woman I loved driven to distraction by her need for the touch of another man on her most intimate parts.  Parts she’d only ever shared with me and the one other guy she’d briefly dated at college when we’d had one of our rare arguments and taken a break for a month or so.

Derrick then moved up from her upper thigh and the area around her pussy to work on Lizzy’s butt.  His fingers now further away from giving her body what it wanted, at first her body signs and moans indicated disappointment.  But despite his age, this young black guy knew what he was doing.  Without it seeming out of line with the pretense this was just a massage, working on her butt gave him the pretext to really push down hard as he worked the left-hand side of her butt with deep pressure.

"Mmmm … mmm … so good, that feels so good," Lizzy moaned, losing it and dangerously close to the edge.  Hell, if he’d ripped off his shorts and her panties, I’m sure she’d have let him ravish her within an inch of her life, he’d gotten her so worked up!

Something in her mind or consciousness made Lizzy choose this moment to lift her head and look over at me.  Her beautiful hazel eyes were glazed over from what Derrick was doing to her.  She looked totally spaced out so I’m not sure how much she took in from what she saw.  But at some level her eyes must have registered my goofy, contented smile – my equivalent to her spaced out look.  And if she’d been able to look closer, she’d have seen the front of my pants housed a tented erection harder than any time since we’d started dating.

Whatever she did or didn’t see in her husband, whatever complicated thoughts were going on in her head as her programming battled her biology, it was enough to make her sigh and drop her head back down into the pillow.  Covering her face to exclude programming and society and give herself over to the sensations Derrick was causing in her body.

Finishing off her left leg with a final couple of strokes, Derrick pulled the drape off my wife’s right leg so it was pooled between her legs – covering nothing.

“I’m gonna do your other leg now, Lizzy … best if I remove your panties for this bit … they look so fine and pretty, it would be a shame to spoil them with oil … I’ve checked and Alan’s okay with it, so I’m gonna pull them down now…”

Smart!  He didn’t ask, he just told her.  However far gone she was, asking would have given her programming a final chance to resist giving her body and mind what it really wanted.

Seeing those dark hands of his pulling down the lacy white fabric of my wife’s delicate panties, hearing the soft moan she made … they’re things I’ll never forget.  My ribcage feeling it had been cleaved in two, my sternum aching under the pressure of my beating heart.

Having taken Lizzy through this watershed moment, Derrick showed his experience by moving part of the drape up from between her legs to cover her newly exposed pussy.  Then he went back to a slow, gradual approach – spending the next few minutes repeating his earlier ‘foot to calf to thigh’ maneuver.  He worked her leg as before, starting with her foot, working up over her calf to massage the inside of her thigh.  His patience was rewarded as the tension which had crept back into Lizzy’s shoulders visibly ebbed away.

Lizzy's moans were now coming more frequently, and I gulped and started sweating as I noticed the pronounced way her hips were now moving in time to Derrick's hands as once again, he teased her by getting his fingertips right up close to her womanly flower.  Only this time, there was no longer any kind of physical barrier – however flimsy – between her pussy and the touch she so wantonly craved.

"Damn, Derrick … this feels so, so good," Lizzy mewled as the young man began working her butt really hard - pushing her hips, ass and mons down hard into the padding of the massage table.  The way this rubbed her pussy against the table’s leather giving her only a fraction of the release her body now desperately craved. 

Still ostensibly a massage rather than something more sexual, Derrick was now working my wife’s ass so hard that the part of the drape covering her pussy had moved four or five inches down, leaving him a clear view of what I knew by now would be a very wet pussy.  A wet pussy, no doubt bloomed like a flower ready to accept what it desperately needed and wanted next.

"Alan’s a lucky guy, Lizzy … you’re such a hot lady … your body’s so firm and sexy … you must work out a lot to make it so sexy,” Derrick told Lizzy as he massaged her butt much more slowly and sensuously.  His slower, more sensuous pace matching to the seductiveness of his words.  Lizzy didn’t say anything out loud, but even though she was face down, I was sure I detected the smallest of upturns at the corner of her mouth.

“Time to turnover, please,” he smiled, moving back from seductive to something more therapeutic, making me groan in disappointment as he held the drape up as Lizzy turned over. 

He lifted her head to put a small pillow over the face hole, then gently lowered her head onto the pillow before putting a small black cloth over her eyes. “All part of the treatment, Lizzy … helps you relax more, blocks out outside distractions,” he explained.

He began massaging her neck and shoulders then worked over her temples around her eyes and forehead.  With Lizzy now covered back up and the massage back in the decent and proper lane, I felt a wave of disappointment wash over me.  But then Derrick moved his hands away from her head and started rubbing the top of Lizzy’s chest.  Even though the draping covered it, the shape of his hands under the cloth allowed me to see just how close his hands were to the top of my wife’s lovely boobs.

He raised his eyebrows and looked at me for permission for whatever came next.  Like Lizzy, I was too far gone and taking him on trust I nodded with the eagerness of a panting puppy dog desperate for his next treat.

Derrick winked and, holding the left and right upper corners of the draping, folded the entire garment all the way down from her pale shoulders to her waist.  In a single movement exposing all Lizzy’s upper body before she had a chance to realize what he was doing.


Chapter 3

Oct 26, Friday

He needn’t have worried, Lizzy was so into the feelings the young black man’s hands were giving her that there wasn’t even the tiniest of signs of resistance to his exposing her body.  If anything, as I saw her body visibly shiver, she seemed to be pushing her boobs up and holding her breath in to make her breasts look even more appealing.

If she’d not visibly responded to his exposing her boobs, she most definitely responded to what he did next.  The young man still standing by her head as he leaned over and ran his dark hands down from her armpits to her ribs.  Massaging her ribs for a few moments before slipping both hands nearer the middle of her chest and pulling his hands upwards so they cupped both her breasts.  Any sense this was still therapeutic now gone forever as he squeezed and made her moan.  Squeezed again as he slid the palms of his hands lightly against her nipples.  Making Lizzy gasp deeply, as she arched her back to maintain the erotic touch of Derrick’s strong hands on her boobs.

All pretenses that this was anything other than a hundred percent sexual experience had now been totally blown away.  From my voyeur’s seat at the side, there was no getting away from the look of pure bliss on Lizzy’s face as she gave herself fully over to the pleasure from the young man’s expert stimulation of her breasts and nipples.

I loved it.  Loved watching, loved listening – but still there was a nagging little voice about whether we were moving too fast and whether in the cold light of day Lizzy and I both might regret it.  Or that even worse, only one of us might regret it, opening a rift between us after all these years of love and harmony.  That Lizzy might feel I’d manipulated her, inviting this man into our bedroom without any kind of discussion.

Any doubts and recriminations would have to wait until after!  Shaking my head I returned all my attention back to the massage table where Derrick continued to make Lizzy moan and sigh as she pushed her boobs up to maximize the feel of the young man’s strong hands.

Derrick worked her breasts for a long time, massaging around and then gently pinching her nipples as he used his professional expertise to raise Lizzy’s needs to the highest of peaks.  The look on his face telling me he was enjoying the power he now had over her.

He then moved to her tummy where he took more oil and lightly massaged it into her soft, pale skin.  For a moment I wondered why the move away from her boobs, but as he continued to massage back and forth, I got it.  Each new stroke was moving the drape slightly lower.  But doing it in such a slow, almost imperceptible way that before Lizzy realized it, the drape was just a fraction of an inch above her pussy.

I had to defer to his expertise, but I chuckled at his caution.  What were the chances Lizzy would resist?  By now she was openly rolling with every touch of his hands on her lower tummy, breathing heavily with moans and whimpers as he took Lizzy deeper into her own ‘Secret Garden’.

Maybe he wasn’t being cautious, more likely he was using his experience to go slow and build Lizzy to the highest tier of desire.  I loved Lizzy with all my heart, but it had always taken all my willpower to slow things down with her.  Whereas despite being so much younger than me, Derrick seemed to know the perfect ways to excite a woman with just the touch of his hands. 

His mix of speeds, pressures and touches to different parts of her tummy and boobs taking Lizzy to a sensual peak that, short of full orgasm, I’d never seen her in before.  Although a big part of me wondered if it wasn’t just the physical effects of his touch – it was also the crashing waves of all three of Lizzy’s secret fantasies swirling together in one single moment of hyper sexuality.

Derrick moved down the table and took the draping and moved it so that he could work on one of her legs. He did not bother to cover her breasts and tummy, so that now the draping was only covering the leg opposite the one he was working on, and her hip.

Like some over-the-top TV magician, with one big swirl of fabric, he pulled the drape totally off.  Fixing my flushed and needy wife with the hungriest and most dominating of looks as they locked eyes. 

It was obvious that Lizzy needed relief, and the look on her face told me she thought the drape’s removal meant she was about to be granted her wish.  Before, with a truly sadistic streak, he flipped the drape through ninety degrees and bunched it up, laying it back over Lizzy’s hips like a giant belt covering nothing more than the few inches between her belly button and the two or three inches of thigh just below her pussy.  A giant sigh of disappointment leaving her lips, the recovering of her pussy popping her hope of satisfaction like an over-extended balloon.

However frustrated Lizzy was feeling, even as Derrick’s hands moved away from her pussy all the way down to work on her feet, all my instincts told me he was still just toying with her before he finally took her over the top.  Part of me feeling angry and that I should make him give her what she needed.  But a larger part of me savored the exquisite sexual torture he was putting her through.  His understanding of the sweet spot - where physical and mental combine - no doubt honed and perfected through many such sessions with other ladies who’d benefitted from his talents.

Last time there had still been a semblance this was a proper, therapeutic massage – the leg he wasn’t working on and her top half covered.  But this time there was no such semblance.  Lizzy was lying face up not face down, her breasts and swollen nipples on full display.  Swollen like organ stops, nature’s surest signal of what she desperately needed right now.

Having rubbed just at her feet for a while, the young black masseuse gently moved Lizzy’s legs a few inches further apart, making her sigh in renewed hope.  Just as he’d done earlier, he started working long, slow strokes up from her ankles over her calves, past her knees and onto her thighs.  Only now, each time he reached the top of her thighs, he’d move the fabric of the drape just a little bit higher.  Each movement to do this ending up with his fingers rubbing at the crease between Lizzy’s thigh and her pussy.  The flimsiest of coverings near her flower now letting me see just how close his fingers were getting.  Over and over, he did this, my poor wife’s hips writhing in frustration as she chewed at her lip, almost crying with exasperation.

Finally, Lizzy’s willpower broke, her sobs breaking like water over a breached dam. "Please, please … I need it … I need to cum," she sobbed, her eyes squeezed tightly shut in her embarrassment.

Derrick looked over at me, and feeling the sweat dripping down my forehead, I nodded.  Even if I had any doubts – I didn’t – I knew I had to give him approval.  Lizzy would have divorced me on the spot if I’d denied her what was by now the single most important thing in her entire universe.

Derrick moved his hands up Lizzy's legs once again, only this time as his hands moved up he dragged his left index finger right over my wife’s beautiful mound, splitting the flowered lips of her beautiful pink pussy with a thick and very long black finger.

" Ohhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhh, yessssssssssss," Lizzy groaned in a breathy voice as she lifted her hips to meet his touch.

Derrick had the biggest of satisfied smiles on his face.  For him a big part of this was a power trip.  A power trip from breaking Lizzy’s will, a power trip by showing a well-off, white American male just how much he could pleasure his wife and bend her to his will.

Now that he’d won, Derrick was happy to give Lizzy what she craved, he was happy to show her just what pleasure really felt like.  The lower parts of her legs forgotten as his hands now rubbed directly on Lizzy's pussy.  One finger concentrating on her clit, while two other fat fingers pushed her love lips wide, reaching in to play with her G-spot.

"Yeeeeeeeessssss," she hissed, her face half bliss and half need as she’d still not cum, her long legs slowly leaving the table and hooking over Derricks’s shoulders as she came closer and closer to her orgasm. Derrick just smiled as he leaned down and took one of her hard nipples between his lips and began sucking like a vacuum cleaner on speed. Lizzy's arms instantly wrapping tight went around the young black man's head to hold him as close to her breast as she could get him.

Lizzy's orgasm was huge. She bucked against his hands over and over as spasm after spasm wracked her entire body.  She must have been shaking for five or ten seconds, a huge squirt of juice spraying from her pussy in two small jets.  A first for her that made the strongest of impressions on me.  More than twenty years together as lovers and my first time to see the woman I loved squirt.  The painful but bittersweet truth that it wasn’t my doing, it was the doing of the kind of man she fantasized about.  A man she’d known for less than sixty minutes.

She continued to hold Derrick's head to her breasts as the orgasm wracked her until finally, she was spent. His earlier mischievous mild sadism gone, Derrick then moved to her head and began massaging her face and temples to bring her safely back down to earth.  Her breathing finally back to normal, he made one final kind act for her, bringing up the drape over her to cover her shivering nakedness.

~~~~~    

Derrick realized after something as intense as this, Lizzy and I urgently needed time alone, so he slipped back out into the living room.

"You were so beautiful, sweetie." I whispered as I leaned down and kissed her.

Lizzy lifted her head and gave me the most wonderful, loving smile.

"Fuck me." Her smile had been soft, but she still needed something urgent and hard.  Needing no second invitation, I tore off my shorts in record time and climbed on the table, pushing my hard cock into her very wet pussy.

After seeing Derrick’s expertise, my ego desperately wanted to match his performance, but I was so excited by what I’d just experienced that I came in just a couple of minutes.

After a few moments’ rest on the table, I gently helped Lizzy up from the table and into the bed – knowing she desperately needed rest after such an intense climax.

~~~~~    

To save Lizzy’s blushes, I folded the table and took it with all Derrick’s other stuff back into the living room.  I paid him, gave him a tip and thanked him for an amazing experience both for Lizzy and myself.

“My pleasure, man … your wife’s such a sexy babe.”

Still in shock, all I could do was nod.

“Give me a call if you need round two,” he grinned, rubbing at a very large bulge in his shorts.  “Round two could really make your and Lizzy’s dreams come true.”

“Sorry, we leave tomorrow.”  The fact itself true, though whether or not I was sorry is another thing.  After what Lizzy and I had just experienced, more than anything else we needed some time to gather our thoughts.

“Okay, got it … shame,” he said ruefully.  “After tonight, there’s gonna be no stopping that firecracker of a wife of yours…”

His words making the muscles in my chest instantly tense.  What I’d seen was super exciting and I had no regrets about the last hour.  But what he said about future consequences gave me pause for thought.

After showing him out, I went back to Lizzy in bed and made love slowly to her telling her how beautiful she looked on the table and how excited it made me. We made love twice more that night, cuddling and happy to stay quiet between times.  Both of us lost in our own thoughts about the taboos we’d broken tonight and what it might mean when we headed back home to Houston.


Chapter 4

Oct 26, Friday

In the days after our return, things between us in the bedroom were electric.  Our new openness about fantasies and our sexuality acted as the magic elixir as we made love at least once each day.  We were back to being the horny teenagers we’d been when we first started dating back in school.  Every time I thought things might be on the wane, one of us would mention something about that massage session in the Caribbean and our fires of lust would burn bright again.

Lizzy and I got married in early November and as we approached the two-week mark of that magical night with Derrick, having been so successful with my massage gambit, I decided to push forward with an idea that had been brewing in my mind for a few days.

“Lizzy, honey … do you fancy a night out?  You know, part of our wedding anniversary celebrations…”

“I thought you’d never ask!”

She kissed me lightly on the lips, and skipped down the hall to our bedroom like a happy adolescent invited out to her first prom.  Halfway up, a thought struck her, and she looked over her shoulder with a big grin.  “Wait, this wouldn’t be about my naughty husband wanting to show me off, would it?”

“Well, that wouldn’t be the most terrible thing now, would it?”  I chuckled.  “After all, if you’ve got a beautiful painting, you don’t keep it all for yourself in a dark and dank room.  You take it out, exhibit it, for others to appreciate its beauty!”

I loved her happy, bubbly smile.

“And after all, sweetie, you know me … I’m one of life’s great sharers … that’s why I make such a great hubby and dad…”

That won me an extra twinkle from my lovely Lizzy as she blew me a kiss and continued down the hall.

~~~~~    

I could hardly complain, but it was a full ninety minutes before Lizzy returned to the living room.  But the time had been well-spent, she was a picture of sexy loveliness.  Managing to combine sexy and classy in the perfect mix.  She loved the way I was looking at her.

“Will I do?” she asked, pulling her shoulders back, pushing her ample bosom out and brushing down her short black skirt.  Not too short so as to look slutty, but short enough to hint at what great legs lay hidden underneath. 

But what really took my breath away was the sleeveless sheer black top she was wearing under a matching jacket.  Previously she’d only worn it in the privacy of our bedroom, worn braless as part of a sexy costume to show off her boobs to her husband.  Now she was going to wear it out in public to show other men just how shapely and hot her chest was.  Her only concession to the public nature of the evening being that she wasn’t going braless.  She’d matched the sheer black top with a matching half cup bra that was just like the skirt, striking the perfect balance between classy and slutty.  Damn, she looked hot!

“Do I look slutty enough for you, honey?  Does my slutty look match my kinky husband’s fantasies?” she teased, her sugary tone making my cock harden even more.

“Shit, honey … I can’t lie, I did plan on showing you off, but right now I want nothing more than to drag you into our bedroom, tear your clothes off and ravish you like never before…” 

The way her beautiful hazel eyes sparkled, and her mouth fractionally opened, I could tell she was seriously thinking about it.  But she had more willpower than me.  Or more accurately, she didn’t want to waste the investment she’d made in the last hour-and-a-half of her life on a guy she knew would love her even if she were dressed in a potato sack.

“That’s a very tempting thought honey, but a girl doesn’t go to all this trouble not to then show it off … make a few other girls jealous at how their guys look at her.”

Debate over, Lizzy moved the discussion onto other topics.

“So, babe … where exactly are we going tonight?”

“Well, as an anniversary present to both of us, I thought we might have a nice meal and then go dancing.”

“That sounds lovely,” she purred, “but doesn’t my clumsy, ‘two-left-feet’ husband hate dancing?”

“Ah, yes, well,” I stammered nervously, “that’s the bit that’s my present to myself … your bit of the present is getting to dance, show yourself off to the male audience in the bar and generally be naughty … and my bit of the present, well … being as you’re looking so hot and sexy, I thought I might treat myself to sitting at the side of the dance floor and watch my lovely wife dance and flirt with any guys who take her fancy!”

Before she’d dressed, I’d told Lizzy that tonight was indeed linked to my fantasies of her with other men and she’d been okay with it.  But now I’d given her the full details of what I had in mind, I nervously awaited her reaction.

Things had been so good since the night of the massage, I really didn’t want to screw that up, but I also wanted to give things a little jolt in the arm.  I held my breath as Lizzy processed – not sure if I’d pushed things too far.  Feeling totally relieved as her lips slowly started to part to give me a happy, teasing smile.

“Well, Mr. Andrews, that sounds like a mighty fine idea … you got yourself a date!  And though it will be hard for me, I guess I could force myself to flirt a little … you know, if it would make my husband happy!”

~~~~~    

Throughout dinner I was on tenterhooks, my stomach churning.  It was a damned expensive meal, but I had zero appetite, my mind swirling with excitement and nerves as my mind created images of the things I was about to see.

The online reviews suggested the bar I’d chosen would only get busy around nine, especially as our plans for Friday had forced me to pull things forward to the quieter Thursday night.  So, dessert and extra wine were ordered, helping take the edge off both of our nerves.

The bar was in the old district of Houston, so we had a five-minute walk from the parking garage to the bar itself.  As we got close to the bar I’d chosen for our game, I saw a sports bar opposite and something weird in me added a new tweak to my plan.  “Hun, so as you’re not nervous about me watching, why don’t you go on in by yourself and see if you can find a nice dance partner or two … then I’ll come in after a few minutes.  Is that okay?”

Lizzy was so buzzed from the wine, adrenaline and naughtiness of our game that she didn’t bat an eye.  Just grinning back at me in a way that told me she loved it – that she loved the naughty game I was getting us to play.  “Wish your little slut luck!” the last words I heard as she clutched her tiny handbag and blew me a kiss back over her shoulder as she disappeared into the depths of the bar.


Chapter 5

Nov 8, Thursday

Sitting in the sports bar, I tried to distract myself by watching the Rockets game.  I was like a cat on a hot tin roof, I really had to force myself to wait.  It felt like forever as I kept checking my watch.  I’d told myself I’d give Lizzy an hour, but I couldn’t hold out and entered the bar where Lizzy had entered a few minutes earlier. The bar was pretty crowded, and I was having trouble finding her until I spotted her chatting with two men near the dance floor.

Hah!  I should have predicted her choice!  Both men were black like the youngster she’d selected on the beach and like Derrick.  I’m no expert, but to my male eye, Derrick and ‘Beach Guy’ were more classically handsome than these two guys Lizzy was chatting to.  But unlike the guys from the Caribbean, both these guys were very large.  Seriously large!  Right in line with my wonderful wife’s Room 12 Big Black Man fantasies!

Each of the two guys was a similar height, around six-one or six-two I guessed – both of them much taller than Lizzy and my more modest five-seven endowments. Each of them carried some serious muscle, the shaven headed one seeming a little larger.  Both of them the kind of guys who looked like they could deadlift a small truck or two.  The kind of guys you definitely didn’t want to get into a fight with.  My five-seven, one-fifty-pound frame against their two-sixty, two-seventy would hardly have been much of a match-up.  Not to mention the fact they both looked around ten years younger than me.

But there seemed little risk of any physical confrontation as Lizzy was chatting away happily with them both, looking excited and bubbly and that the last thing on her mind right now was me!

I bought myself a drink, scouted out a vantage point that would give me a good view of my wife’s flirting and with my cock hardening in my pants, settled in to enjoy our shared anniversary present.

The men took it in turn to buy her wine as they competed for Lizzy’s attention and approval.  They were both aware that if anything beyond flirting was going to happen, almost certainly only one of them would be the beneficiary.  So just like those strutting young guys on the Caribbean beach, these two large black guys preened and peacocked their way through the next hour or so.  All the time my lovely wife showing her sexual interest to them both.  Constantly batting her eyelids at either Mr. Shaved-Head or Mr. Dreads.  Often reaching across to touch a muscular arm and frequently tossing her long brown hair as she did a little lady-peacocking herself!

If Lizzy was loving all the attention from these two large young black guys, I was incredibly excited to see this beautiful woman I loved so dearly flirting with these men.

The sight sent my mind soaring to the sky with lust, my heart thudding so hard I thought it might beat right out of my chest.  The sight was wrong on so many levels – the woman was married, the guys could clearly see the ring but didn’t give a damn.  No doubt seeing her as fair game, her excitement and interest in them showing she seemed to care about her vows even less than them. 

And even though the whole ‘big black guy’ thing was Lizzy’s fantasy not mine – seeing her feminine, pale beauty next to their hulking size and dark taboo had my heart fizzing and really pumped.  My cock harder than any time since we’d returned from the Caribbean.

Lizzy’s always loved dancing – and she’s right, I do have two left feet – so she didn’t need to be asked a second time when Mr. Shaved-Head beat the other guy to the drop and asked her to dance.

Not to be outdone, Mr. Dreads took the chance to steal her away when the other guy had to visit the bathroom.  For the next hour or so they traded places.  But even from the vantage point I could see Lizzy was clearly favoring the guy with the shaved head.  Maybe his slightly larger size won it for him, after all her thing was for ‘big’ black men.

Whatever the reason, when the three of them were back at their table grabbing a drink, Mr. Dreads seemed to finally take the hint and slipped away to pursue other targets.  The loser was soon forgotten as the winner and Lizzy huddled ever closer around their little circular high table.  Their heads so close as they whispered to each other, that they now looked like a real couple.  The hungry, intimate way they were looking at each other very different to their earlier loud flirtiness.  Smoldering looks of desire and whispered smiles leaving anyone looking at them in no doubt as to how each of them wanted the evening to finish.  Their heightened desire matched by my own, my cock somehow hardening even more at the thought of what might happen next.

As I adjusted myself as discreetly as I could, I couldn’t help but wonder what they were talking about.  My instincts telling me it was related to the departure of Mr. Dreads, that the other guy must be teasing and prodding Lizzy about her choosing him and what it signified for later.

I made a note to ask her later, my suspicions only deepened further when they headed back out to the dancefloor.  Now that he knew he’d won my wife, the young shaven headed guy moved things up a level as they got up to dance again.  His large black hands squarely on Lizzy's pear-shaped ass, pulling her hard into him. 

I held my breath, this was the first time he’d been so forward and physical with Lizzy and as I sat stewing in my voyeur’s pleasure, I couldn’t help but wonder if he’d pushed things too far. 

After all, Lizzy might fantasize about stuff like this, but actually doing it for real was moving things to a totally different level.  Even after Derrick’s massage in the Caribbean – something given by me and given in a safe space.  What was happening now was Derrick times ten, and I wondered if I was about to see Lizzy call a halt and slap his face.

Obviously, I didn’t know Lizzy as well as I thought.  No slap came, her reaction being the total opposite.  She seemed to push back, pushing even closer against the big black guy’s chest and hips.  Her eyes locked with his, the two of them looking at each other with fiery lust as they swayed to the slow music.

They weren’t the only two on fire.  I was virtually shaking with excitement, unable to drag my mind away from the thought of how quickly things had changed.  The thought that this secret, slutty side of Lizzy had lain dormant and hidden all these years causing the pit of my stomach to churn at a thousand revs. 

Fuck!  Just two weeks ago I’d had no idea of this side of Lizzy.  And now I was seeing just how powerful these forces were in the woman I loved.  Seeing so clearly that now we’d opened Pandora’s box, Lizzy seemed intent on exploring every corner of that box. 

After all, my request had only been for her to ‘dance and flirt with any guys who took her fancy.’  The way this big black guy’s hand cupped her ass and the way Lizzy happily let him pull her hard against his chest and groin were definitely right on the limit of what I’d requested.  Making me feel a little ashamed as my pulse raced at the thought of what Lizzy might let him do next.

Until now I’d been the one in control.  I’d been the one to order the e-books on fantasies.  I’d been the one to arrange the massage and at each stage to mark the limits for Derrick.  And most certainly I’d been the one to take the initiative to take Lizzy dancing and ask her to flirt with other guys as my side of our anniversary treat.

But looking at the way Lizzy was looking up longingly into the eyes of this hulking young black man made me realize control was rapidly slipping away from me. 

Things had moved so far past dancing and flirting that dragging Lizzy back from the precipice would be nigh on impossible.  Her actions showing how strongly lust and desire were burning inside her chest.  Burning so hot that she was the only one who could pull back now.

And the truth was, I was totally torn.  What I was seeing scared the shit out of me, but it also made my whole body feel like it was floating on a sea of anticipation and adrenaline.  I really didn’t know if I wanted Lizzy to step back from the precipice, into our safe world of monogamy. 

A huge part of me wanted her to make my fantasies come true, however dangerous that might be.  A huge part of me wanted her to grab my hand and pull us both over the edge into the swirling, thrilling waters that waited below.  No matter how many boulders and rocks might create perils just as great as the waiting pleasures.

I was like a moth pulled inexorably to the light of the flame, my excitement so strong it overpowered my fears and thoughts of the dangers of living out my fantasies of sharing Lizzy.  And the fact that control was slipping away from me was just extra gasoline to make the flame burn hotter and higher.

~~~~~        

Lizzy and the hulking young black guy continued to alternate between close, intimate dances and heads together as they whispered to each other at the table.  During the dances his hands were still on her ass and Lizzy was still happy for him to pull her hard against his groin and chest.

I didn’t know whether to feel relieved or disappointed as things seemed to have settled down into this steady pattern without either of them taking it further.

But I’d thought too soon as the next time the young black guy led Lizzy back to their table, as their heads moved together, instead of whispering he held her chin gently as he leaned in to kiss her.  Shock slamming into me like a ten-ton weight despite everything I’d already seen.

This was definitely more than ‘flirting and dancing’.  I told myself it must be the effects of the alcohol, although in my heart I knew it was far more than that.  It was the woman I loved freed to finally start exploring her secret fantasies.  My own desires more mixed – I was torn between whether I wanted them to kiss again or whether I wanted Lizzy to put a stop to it.

They got up to dance again and I soon lost them in the crowd.  I resolved to find them after a quick trip to the bathroom – I really needed to splash some cold water on my face to help me work out what it was I really wanted here.

The cold water hardly made a dent and I was so lost in my thoughts that I was right back at my stool before I noticed Lizzy standing alone right by my stool, her face flushed and beautiful eyes dancing with passion.  Her entire body reeking of nervous tension.

"Have you been watching?" she asked, her voice just as taut as her body.

"Yes." I replied. I’d been on edge before, but my wife’s anxiety was contagious, making me feel physically nauseous, totally confused.

"I want to take him home," she stated, her statement blunt and bold.  I knew she’d had to screw her courage up to the maximum to force even these five words out.

I was totally shocked and had no idea what to say.  I felt like there was a war going on in my head.  Half of me wanting the drugs of lust and excitement to never stop coming – floating on a high at what Lizzy was suggesting.  But the other half of my head was full of clanging alarm bells and sirens.  Full of thoughts of how fantasy and reality rarely match up, of how one can destroy the other in a ball of flames.

I looked long and hard at her.  Full of fear, full of excitement.  Full of love and sympathy for the woman I loved – her face telling me what it had cost her to ask me this.

I could feel my mind slowly, nervously start edging towards a decision.  I loved the "new" Lizzy and the new excitement in our love life and didn't want to end it anytime soon.

"Are you sure?” I asked, groping for words. “I know I asked you to flirt with other guys, but you don't have to do this, you don’t have to bring him home just to make my fantasy come true…"

"I know,” she blushed.  “I want to … I want to bring him home … I want it for me…"

My heart leaped into my throat.  So full of love for this wonderful woman, this ‘new’ Lizzy, finally freed to be honest about her deepest desires.  By society’s normal standards, I knew it was so wrong – but I loved this new slutty Lizzy.  This new slutty woman of mine telling me that bringing this big black guy home with us was all about filling her own needs, not mine.

Taking a deep breath, I knew that whatever fears I might have, I couldn’t deny Lizzy this young black man she’d been flirting and making out with for the last couple of hours.
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"Okay. Does he know about me?" I asked.

“Sorry, honey … things have been moving so fast, I didn’t have a chance … and, besides,” she blushed, “how would I explain?  You’re better at that kind of thing, honey.”

A wife’s go-to argument throughout the ages … ‘you’re better than that, honey’ … better at dealing with the saber-toothed tiger, better at dealing with that nasty old tyrannosaurus rex!  I sighed, wallowed a little in self-pity … ‘Oh well, Al, old man, just one more thing to add to your ‘honey do list.’’

“Okay … go back and dance a bit, then tell him you’ve spotted a friend, then bring him over and just introduce me as Alan … I’ll do the rest…”

Another problem solved, she looked at me with deep love, before a more troubled look took hold.

"Alan, baby … please don't be judgmental of me tonight," she said, her eyes and voice almost pleading, telling me just how deep her fear ran.

She’d made the same request – virtually word-for-word - when I’d first teased her about her sexual fantasies.  I couldn’t help but love her even more.  So vulnerable, even after all these years of love and trust, her programming still made her terrified of judgment and letting go to be her real self.

"Lizzy, sweetheart I WILL NEVER JUDGE YOU," I answered, looking deep into her eyes, deep into her soul.  Letting her know the depth of my love and that I got exactly where she was coming from. “I promise, sweetheart … NEVER.”

She looked back silently for several moments.  Her beautiful hazel eyes full of love and gratitude, looking on the edge of tears.  “I don’t deserve you baby … I really don’t…”

“Well, that’s two of us then!  I can’t imagine life without you, Mrs. Lizzy Andrews … you lighten my darkness … every single day,” I answered back, before deciding we needed to lighten the mood and get back to the evening’s original purpose.

Kissing her on the lips, I tapped her butt.  “Now, get back out there and dance with your young hunk before he finds himself another woman … then bring him back over for the world’s most awkward conversation…”

She smiled nervously, kissed me and turned - then she was gone.  Skipping happily back to the very large young black guy who was waiting for her.

Me - I just stood there dumbfounded for several moments.  Were we really doing this?  In my heart I knew that bringing a man back home might be the endgame from all our playing – but tonight?  To move from flirting and dancing to full on sex all in one night?  Wow!  I wouldn’t lie and say I wasn’t excited … but I was also shocked at just how fast things were moving.  Shocked and more than a little afraid.

~~~~~    

Fifteen minutes later I felt like my chest was about to explode as finally I saw them.  Lizzy’s earlier nerves seeming to have disappeared, a look of blissful happiness on her face, her arm through his declaring their couple status as they walked very close together.

As they walked nearer, I took a closer look at the guy Lizzy had selected from all the men on offer in the club.  The first word that came to mind was ‘Intimidating.’  Over six foot tall, it wasn’t actually his height that made the strongest impression.  Rather it was his bulk, his bulk and his blank-faced, almost surly demeanor.

If his bulk reminded me of the cuddly ogre Shrek, his skin color, shaved head and brooding presence made me think of the altogether less cuddly Ving Rhames’ crime boss in Pulp Fiction.

He seemed as wide as he was tall.  The kind of guy whose build made you assume he worked door security or had once dreamed of being an NFL offensive linesman.  And while most people smile at first meeting, this guy had a face that didn’t seem to care.  That caring was for people less physically imposing, for people who had to care what others thought.

Looking him up and down, I took another deep breath, the full enormity of the situation finally starting to sink in.  Lizzy was no longer some cute high schooler where ‘I want to take him home’ might lead to questions of what level of make-out and petting she was going to allow. No, she was a beautiful, lusty mature mother of two where ‘I want to take him home’ only meant one thing.  She wanted to move on from the physical touching and pussy play she’d enjoyed with Derrick.  She wanted to move on to feel the hard erection she’d felt every time they danced thrust hard and deep into her body.

It was a foregone conclusion – as they closed the last few feet, the smoky, needy look in her eyes told me I was almost certainly staring at a man that would soon be making love to my beautiful wife.  A thought that excited me as I pictured the eroticism of their sweaty, aroused bodies making the lovers’ dance.  But it also confused me, all kinds of thoughts about future impacts and where this left me waging a war against my painfully hard cock.

“Hi Al, this is my friend Marcus,” she nervously smiled.  The way she introduced – no, ‘Hi, honey,’ or ‘Hi, darling’ – making me sound like just one of many in her friendship circle, a thought that further tightened my gut.

For what felt like an age, I couldn’t speak, my tongue swollen to double its normal size, my throat dry as the desert.  “Hi, Marcus,” I finally blurted out, Lizzy touching my elbow as she headed to the bathroom, leaving me with all the heavy lifting.

I started explaining.  ‘Lizzy’s my wife, we’ve started playing games to freshen up our marriage, I hope you’re okay with that, I hope you don’t feel manipulated.’  By now his wide, dark face had moved from its resting position of blank to curious with just a hint of a smirk.

Then came the killer question.  My head feeling like it would explode and that the whole club was staring at my red, embarrassed face - listening in as I asked, “Hey, Marcus … I’m just gonna come straight out with it … Lizzy wants to bring you home with us!  Would that be something of interest to you?”

Much to my relief he wasn’t fazed by my question and he didn’t belittle me or poke fun at me.

“Before I answer, can I ask if you’re okay with this too, Alan?”

Wow! That wasn’t what I was expecting.  Most guys would jump at the offer I’d just made – especially with a woman as beautiful as Lizzy.  Despite his size, shaved head and intimidating demeanor, this guy was being surprisingly considerate and considered in his reply.  Considerate of how I felt, and smart and considered – he didn’t want that halfway through him making love to Lizzy he’d feel a table or vase crunching down on the back of his skull!

“Yeah, I’m okay with everything that’s happening tonight … as long as Lizzy’s okay with it, then I’m okay with it,” I blushed, before adding the embarrassing confession that the whole thing had originally been my idea.  That I’d been the one to ask Lizzy to flirt with other guys.

He relaxed and despite the bar’s loud music, we managed some kind of shouted conversation while we waited for Lizzy and I found him a polite and likable man.  Although part of me worried my response to him made me sound passive and that I wouldn’t stand in the way of anything he might want to do with Lizzy, provided she was onboard with it!  But this fear was just a minor annoyance.  Overall things were going as well as they could. 

When Lizzy returned, I gave her a goofy grin and a very dated and outmoded thumbs up.  Fuck, Alan … could you try to be less cool?  Next, you’ll be quoting lines from Happy Days and donning a Fonz-style leather jacket!

We left the bar almost immediately – neither Lizzy nor Marcus wanted to hang around having built themselves to a fever pitch of excitement and anticipation.  And me, I was shaking like a twig, nervous at how reality was finally going to compare to all my fantasies of Lizzy with other men.
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As we’d threaded our way out of the club, it had been only natural that Marcus the man-mountain should lead, and he’d pulled Lizzy along behind him with me playing tail-end Charlie.  All perfectly normal and natural as the males protected their female in the raucous, throbbing sea of club bodies.

Outside Lizzy found herself in the middle and looped an arm through the arms of each of her men, her touch instantly making me relax.  But almost immediately scaffolding on one of the old buildings took a chunk of the sidewalk’s width. 

“After you,” I offered to Marcus from force of habit, waving him through in front of me, my jealousy instantly surging as Lizzy clung tightly to his arm and skipped in front, walking next to him and breaking contact with me.

Compared to everything else, it was the smallest of things.  But for some inexplicable reason, it made me squirm deep inside, right down in the pit of my stomach.  I still wanted tonight to happen, but that simple symbolism of her choosing him over me took me back to all those anxious days when Lizzy had been on the cheer squad, and I’d fretted that one day she might give in to the attentions of one of the many jocks who flirted with her.

Feeling my chest tighten, I did the weirdest thing.  I dropped back a few yards so that I’d get a better view as they walked together arm-in-arm, hips touching as Lizzy snuggled in close as the two of them whispered to each other as they walked.

Five yards out, I opened the car with my remote and by the time I reached the car they’d already gotten in the back together, leaving me alone in front to drive.  ‘Another symbolic little act,’ I thought to myself.  ‘Better get used to it Al, old man … the rest of the evening’s about them … about Lizzy finally making her Big Black Man fantasy come true … about Marcus becoming Lizzy’s second real lover.  And you, Al, old man, get to watch and work out whether you really do like watching-Lizzy fantasy … or find out it’s all been a terrible mistake.’

Almost immediately we left the parking garage, I heard them start to kiss, and immediately after that the rustle of clothing being opened and moved as they groped each other.  The groping being highly effective in terms of keeping Lizzy on the boil, her moans and sighs of pleasure leaving me in no doubt she was loving the fact Marcus was now free to do far more with her body than he’d been able to do in the public spaces of the dancefloor.

Listening to them, knowing what these noises meant, the word that kept on coming into my head was ‘cuckold.’  Even when I’d fantasized about watching Lizzy with other men, it was a word I’d always hated.  It’s connotations of inadequacy, humiliation and having to play second-fiddle to another male, ideas which I hated with a passion.  Ideas which I’d always felt I’d resist to my dying breath. 

I’d always told myself that watching the gloriously erotic sight of the woman I loved having sex and enjoying herself with another was the kind of thing only a strong, confident man would allow. 

But right now, listening to the sounds from Lizzy and her new man friend while I played chauffeur had the word ‘cuckold’ blazing in ten-foot-high letters all over my frontal cortex.  The weirdest thing of all being I actually found myself savoring the word, saying it over and over again in my head.  Somehow the word and the idea just added an extra gallon or two onto the bonfire of taboos we were smashing tonight!

~~~~~    

As we drove back, so many times I nearly angled my mirror to be able to see just what the hell the two of them were doing.  But each time I resisted, preferring to edge myself by leaving the mirror unchanged so I could savor the anticipation of finally seeing when we got home.

Once home, we quickly moved inside, and I was finally able to see exactly what stage Lizzy and Marcus’s make out session had reached.  Lizzy put her black jacket back on for the few yards from car to house - the two of them just about having the self-control to do anything that might shock the neighbors.

But once the front door was shut, Lizzy smiled lustfully at the large black man as she removed her jacket and stepped right up close in front of him.  I stood there awkwardly as she wrapped her arms around the young black giant’s insanely broad and muscular neck, pushing her chest and lips against him as they went back into a long, passionate kiss.

I was standing side on behind Lizzy and as I looked at her back it suddenly dawned on me she was no longer wearing her bra.  The narrow back strap was no longer visible beneath the sheer material of her black sleeveless top.

As if to prove the point, Marcus wormed his right hand underneath the top and pushed Lizzy back a little so he could work.  The movement allowed me to see just for a split second just how swollen and hard Lizzy’s teats were.  Just one more little detail, just like the sidewalk incident, that made my cock swell and harden even more.

Fuck, I was confused!  I loved watching, but it was also torture.  I was like a punch-drunk boxer one minute hit by lust, the next by jealousy and doubt.  I went to pour myself a drink and calm my nerves.  But when I returned, thinking to get their drinks order, I was stunned to see our living room was already empty! 

In my fantasies, whenever I’d run this scene through my mental camera, it was always something Lizzy and I did together.  In my script she’d always been coy and nervous until she eventually lost herself in desire.

Fighting a sudden wave of nausea, it hit me like a hammer blow.  Nothing about tonight would follow the safe, pre-planned fantasies I’d imagined over the years.  This was for real!  This was real!  It involved three real people, two of whom had already shown they were hungry for each other and could hardly wait another minute until they consummated that lust.

Fuck, it was frightening!  My only safety harness was knowing that nothing that happened tonight would change Lizzy and my love for each other.  But against that weighed the sudden realization I had zero control on what was happening between Lizzy and Marcus. 

But scary as it was, this lack of control added a huge layer of excitement to everything that was happening.  ‘After all, a thriller’s only fun if you don’t know the ending,’ I told myself, before my other voice answered back. ‘Yeah, but the same’s true for a horror story.’

I was snapped out of these thoughts when I suddenly heard noises coming from down the hall. ‘No turning back now, old man.’  A thought which excited me just as much as it scared me.

Just like in the car when I’d edged myself by refusing to look in the mirror, I decided I’d wait.  Rather than rush in like a needy and over-eager little puppy with all the negative signals that would send, I decided to sip my drink and try to restore some level of calm and self-control.

For five minutes I wallowed in the continuing sounds of kissing and moans of desire.  Edging myself even more as I tried to work out which bedroom they were using – our marital bedroom or the guest room.  The two halves of my personality arguing for different outcomes.  The cuckold half of my brain arguing against the man who just wanted to be a proud and loving husband sharing his woman.

But finally, I gave up the unequal fight.  I was that moth drawn to the danger of the flickering candle.   Listening to all the sounds floating down the hall, I was surprised I lasted even five minutes.

~~~~~     
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Walking down the hall, I groaned with confusion as more and more I became certain of where their sounds were coming from.  I didn’t know whose choice it had been, but I did know that even if it had been Marcus’s choice not hers, Lizzy had been happy to go along with them using our marital bedroom for their lovers’ coupling.

Their lust for each other’s bodies was shown by the breadcrumbs they’d left – in case Lizzy’s loud moans weren’t enough!  Her black thong panties were lying sodden and damp just a couple of feet outside our bedroom.  Her skirt just a couple of steps further on, with her sheer black top and heels lying on top of all his clothes on our bedroom floor.

Lizzy was flat on her back on our bed, one arm thrown around Marcus’s shoulder while the other clawed at the bed cover.  Her eyes screwed shut in ecstasy as she allowed the giant young black man to have his way with her.  She was on the left, her normal side of the bed, and he was lying on the side where I normally slept.  One hand was squeezing the flesh of Lizzy’s right boob in a way that almost looked painful.  Squeezing it to present the nipple and surrounding areola to his hungry lips which were fastened on hard.  His cheeks hollowed out as he made a helluva racket, sucking my wife’s nipple with more hunger than either of our babies ever had.  The way he was squeezing and sucking her sensitive boob making Lizzy’s nipples swollen bigger and harder than I’d ever seen before.

His other hand was just as busy exploring Lizzy’s body.  I’d noticed earlier, but just like the rest of his body, his fingers were thick and long.  He was only using one finger on her - sliding one large finger in and out of her very wet pussy as she writhed and moaned from his twin assault.

“Fuck … fuuuccckkkk … you’re gonna make me cum,” my wife mewled, loving the way the young black man played with her body, but obviously not wanting to climax yet.

Damn this was hot!  I was so high on the eroticism of finally seeing Lizzy with another man that all my fears and jealousy shrank into the background.  Not gone, but nowhere near as strong as what I was seeing and hearing.  It was so amazingly erotic to see the woman I loved lost in such carnal pleasure.  It was everything I’d dreamed it would be and then some!  Far more powerful than what I’d imagined during all my fantasies.

Lizzy was in heaven – the only thing she cared about right now was the large black man next to her and the way he was expertly playing with her body.  Thrashing around like a fish out of water, her hips pushed wide to give Marcus’s fingers better access, her shoulders pushing upwards to give more of her boob to her large black lover.

Now that my brain had taken in all the details of Lizzy and how Marcus was playing her, for the first time I started taking in the details of Marcus’s body.

Even at the bar, clothed and a distance away, his bulk and height had made an immediate, intimidating impression on me – and I was still convinced this is why Lizzy chose him over all the other men.  But now, naked and up close, I felt highly self-conscious as I stared at his body.  

His broad shoulders, thick barrel chest and heavy thighs exuded a look of raw power and masculinity.  He wasn’t just one of those ‘gym bunnies’ with muscles fake and only ‘gym-made.’   No, a body this big and muscular could only come from genetics and then hours in the gym.

‘Intimidating,’ was still the word pulsing through my brain as I listened to the squishing of his digits bringing Lizzy ever closer to her first climax.  Thank fuck she was as into him as he was into her.  If she’d changed her mind or got cold feet, however polite he’d been at the bar, a guy like this would have been hard to stop!

The two of them were so caught up in each other I don’t think they even realized I’d come up to watch.  He’d been nothing but polite, but as I looked again at the size of his body and the power of his muscles, I still felt slightly cowed and decided the best thing to do was to sit quietly at the side and watch while Lizzy and I made our different fantasies finally come true.

As I moved to the chair, Marcus started to move, impatient to get what he came here for – to fuck my beautiful wife.  Until he moved, his body had obscured his cock, but now as he pivoted backwards, I saw that it wasn’t just his body that was intimidating.  If Lizzy’s fantasy had been about something big and black, Marcus was certainly the guy to give it to her!

That big, swaying piece of flesh was ‘only’ three or four inches longer than my own perfectly respectable five-and-a-half inches, but what really made that beast of a cock notable was its girth. 

Fuck – and fuck was the operative word – would soon be trying to force its way into my Lizzy’s tight little pussy.  Taking something that long would be challenging enough, but taking something that fat looked nigh on impossible.  That thing was as fat as a beer bottle.  I knew Lizzy’s fantasies were all about ‘big and black,’ but something like that would break her in two. 

And if by some miracle she did manage to take such a fat, long monster – just how the hell would that leave her feeling about my more mundane, every day offering?   After all, once you’ve experienced a Full-Size, who wants to go back to a Compact?

As quickly as it had appeared, it disappeared as Marcus couldn't wait any longer and positioned himself between Lizzy's long legs as she chewed her lip with excited expectation.

After that I couldn’t see her expression as Marcus’s huge frame hid Lizzy.  My wife disappeared beneath his bulk with only her arms and legs visible.  Her pale arms tight and possessive around his dark, muscular neck and shoulders.  His shoulders looked like they’d been carved from oak and his neck was so thick it was nearly as broad as his shaved skull – giving the illusion he had no neck at all. 

Lizzy’s pale arms were clinging so tight it looked like she was afraid even now I might drag him away and stop her fantasy.  Her legs going in the opposite direction, spread wide to open her holy of holies and make herself fully available for her new lover.

Apart from his dancefloor whispering to Lizzy and the short chat we’d shared, Marcus was proving a quiet guy.  But even by his standards, things seemed to suddenly become even more quiet and oppressive as I saw him looking down and positioning himself.  Lining himself up and making ready to sink that long, super thick cock of his inside my lovely wife.

Until now I’d been fairly calm, but as I watched him lining himself up, the full enormity of what we were about to do hit me like a train.  I started to think this was all a huge mistake – that if I didn’t act Lizzy and I were about to throw away something beautiful and special.

But before I could move to stop him, Marcus's enormous hips moved forward, and a deep sigh of fulfillment came from Lizzy as her legs shot up in the air and her arms tightened around his shoulders. With the sweat pouring down my face, I knew Marcus’s super-thick nine-inch monster was now deep inside my wife. 

Had she really taken him that easily?  I’d imagined it would take him forever to work something of that size into my Lizzy’s sweet pussy.  But no, one drop of the hips and he’d achieved his mission, my wife’s happy moans telling me this was all pleasure and not pain for her. 

All kinds of thoughts started running through my head.  ‘Positive Alan’ rationalized it away, Lizzy’s pussy had given birth to our two daughters, so taking a cock even as thick and long as Marcus’s was well within range.  ‘Negative Alan’ started fretting that this all meant my much more meagre cock had never really filled her or truly satisfied her!

I’ve always been a ‘glass half full’ kind of a guy, fully able to push past fears.  So I chose to dwell on all our years of love and wonderful sex, telling ‘Negative Alan’ to shut the fuck up as I slyly stroked myself and settled down to watch.  Angst still ate away at my gut, but more than anything I felt deep love for Lizzy that she was finally getting to make her big black fantasy come true.  And the fact I got to watch only made it even hotter!

Marcus started with slow, long, deliberate strokes.  My flies unzipped, I pulled at my own cock as I watched more closely, Marcus’s hips dropping a little lower each time.  Maybe she hadn’t been able to take all his length on the first go around.  Maybe he was having to gradually stretch her out, a fig-leaf to my ego about the disparity in what we could each give her.

The fig-leaf didn’t last long as Marcus had now reached full depth, his cock no doubt now right at the entrance to Lizzy’s womb as he accelerated to give her a good steady pounding.

Lizzy’s hands were still clasped together around her lover’s neck as his own hands went underneath her butt, lifting her and holding her in place so he could go even deeper and faster.  Lizzy aiding the young black man by pushing up and rolling her hips back.  Just as keen to feel him deep as he was to be there.

Taking so much cock and being slammed so hard and fast, my wife was now giving out an almost constant soundtrack of whining moans and sighs.  All the time unable to take her eyes off him - staring up at him almost mesmerized with disbelief.  Like she couldn’t believe this was really happening and couldn’t believe the way Marcus’s cock was making her feel.

Even though I was close enough to reach out and touch, as I watched the erotic intimacy of their black-on-white mating, I felt like an outsider. ‘What the fuck did you expect?’  I chastised myself.  ‘Roses around the door and sweet kisses?  It’s his cock inside her, not yours!  It’s his body she’s hugging and holding close!  Of course you’re going to feel like an outsider, fool!’

Bizarrely though, this painful breathless feeling of exclusion added to my excitement.  Driving back the word ‘cuck’ had excited me.  And now this!  There was some weird shit going on in my head tonight – stuff I couldn’t begin to fathom.

Whatever my feelings, they were immaterial.  Marcus had the bit between his teeth.  A man of few words, he was happy to do his talking through his swollen cock and pounding hips.  His thick, veined shaft now covered with Lizzy’s womanly secretions every time he pulled back before driving all thick nine inches back into my wife’s body.

Lizzy was loving it.  Loving the size of the man on top of her, loving the size of the cock he was using on her and loving the darkness of skin.  A wet slurping sound now being made in rhythm with each stroke of his cock. I was happy for her, but my head was spinning at the thought of where this might lead.  Surely after an experience like this, there was no way Lizzy could bolt the door shut and go back to a diet of only husbandly cock?  However much she loved me and had enjoyed our love life before trying Marcus.

Still clinging tight around his neck, Lizzy’s moans and sighs had now turned to grunts each time he slammed that beer-bottle cock all the way deep into her pussy.  Her long legs pointing straight at the ceiling, jiggling each time from the weight and force behind each of the young giant’s thrusts.  Her arms and legs still the only bits of her I could see due to the size of Marcus’s two-seventy-pound bulk.

"You feel amazing,” she whispered in his ear, intended for him but just about loud enough for me to hear.  Not that I think she’d even noticed I was in the room, her mind only aware of Marcus. 

“It’s better than I ever imagined,” she cooed softly, one hand softly stroking at the place his skull joined his over-muscled neck, “you’re so deep in my tummy and you make me feel so full … don’t stop, please don’t stop.”

Marcus reacted by pulling back so they could make proper eye contact, giving me my first chance to see Lizzy’s face since Marcus had entered her.

Her face was a picture of love and emotion.  I wanted this for her and was still happy she was having such a great time.  But that look of love sent red hot pokers piercing through my heart.  I knew this was all just about physical sensations and fantasies, but even so I was consumed by pain and jealousy.  Bittersweet emotions that confused me as my cock seemed to just get harder the more I took in the sights and sounds of the two lovers.  Go figure!

The lovers kissed softly, and a ball of fire ate me alive, flickering in the pit of my stomach before consuming the rest of me. 

Then thankfully they just went back to plain old fucking as Marcus’s huge hips started working Lizzy again.

He was athletic enough to support himself on one arm, allowing him to start using his free hand to roll and tweak Lizzy’s swollen nipples. "Ohhh, ohhh, oh, yes," she panted, screwing her eyes closed from the almost unbearable pleasure she was being given.  Marcus continued to pinch and roll her nipples, first one and then the other as he sought to show Lizzy the full range of his moves. 

We’d started the evening playing a husband-and-wife flirting game, but our fantasies had somehow brought us to this.  My wife on our marital bed, completely surrendered to a young black giant.  Her lovely legs wrapped around his waist, her pale hands gripping his tree-trunk arms tightly.

Marcus stopped his assault on my wife’s nipples, leaned forward, and kissed her fully on the lips which she returned eagerly.  Now he was free to grip her hips more tightly as he lifted her ass again so he could get deeper and go faster.

Several times, Lizzy had to break away from their kiss, throwing her head back as she squealed in ecstasy from the feelings Marcus’s giant cock was causing in her pussy. But each time she always returned her mouth to his, bringing back all my earlier fears about the bond this was building between the two of them.  It was only a first time, was only sex, but the way they were constantly kissing made me cringe at the risks we might be taking.

The scene before me had me so conflicted.  Part of me paralyzed with fear.  Part of me insanely aroused, my cock so hard it physically hurt, my precum flowing so freely the front of my pants were already darkened.  But the strongest emotion of all was a deep concern that until today I’d never known the existence of this side of Lizzy.

Knowing about harmless fantasies is one thing, but what I was watching now went way beyond that.  ‘Was this really my wife I was watching?’ In twenty years of marriage one would think that the husband would know his wife completely but clearly there were a lot of things about Lizzy where I was clueless.  Seeing her moving so easily and quickly from my request for flirting to this, seeing how she responded and gave herself to Marcus so totally left me in no doubt just how deep my wife’s big black man fantasy ran.

~~~~~    

Despite my concerns, my little head dominated as I carried on stroking myself, unable to tear my eyes away from the erotic vision of their contrasting skin tones.  The huge black male rutting and mating the soft, delicate white female – it was everything we’d read in that fantasy book and more.  The women in the book only got to fantasize, Lizzy and Marcus got the real deal!

The giant young man had been fucking Lizzy so long and so hard that the room was beginning to smell of sex now.  Lizzy's pussy so sodden and happy that I could now hear it slurping around Marcus's long beer-bottle cock every time he thrust all the way back in.

My wife’s face and chest appeared flushed, most of her body covered with a sheen of perspiration.   Even though he’d stopped playing with them, somehow Marcus’s continuous ravishing of her pussy had made her nipples even harder and larger.  The same deep pounding and stretching making her mouth constantly hang open as she struggled for breath.  Her eyes normally screwed shut, but even when she did open them, she had that thousand-yard glazed look in her eyes.

I knew what was going to happen next, even before the first signs of Lizzy's orgasm began to appear. Her legs stiffened noticeably and she got very quiet for a few moments followed by a repetitive pleading to Marcus.

"Don't stop, don't stop," she moaned, pale hands clutching at his muscular dark skin.

"Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhh," she wailed in a high-pitched whine as she thrashed underneath her big black lover, her hands on his ass, trying to pull him even deeper inside.  Her eyes squeezed tight, her legs shaking like an earthquake zone as the rest of her clung to Marcus like he was the single most important thing in her world.  Which right then, he was.

I’d never seen her cum like that before … not even close!  This was like some out-of-body, hyper-sexual experience for her … every muscle in her body, top to toe shaking as wave after wave of pleasure ate her up … consumed her whole.  Only after a prolonged bout of screams and shakes did her taut muscles finally slacken, dumping her limbs spent and used back on the mattress.

~~~~~    

As her eyes opened, I'll never forget the look on her face.  Despite the magnitude of what she’d just been through, there was still a deep arousal and wild hunger – she wanted more. 

The fire in those beautiful hazel eyes reminded me of one of those ravenous hyenas shaking their heads as they tear at the flesh of some hapless victim.  Her eyes had the same intensity, the same ‘don’t stop me, I need more’ energy that I’d never seen before.  Our love making was mainly loving and tender, occasionally rough and raw – but we’d never gotten anywhere like this. 

This wasn’t about love, this was about deep-rooted fantasies and sexual feelings only a man like Marcus could ever give her.

Seeing all of this, understanding all of this, I instinctively knew that although we’d not planned it, tonight Lizzy and I had opened a new chapter in our lives.  Seeing for the first time ever my wife consumed by such out of control lust, I knew Pandora’s box was well and truly open.


Chapter 9

Nov 8, Thursday

As Lizzy slowly came down from the biggest climax she’d ever known, her almost frightening ‘hyena hunger’ look gradually morphed into something more human.

Their violent, animalistic rutting having served its purpose, the lovers continued kissing, still with passion but now more tenderly.  Double ouch for me!  He’d made her cum better than I ever had, and now the two of them were kissing like love’s young dream!

‘It’s just sex, just fantasy,’ I told myself, feeling better, feeling proud of myself for loving Lizzy enough to allow her to have her fantasy.  The hard cock in my pants telling me it wasn’t total altruism on my part.

Marcus continued to fuck her, the base of his cock now covered in Lizzy’s creamy secretions, his strokes just as long and deep as before, but now slower and more caring. 

Lizzy smiled softly and pushed at his chest.  “I need a rest, I can’t take any more right now.”

Marcus, true to form, didn’t say anything.  He just touched her face and gingerly extricated himself from between my wife’s legs, his huge cock once more appearing up out of my wife’s depths.  It’s entire gnarled, veiny surface glistening with Lizzy’s juices.  If anything, it looked even more swollen and erect than before he’d put it into my wife and fucked her so expertly. 

The young man rolled his giant frame over onto his back as Lizzy got on her knees and immediately slid his still hard cock between her lovely lips.

As she moved, I was able to see just what a mess Marcus’s giant cock had made of her normally beautiful pussy.  Her love lips normally sat tight and snug together, but now they were puffy and red, his immense girth causing them to still gape open even though there was no cock in her body right now.  Allowing me to see right up into the darkness of her love canal – a new reality I found confusingly erotic and humiliating.

I may have been examining Lizzy’s body intently, but the two new lovers were so caught in their love dance that they were almost unaware of my presence as Lizzy moved again to get into a better position to suck Marcus's massive man meat.

As she moved into her new position and started slurping, her jaws struggling with his girth, Lizzy ended up with her ass pointed directly at me. Still confused, my closer view made me even more excited at how the massive fatness of Marcus’s cock was making her gape.

My excitement and the humiliation of looking into the depths of her gaping pussy made something snap inside.  I’d loved watching – the whole evening had made me realize how deep my voyeur tendencies ran – but now I wanted to be more than just a spectator.

Quickly undressing, I moved behind Lizzy and grabbed her by the hips, preparing to put my cock into her from behind.  I’d expected some kind of acknowledgment or response from her, but she was too wrapped up in performing fellatio on her new lover – the big black man of her long-held fantasies.

I honestly didn’t mind – if I’d been with Scarlett Johansson or Angelina Jolie, I’d have likely been the same – but that didn’t mean I didn’t want to fuck my wife, so she’d know it wasn’t just her and Marcus in bed tonight.

But as I excitedly rubbed my average-sized dick up and down Lizzy’s gaping love lips, the unthinkable happened!  I’d edged myself so much that as I moved to enter Lizzy my cock started spasming, jerking all over the place as I jetted three or four spurts of man juice all over her ass and pussy.

Of all the moments to choose to acknowledge my presence, Lizzy chose this one – the single most embarrassing and humiliating moment she could choose!  Scooping a finger through the jizz that had landed on her ass, she looked at me with a bewildered, confused look. 

I could tell she was trying to suppress it, but that look of confusion slowly changed into a smirk as she used the bed sheet to clean my sticky fluids off her – some basic female instinct telling her to do this so as not to upset the other male with her.  The smirk wasn’t mean, but it seemed to say, ‘Honey, what HAVE you done?’  Blushing as our eyes locked together, I imagined the same tone she’d always used to correct our girls when they were young.

A wave of embarrassment washed over me, I grabbed my boxer shorts and retreated to the living room where I laid on the couch. 

~~~~~

Lying on the couch, I tried to calm myself and deal with the confusing feelings from everything that had happened tonight.  Trying to deal with the simmering anger I felt about how Lizzy had looked at me when she’d realized I’d cum over her ass even before I could enter her.

Shouldn’t she have been more understanding?  Shouldn’t she have realized how this would make me feel and tear herself away from the black giant’s cock – to tend to my needs, not his?  I’d given her everything tonight, and that’s how she’d repaid me?

I knew in my heart the image of an uncaring Lizzy I was building wasn’t accurate – but I was so confused and conflicted that I wanted to wallow in my self-pity as I told myself she should have acted differently.

After about ten minutes, I had to tear my mind away from my pity party as the quiet calm of my couch was broken by sounds from the bedroom – sounds that could only have one meaning.

The sounds started as the barely perceptible sound of two bodies moving on our modern king size bed. 

‘Are they fucking again, already?’ the pity glands in my brain asked.  ‘What happened to ‘I need a rest, I can’t take any more now’?’ I whined to myself.

Any remaining doubts disappeared as the headboard started banging against the wall – the rhythm slow at first.   But as it built up, not only was the rhythm of the headboard against the wall faster, but the sheer bulk of Marcus and the vigorous way he must be laying into Lizzy meant our normally solid mattress started squeaking under the strain.

When I’d been with them in the room, I’d not noticed the sound.  But now this was my only sensory link to them, it was like every bang and squeak made me wince.  Especially when I remembered Lizzy’s smirk and her real or imagined insult to me.

The sex sounds of the bed were soon joined by Lizzy's rhythmic groans as Marcus gave her round two of what she’d dreamed about all these years.

But despite my anger at her perceived slight to me, I’m ashamed to report that as I lay there on the couch, I started playing with my newly hard cock all over again as I listened to my wife in the throes of passion.

It wasn’t long before Lizzy came just as loud and passionately as she had with her first climax with Marcus.  I heard her say some things in a low voice I couldn’t make out.  ‘Oh, Marcus, that was amazing … how do you do that … I’ve never made love like that before…’ my self-pity imagined her saying.  Then, once again the house became silent.

~~~~~    

As I laid there alone with my grievances, I heard the soft padding of feet coming down the hall. From the lightness of the sound, I knew it had to be Lizzy but as she approached, I was still too confused and hurt to feel confident of how I’d react if we talked right now.

So, I just kept my eyes closed and pretended to be asleep. Lizzy stood there right beside me for a few moments, so close I could hear her breathing.  I so wanted to reconnect and feel her love that it took every ounce of self-control to stop myself opening my eyes and pulling her down to me.  Or peeping through slitted eyelids to look at her face and get a sense of what she was thinking as she stood there looking at me.  But I could still feel that ball of anger inside at how I thought she’d smirked at me when I came early and couldn’t reclaim her.  I didn’t want to say or do something I might regret later, so I controlled myself with iron-discipline until I heard her footsteps retreating down the hall.

Lizzy’s action in tearing herself away from her big-bodied young black lover stilled some of my earlier fears.  Yes, she’d been lost and a little out-of-control in her passions earlier, but her trip to check-up on me told me nothing had really changed.  She was still the caring, kind woman who loved me and our girls with all her heart.

I must have laid on the couch for the best part of half-an-hour lost in the silence of my thoughts. Thinking through everything that had happened leading up to where things had gotten to tonight.  Part of me was still confused at how flirting had so quickly developed into ‘I want to take him home’ and another part of me still hurt from cumming too soon and Lizzy’s reaction.  But even so, I realized that everything we were experiencing right now had been instigated in some way by me.

The fantasy books, the prying into Lizzy’s fantasies through her Kindle bookmarks and shading, the massage arranged with Derrick.  All me!  And then tonight, I could have given her any anniversary present, but I’d told her I wanted her to be naughty and to flirt and dance with other guys.  And when this had led to things getting hot and steamy with her fantasy guy, I’d signed off on bringing him back home.  Knowing full well what that meant!

So, I could hardly now play the wounded victim card, could I?

Taking a deep breath, I gave myself a stern talking to.  With my heart feeling like it was going to beat its way clean out of my chest, I got up to go back down the hall to the bedroom where I knew I’d find Lizzy naked with her big black lover.

When I reached our bedroom, I found the door was closed.

It seemed strangely symbolic – ensuring two new lovers could explore and become familiar in privacy.  I didn’t want to dwell on it, but it also sent a shiver of excitement through me.  Like I’d felt earlier, when I’d felt my control loosening, when I’d had to follow the two of them on the sidewalk.

But that wasn’t something to think about now.  Now I wanted to enter, I wanted to reconnect with Lizzy.  As I’d longed for earlier, I wanted to be part of the love making, rather than just as a passive observer.

As I slowly opened the door, I looked over to the bed and I saw Marcus’s vast frame leaning back against the headboard on the side of the bed where I normally slept.  His back and head were supported by several pillows and my lovely wife was cuddled next to him, her head snuggled on his shoulder and her arm draped over the front of his broad chest.

Lizzy had a look of utter, pure contentment on her face.  Not only had she had an amazing, fun night dancing with a guy ten years younger who ticked all of her fantasy requirements to a ‘T’.  But now she’d finally found out what it felt like to have sex with a man with a really large cock as she’d been fucked to heaven and back, not once, but twice.  Experiencing climaxes more intense than she’d ever known were possible.

Fuck!  Looking at her so happy, so content, a part of me wanted to close the door and leave Lizzy to enjoy some more private time with her big-bodied, well-endowed young lover.

But that would have been the coward’s option.  And more than anything, I desperately needed to feel her touch and love.  To emotionally and physically reconnect with the woman who was the other half of my soul.

Quietly entering, I stood behind her and pulled at the left-hand side of the sheet that was covering them both.  Taking my courage in my hands, not knowing how she’d react, I slid in next to Lizzy. My heart soaring to the sky as my beautiful wife and soulmate immediately lifted her head from Marcus's chest, turned and started kissing me passionately.

"Hi, baby … sorry about earlier,” I whispered, private for her, not her and Marcus, grimacing by way of a small apology for my sulk.  “Enjoy yourself?”

"Ummm", she confirmed, her face a picture of relief and happiness.  Relief that her loving husband was no longer sulking and was back at her side, happiness that I wanted to know how it had been for her and that she didn’t have to hide her excitement from me.

"Alan, baby,” she whispered, “Fuck me … I need to feel my man back inside me," her tone louder than mine, like she wanted the man who’d just fucked her twice to hear.

With Lizzy's help, I pulled my boxers off quickly and positioned myself between her legs.  Marcus shuffling his huge body over further to ‘his’ side of the bed, turning sideways, resting his head in his hand so he could watch.  Perched right on the edge, I hoped like hell he didn’t fall off.  A guy his size falling off would likely damage the foundation, I chuckled to myself, feeling connected and a whole lot happier with things.

God, this felt good!  Being here, savoring the softness of her skin, loving the way she was smiling up at me.

Looking down, and now much closer, I couldn’t help but stare between her legs again as I rubbed myself up and down.  Fuck, it was such a mess!  So stretched and red, still gaping open so obscenely!  But so damned hot, knowing now that Lizzy wanted me again, seeing the heart of her womanly parts in this battered and well-used condition seemed the sexiest thing on earth. 

It was so wrong - so very, very wrong, seeing my woman like that.  But then, why was my heart virtually singing with joy?   Why was my cock in my hand so painfully hard as I stared and rubbed myself up and down, readying myself to reclaim the woman I loved, the woman who’d just been so thoroughly well-fucked by another, much bigger man.

As I dropped my hips, my cock easily slid into my wife’s stretched, gaping hole. Fuck, it was much easier and looser than normal, her fantasy guy’s beer-bottle cock had really stretched her out.  There was virtually zero friction.  Despite the way she was lovingly smiling up at me, could she even feel me? 

‘Houston, do we have a problem here?’ I wondered, before telling myself it was just temporary.  She’d recovered well enough after pushing out our two babies.  Even so, there was a weird pleasure in the lack of friction, the lack of feeling as I sank my normal-sized five-and-a-half-inches in.

Once I’d stopped thinking about the stretching and the size thing, my brain sensors registered just how much wetter and warmer Lizzy felt than normal.  For some Darwinian reason, I couldn’t stop myself from glancing across at him.  Sitting there in my spot on the bed, he remained silent, just grinned back at me knowing what I’d just discovered.

‘Yeah, man … that’s right … beat that if you can!  Can you fill your woman with as much seed as me, old man?  Can you pump it so deep?  No you can’t…’

Lizzy’s big-bodied, big-cocked young lover seemed to say all this and more just with one silent grin.  Or maybe that was just my paranoia talking?  This was some intense shit we’d lived through tonight, so maybe I was just projecting.  But then again…

Whatever Marcus’s real thoughts, my own dark, competitive demons made my cock harder than ever and I began fucking Lizzy with serious intent.  Grunting hard as I tried to make up for my lack of cock size with sheer effort and commitment.

My heart climbed another level as I felt Lizzy wrapping her legs around me, even if I squirmed as I felt the wetness of her thighs on my back.  Fuck!  Her whole body was wet with the combined sweat of her and her new lover.  A terrible, heart-stopping thought – but one that just made me want to fuck her harder.

Lizzy was in such a state of erotic excitement that I soon brought her to her third orgasm of the night.  Not one as noisy or intense as the first two she’d had with Marcus, but it still made me feel good, and her smile told me it was the cherry on the cake for her.  Reclaimed by the man she loved after being ravished so thoroughly by her fantasy man from her night of dancing.

But having suffered my embarrassing premature ejaculation earlier, even though I was very excited and painfully hard, I couldn't climax, so after Lizzy came down from her third orgasm, we all just rested together on the bed.  My turn now to scoot across a little so that the young giant didn’t fall off and damage the house foundation.

Chapter 10

Nov 8, Thursday

With Lizzy’s sexy body snuggled between two smitten males, our rest didn't last long. Lizzy was soon lying back giggling, shoulders pulled back for best access as she enjoyed Marcus and me caressing her.  Her two men taking turns to kiss her soft lips and suck and squeeze her boobs.

“Mmmm, I must have died and gone to heaven,” she chuckled, her voice warm from the physical pleasure and ego boost of being the center of attention for two horny men.

After a while, Marcus whispered something in her ear.  The two of them exchanging nods before she turned and whispered to me, "You haven't cum yet baby."

So much of a night like this is mind games I realized.  Once again, I found myself squirming at the bittersweet pleasure of having to share my woman.  Obviously, it had taken Marcus’s intervention to remind my own wife to think of my needs, she was so besotted with the man she’d been playing with ever since the dancefloor when she’d chosen him over Mr. Dreads.

“Not yet, honey," I replied, feeling the knot in my stomach at the thought that I was getting attention hand-me-downs.

I soon paused my over-sensitive worries as Lizzy pushed me onto my back and I started to enjoy the sensations as she took my cock into her soft, warm mouth.

Marcus watched Lizzy slurping on my cock for barely a minute before his own jealousy and desire for her became too much and he shuffled his vast frame off the bed and then got back on, but now kneeling just behind her sexy ass as she knelt in the middle blowing me.

He wasted no time driving his long, fat cock all the way back in – going right in to the hilt in one powerful, balls deep thrust.

“Nnnggg,” she moaned around my five-and-a-half inches, her eyes staring wildly from the shock and depth of the penetration.  She still held me by the root and sucked me, but her head snapped up as her back arched in response.

I’d only planned and wanted the baby-step of seeing Lizzy flirting with guys tonight – but watching Marcus with his hands on my wife's hips fucking her hard with that glistening monster cock of his seemed the sexiest thing on earth right now.  Especially with my beloved’s lips locked tight as her fingernails teased my shaft and balls while she hoovered away at my bell end.  Right now, I felt it wasn’t her that was the one who’d ‘died and gone to heaven’!

The visual stimulation of watching Lizzy give herself so happily to her fantasy lover, the physical stimulation of her touch soon had me close to cumming.  I can’t have lasted a minute or two before I held Lizzy's head tight and pushed my cock deep into her mouth. Exploding as I savored the matchless feeling of the woman I loved using her mouth and hands to milk me before she looked wickedly into my face and swallowed my man juice.

I wasn’t the only one getting excited by watching Lizzy being spit-roasted by her two men, because moments later the previously quiet Marcus let out an almighty roar.  He dug his fingers hard into Lizzy’s hips as he emptied his balls for a second time tonight into my previously innocent wife’s depths.  All these years with just me, now she was receiving a second load in less than an hour from her new black lover.

As Marcus pulled his cock from my wife's pussy, once again Lizzy surprised me by the energy and enthusiasm with which she spun around, kneeling before him as he sat on his haunches enjoying the sight as she cleaned his dripping cock with her mouth.

Fuck, where does she get her energy from?  I wondered.  Maybe the three loads of male tribute she received has magical qualities? I chuckled to myself.

Her head movements reminded me of a cat preening and cleaning, until finally she grinned as she held her clean handiwork.

Until now everything seemed to have been so frenetic that I don’t think she’d had a proper chance to inspect the huge piece of flesh that had remapped her world over the last few hours.  But now that it was clean, she looked at it with an almost reverential gaze as she slowly wanked it up and down.

Fuck, Lizzy’s hand looked so small and pale in comparison.  She was using two hands to slowly and tenderly wank Marcus, but still a third hand’s worth still peeped out at the top.  The equivalent of my length plus more than half as much again.

As she worshiped and wanked his big cock – I continued to stare, hypnotized like a small mouse sitting in front of a swaying cobra.

The fat shaft of his monster cock was actually one or two shades darker than the rest of his body.  Insanely fat at the base and through the middle, hardly tapering at all before it reached the rim of his glans, hidden away underneath his foreskin.  The whole thing was knotted with a map of small veins, as well as having two circular and one end-to-end much larger veins.  I guess managing the blood supply to something that size took some serious capillaries!

I felt more than a little gay as I studied that monster so intently.  But at least Lizzy showed the same fascination.  Which made me feel less self-conscious, although it also spiked the bittersweet, masochistic jealousy I was feeling.

Unlike mine, Marcus's cock was uncircumcised, and Lizzy seemed to be fascinated by this.  Smiling with a naughty pleasure each time she pulled back his foreskin to reveal the slightly pinkier-brown of his cockhead.  

Still hypnotized, I watched the gold and diamonds glint back at me with a wicked, exciting sinfulness, my chest ached as I saw that his cock was too fat for Lizzy’s fingers to totally encircle him.  How the hell had her pussy stretched wide enough to take such a fat monster?  Normally her pussy only got to diet on my much smaller cock – tonight it had to adjust to the equivalent of a seven-course banquet! 

Damned!  Seeing her hands on him like that, I realized it was as fat as Lizzy’s wrist!  Insane but true, the girth of that thing was unreal.  As her hands wanked up and down, there was still a full one-inch gap between her fingers.

Her legs cramping a little, Lizzy stopped kneeling and sat with her legs casually open as she continued to explore her new toy.  Sitting like this, her battered pussy was only a couple of feet away from me and now that she’d received two loads from him, for the first time I saw the young black giant’s seed bubbling up out of her pussy.  Seed which, unlike my post-snip juice, was potent and full of danger.

Something different to stare at!  It was a moment of surreal significance.  In all the years we’d made love, I’d never really shown an interest in this part of sex.  But staring at that sticky, white, bubbly mess, for the first time ever I thought about the deep emotional significance a woman must feel when she takes a man’s seed into her body.

I thought about the connection receiving his seed must make.  The possibility of creating a life, the possibility of the joys and burdens of raising a young life. At one level I was just looking at sticky white bubbles, but at another level it really brought it home to me the significance of what we’d just done.

Fantasy is one thing … real life, quite another.

~~~~~    

“Lizzy, you’re lovely, I’d love to go again … but I think I DO need a little rest, some sleep … I’ve got work in the morning,” he told her, one of the few things the young black man said within my hearing all night.

I could see Lizzy was disappointed but that she understood, as she reluctantly put down her new toy.  All three of us so wasted by the physical and emotional exertions of the whole evening that we all collapsed into our new positions – Marcus, Lizzy, me – and were asleep in no time at all. 

My last conscious thought as I spooned her and kissed her goodnight was that, even looking totally exhausted, Lizzy had an obvious glow of satisfaction that I’d not seen in many a year.  Not surprising, as she’d never been fucked like this ever before. 

After everything that had happened tonight, I half expected to spend the night sweating as different dreams tore at me.  I’m no expert, but dreams are about unresolved thoughts – and nothing tonight had been unresolved! 

Everything had been very much up front and out in the open.  I knew any need for resolving unresolved things would come further down the track, when Marcus had gone home, and Lizzy and I took stock of what we’d allowed to happen tonight.  Took stock of all the various taboos we’d shattered on a night that, at least in my head, had only been planned for flirting!

For the most part, my fatigue allowed me to sleep like a baby.

But, once during the night something woke me up.  As I slowly came too, I heard Lizzy’s voice and at first I thought it was all just part of a dream.  But as I reached into the space where she’d been when I fell asleep spooning her, my hand felt nothing but fresh air.

As I slowly came around, the emptiness sent a jolt of adrenaline through me, with some sixth sense telling me to pretend I was asleep and just peek through slitted eyes.

What I saw had been groaning internally at this mix of arousal and angst that had dominated the whole night.  There, having moved over to the side of the bed where Marcus had been sleeping, was my beautiful wife – only she was very much not alone.  Marcus, our newly befriended thirty-something black giant, was on top of Lizzy slowly and sensuously fucking her.

The two of them moved slowly so as not to wake me, Lizzy’s arms and legs wrapped tight around her new lover as they shared what seemed to be one long passionate kiss.  The look on her face telling me just how much she was savoring the feel of Marcus deep within her body.

“I love your cock … really love it,” she half-cooed, half-whispered, putting her mouth right up against his ear so I wouldn’t hear.  “It feels sooo wonderful, I’ve never felt anything like that before…”

Just for a moment, I thought he was going to whisper back, fishing for compliments, asking how his cock compared to what she was used to.  But that wasn’t his style – this strangely quiet young giant.  He was just happy to enjoy these quiet moments of intimacy with my beautiful wife as she clung to him, and they carried on kissing.  Imagining the sensations he must have been feeling in his big cock as Lizzy’s snug pussy squeezed and caressed his manhood.  ‘Lucky bastard!’ I thought to myself, for some reason finding the whole scene a real turn-on, even more forbidden and taboo than what the two of them had already shared.

With her big-cocked, big-bodied lover already having cum twice, I realized this was likely to go on for some time so after watching a little more I allowed my eyes to fully close.  Soon I wasn’t just feigning sleep – I was sleeping for real, overcome by exhaustion and the emotional intensity of the whole evening. 

~~~~~    

I awoke again with sunlight filtering in through our window coverings, and still sleepy, turned to see Lizzy sleeping once again with her head nestled on Marcus's massive shoulder and her arm draped over his chest. 

Exactly the same position I’d found them in when I’d talked myself out of my pity-party and had forced myself to reconnect with my loving wife.  The only difference was that then they had both been awake, enjoying that special post-sex closeness all couples know.  Now, even though they both seemed to have smiles on their faces, they were both asleep.  I was the only one awake.

The clock on the nightstand showed it to be eight a.m. - so much for work today!  Engrained from raising two daughters who loved their sleep, Lizzy had always been an early riser, her body clock set to six so she could prepare herself and her family for the day ahead. 

So, even allowing for her tiredness from yesterday, the fact she’d overslept by a full two hours planted a burrowing little thought worm in my head.  ‘Just how long had the lovers allowed their intimate midnight feast of slow, tender fucking to last?’  A thought followed up a second angst-ridden barrel.  ‘Fuck, maybe that wasn’t even the only slow, loving fuck they shared while I slept next to them.’

But for an urgent need to visit the bathroom, I might have carried on fretting.  (Not entirely a one-way street, I was edging myself as I thought about their secret nighttime activities!)

When I got up to go to the bathroom, my movements must have woken the couple, because when I returned, they were both awake. Individually, they both went to the bathroom to freshen up and when they were done, they joined me as we all reclined back on the bed.

Now that passions had been sated and we were just one couple and a guy we hardly knew, there was certain awkwardness to the conversation. I started to get very worried that now, in the light of day, Lizzy would realize what she had done last night and become very upset.

Marcus said it was time he got moving – a good thing, it would give us space if Lizzy was going to break down in tears or need to talk.  I told our new friend, Marcus, my wife’s big black fantasy man, that I’d be happy to drive him home as his car was still near the bar.  Lightening the mood by joking that I had plenty of time, as it was already too late for me or Lizzy to go into work.  “Besides which, Marcus, thanks to your efforts, we’re both way too frazzled!”

I was just about to start putting on my pants, when I heard Lizzy ask in a loud, straightforward way, "Before you go, Marcus, will you fuck me again?"

So much for my fears about my beloved’s state of mind!

Marcus looked me straight in the eye with the biggest, cockiest shit eating grin as he rolled Lizzy onto her side, looking away from him and facing me. Her words and her body language telling him he’d conquered my lovely wife not only physically but also emotionally.  Telling him that, so long as he made sure I was onboard with it, he’d be able to have her whenever he wanted.

Marcus lifted her right thigh all the way right up to squash her right boob, stretching her still gaping and red pussy to make the most obscenely erotic of targets as he slid his beer-bottle cock back into my wife’s already swollen pussy.  It was the most carnal and lewd of sights.  But one I intended to make even better as I cradled my beloved wife’s head in my arms as her big-bodied fantasy lover fucked her to her final orgasm of the encounter with his enormous cock.


Chapter 11

Nov 9, Friday

“Where to?”

“Are you sure this is okay, Alan?  I don’t mind getting an Uber.  Sunnyside’s quite a way!”

That was the start of getting to know Marcus a little better.  I thought Lizzy could do with the rest and, although it was a little awkward at first, by the end of my two-and-a-half-hour roundtrip, I felt I knew Marcus a whole lot better.

Leaving aside all the dancing, flirting and sex, my first impressions had been correct - he was a fairly quiet guy.  Despite the shaven head, and face prone to scowls, he was pretty much the archetypal ‘gentle giant’.  He’d served in the military, but even that had been as a combat medic, rather than as a gun-carrying infantryman.  It was that experience which had led him into his current career – working as a Fire Department EMT.

When he’d worried about the distance and offered to grab an Uber, he’d not been wrong!  Even as the Friday morning rush hour died down, it was a good fifty-minute run from our Woodlands home in North Houston to Marcus’s small but functional home in the Sunnyside district.

Having enjoyed our ‘hospitality’ (I guess the most diplomatic way to put it), he felt honor-bound to invite me in for a coffee, just as I felt similarly obliged to accept.

We talked about safe topics like the transition from army life to civilian life, and the stresses and strains of his shift patterns.  But now, in the cold light of day, we studiously avoided discussing the elephant in the room – what had happened between him, Lizzy and me over the last twelve hours.

The closest we got to discussing it was when I made some comment that he seemed a bit of a quiet guy and that I was surprised he managed to beat out the competition from Lizzy’s other suitor.  A discussion which just made him chuckle.

“Oh, that!  That was nothing … that was just me and my bro Darnell having a little sport with the ladies … his trouble is he’s always out of the country on one tour of duty or another … his game gets rusty, he forgets how to talk to the ladies,” he grinned.

It turned out that when I’d been watching and deemed him ‘the winner’ for my beautiful wife’s favors, he’d been competing with Darnell, a friend of his.  Darnell had grown up in the same neighborhood as him and had trained with Marcus to be a combat medic, but had moved up to Special Forces and had stayed in when Marcus left.  Addicted to the adrenaline, and without a family or significant other, he was more than happy to rack up the extra money and buzz of overseas duty.  Which is why Marcus only saw him once in a blue moon, but when they did meet up they invariably went out clubbing and trying to hook up.

After sharing about Darnell and their contest to hook up with ‘the hottest woman in the club’, things moved back to Marcus being his normal quiet self.  I found myself often talking to fill in the gaps.  Which I guess is why I maybe overstepped a little, even though I hardly knew the guy. 

“You know, Marcus … forgive me for saying this … but sometimes you come across as quite the enigma!  When I first saw you, I thought, ‘Oh fuck, two-seventy pounds of scowling, intimidating beef … what’s my wife got herself into now!’ … then you turn out to be quite the polite and quiet, soft-spoken pussycat … then, in the bedroom, it changes all over again!”

Thankfully he saw the funny side grinning and replying, “What can I say, Alan?  I guess at heart all of us are a little complicated!”

My forwardness seemed to have broken the ice and as he made me a coffee in his simple but tidy home, he got a bit more chatty.  We must have talked for a good half hour or more about our respective upbringings and families before it was time to go and Marcus said what was really on his mind.

“Alan, look, I won’t beat about the bush … Lizzy’s an amazing woman,” he grinned, a slightly goofy smile telling me just how smitten he was with my wife, “I think she and you both had a great night … and I know I did … so, what I’m trying to say is that I’d love it if we could hook up again sometime … what da ya think?  Do ya think that’s possible…”

‘Oh fuck, I should have seen that one coming!’  I squirmed and nervously looked at my coffee cup.

“Maybe,” was about all I could get out as I looked nervously back at him, explaining that Lizzy and I would need to discuss it before I could give him an answer, as the night with him hadn’t been planned, it just ‘sort of happened’. 

He said, “Of course he understood,” before thinking whether to say whatever he was thinking.  His face breaking into an almost innocent grin, he started talking.

“Of course, I understand you guys need to talk … but, just to be open, so there’s no secrets between you and me Alan, Lizzy and I did kind of talk about it during the night … while we made out during the night, I whispered to her how hot it would be to see her again and she just moaned happily … so, when you talk, it shouldn’t come as a total surprise to her … just so you know…” 

‘Made out’ … what wonderfully understated words to use to describe what he and my wife had done during the night! ‘Made love,’ would have been more accurate.  What I’d seen had been very different to the full-on passionate fucking I’d seen before that!

As I drove off waving at my hopeful new friend, I chuckled to myself.  When I talk to Lizzy about Marcus’s request for another ‘hook up’, do I drop into the conversation the little gem he just shared?  About her happy, mid-sex moan when he’d already raised the idea?  Or do I have a little fun and see if she’d admit this herself.

But in the event, when I did arrive home forty-five minutes later, raising it was a total non-starter.  Lizzy wasn’t in that kind of mood.

~~~~~    

Without the need to make small talk with Marcus, my hour’s drive back up the I45 gave me the chance to ponder some of the things that had been rattling around in my brain. 

But first up was a quick pit stop at a local pharmacy close to Marcus.  Last night I’d not wanted to spoil the mood, and by my estimates Lizzy was in the safe time of the month, but in the cold light of day I knew we needed to make good on the lack of contraception from last night. 

I’d had the snip many years ago, when Lizzy had finally agreed with me that two children was more sensible than three – even if part of her had still hankered for a baby brother for Carmina and Holly.  So when things had escalated in such an unplanned way with Marcus, whatever Lizzy said about safe times, we still had an urgent need for more certainty.

So, a rather embarrassed Mr. Alan Andrews bought some stuff he most definitely didn’t need, to reduce his embarrassment at buying the Plan B which he most definitely did need.  I loved being a dad almost as much as Lizzy loved being a mom, but in our early forties neither of us wanted to go back to those stressful years of babies and toddlers.  Especially not with a child we’d find it difficult to pass off as my son or daughter!

Last night, things had developed so fast that I’d been aware of various questions nagging away at the back of my head, but I’d not had a chance to ponder on any of them.

I reflected on my own feelings about the whole night.  I had been expecting to enjoy watching Lizzy having sex with another guy – after all, that had always been my voyeur, wife-watching fantasy.  But what I’d not been expecting at all, was the low-key, bittersweet enjoyment of the two or three mildly humiliating things that had happened during the night.  The sidewalk space forcing me to walk behind the two of them arm-in-arm.  When my pity party had run its course and I’d tried to rejoin the loving couple, going along the hall only to find the door symbolically closed.  And then worst of all, when rather than join the fun and fuck Lizzy, I’d suffered the ignominy of cumming even before I could enter her and I thought she’d smirked at my lack of performance.

And if these were things I needed to get my head around, what about Lizzy?

How much of her whole ‘big black man’ fantasy was to do with her conservative small town Texan upbringing?  And what about how she seemed to get off on being a little slutty, and on her husband liking this?  Was this all part of the same thing?  Did it all go back to her rebelling against her upbringing?

These weren’t the only things I wanted to better understand about my beloved wife.  But when I arrived home and saw the look on her face, I knew questions were the last priority right now.

~~~~~     

“Honey, what’s wrong?”

She was still in bed.  With Marcus inviting me in for coffee, I’d been gone for more than two hours but Lizzy was pretty much as we’d left her.  Now lying under the sheets, comforter fully pulled up, the signs weren’t positive - no clothes, no shower and no make-up … her cheeks reddened and marked with dried tears.

Earlier after we’d all showered, but before Marcus had left, I’d been fearful that in the cold light of day Lizzy might become upset when she realized the significance of what we’d done.

Turns out I’d not been wrong in my fears, I’d just been wrong in my timing!  It had taken an extra couple of hours of time by herself, and time for the excitement to wear off for reality to hit home.  And now she’d had time for the realities of last night to sink in, Lizzy didn’t like these new realities.

“Sweetheart, it’s okay…”

Husband 101 training kicked in.  Don’t explore or problem-solve or rationalize – just hug and hold, letting her know you’re there for her and that you’re there to listen when she’s ready to share.

Rather perversely, feeling my comforting arms around her and knowing I was physically back with her freed Lizzy up to start crying all over again.

“What have we done?  What have we done, Alan?  We let another man fuck me?”

More hugs, more kisses.  A few more tears.  I reassured her, told her it would all be okay.  Then I rather stupidly forgot Husband 101 and asked a question - and made a statement that seemed logical to the male mind.

“Honey, it’s going to be okay … I promise … look, it must be … what we did last night, how’s it any different to what we did with Derrick when we were on vacation?”

“How’s it different?  How’s it different,” she half-ranted, half-screamed.  “Are you trying to be deliberately dense, Alan?  It’s different because Derrick didn’t fuck me!  Derrick didn’t fuck your wife and pump her full of his semen!  Did he?  But Marcus did … he fucked me, and now I can’t be unfucked!  I let him fuck me!  I let him fuck me while my husband just stood around and played with himself and said, ‘Help yourself pal’ … we let him fuck me five times!  Five times, Alan!”

Oh, five times?  So at least I had an answer to my question about how many times they’d made love in secret during the night.  Twice before sleeping, once in the morning and my guess of two at night had been right.  Not the time, Alan, old boy.  Not the time to crow – ‘Hey, baby, I was right!’

I may have thought the above, but I was smart enough to not say it.  Being more like quiet Marcus was the best bet right now.

Looking calmly into Lizzy’s blazing eyes, I let the fire of anger die down a little.  Anger at herself, but definitely with enough left over for me!

After a few seconds, enough of her anger had dissipated that she accepted my offer to cup her hands between mine.  A few seconds more and her anger was, for now at least, just a few glowing embers – she accepted me pulling her to my chest so I could comfort her again.

~~~~    

Ten minutes later, both of us now under the comforter, her head was on my chest as I stroked her hair and forehead.  Five minutes later, still deep in thought, she wasn’t protesting as my hand gently stroked at her naked boob.  Five minutes further on she was fine with me looking deep into her eyes, telling her how much I loved her and then starting a long and slow kissing and make out session.

By the time I was hard and rolling between her welcoming thighs, we both knew this was just the medicine she needed.  Our love making was slow and tender.  Slow and tender and special, very special.  Hard to put into words, it wasn’t cliched, angry and urgent reclamation sex.  Rather, it was a couple who loved each other dearly, knowing we still had all kinds of emotions and thoughts to work through, but knowing the best way to start was to reaffirm our love for each other. 

And what better way to do that than by making love.  By really making love, by using our bodies as God and nature intended - to touch, caress and show how committed we were to each other.

The feeling of being deep within Lizzy, the connections and love of looking deep into each other’s eyes, the feeling of her arms and legs wrapped around me, was exactly what we both needed to give and receive.

It was wonderful.  It felt wonderful.  And I knew in my soul it was the best start we could make to putting things right.

~~~~~~    

Just when I thought we might be out of the woods, our phones both pinged at the same time.  Only three people I knew might message us both at the same time.  Our daughters, both of whom were likely to be in class or at lunch, or Marcus.  He’d asked for my number over coffee, and by the look of it Lizzy gave him her number at some point in the twelve hours they’d been together.

I reached across to the nightstand.  Oh fuck!  My hunch was correct, it was Marcus - and just when I’d gotten Lizzy calmed down! 

‘Damn!’ Is this going to turn the dying embers of anger and regret back into roaring flames?

As I started reading, out of the corner of my eye, I could see Lizzy.  She was doing the same.

Hey Folks, first up, thanks for an amazing night!  You guys are awesome, I hope one day I get to have what you have … the love, the trust, the fun!  I just wanted to say thanks.  Alan, thanks for driving me back, I really enjoyed getting to know you a bit better.  Lizzy, thanks for the wonderful night afterwards and what you shared later.  I hope you don’t mind me saying, but Alan you’re a lucky guy.  You’ve got yourself an amazing, beautiful, sexy, loving woman there.  Anyway, thanks again.  Got to run!  We just got a call to attend a ten-car pile-up on the 610.  Take care and thanks, Marcus x

Thank heaven for that!

Even looking on from the side, I could see a soft, contented smile shaping from the corners of Lizzy’s mouth.  He’d certainly laid it on thick, but Marcus’s text had actually added balm not gasoline to our problems.

Turning to look at Lizzy, I could see a flush of pink on her cheeks and a sparkle in her hazel eyes that wasn’t there before.

“He seems a very nice guy, don’t you think?  And he seems quite the fanboy for you! ‘Alan you’re a lucky guy.  You’ve got yourself an amazing, beautiful, sexy, loving woman there,’” I mimicked in my silliest voice, before rolling over on top of Lizzy, kissing her all over her face and neck.

~~~~~    

Thirty minutes later some more of my juice was oozing out of my wife and we were happily cuddling, discussing the question Lizzy had raised.

“Who’s going to reply to him?  You, me … both of us?”

Normally when Lizzy asks me a question, it’s only because she wants me to agree with what she’s already decided and planned.  But looking at her, I couldn’t read her small but cryptic smile.  So I went with my gut, deploying a little bit of management know-how, active involvement being the best way to ensure buy-in.

“I think either of us could reply, but I think it’s best if we write it together, that we make sure he knows it’s a joint reply, but then we send it from you … okay?”

“Okay,” she replied, “but I wouldn’t know where to begin!”

Pulling her head onto my chest so she could see what I was typing, I asked for her phone.  Twenty minutes later I asked her if she was happy with it.  She smiled and nodded and, careful not to press down, I put her thumb over the send icon.  After a few moments of hesitation, she pressed send.

Just as I’d suspected, me getting Lizzy to reply did two things.  It actively enrolled her in feeling better about things and about being in communication with a man she’d had sex with.  Just as importantly, it also sent a signal to both of them that I was comfortable with the two of them communicating directly. 

~~~~~    

With Lizzy feeling better about things, she decided to make the most of her unplanned day off - popping over to see her best friend, Karen, whose mom had recently passed away.   Leaving me free to my own devices.  Trying to concentrate on work, but finding it really hard as a big part of my brain couldn’t stop wondering what would happen now we’d taken things up a notch from what we’d done with Derrick. 

The great thing with Derrick was that he was safely a long way away, back in the Caribbean.  Marcus, on the other hand, lived in the same city, less than an hour away. And he couldn’t have made it clearer to me just how keen he was that him and Lizzy didn’t become just a one-hit wonder.

So ‘what next’ was the question buzzing around my head, obstructing any kind of useful work-focused thinking!


Chapter 12

Nov 10, Saturday

I didn’t have to wait long to find out what would happen next.  The next text from Marcus arrived as early as Saturday morning. 

This time, although it was ostensibly addressed to both of us, he actually only sent it to Lizzy.  Maybe just a small change, but one that didn’t escape my notice.  When my smiling wife had finished reading it, she held it up for me to read:

Hey guys, just thought I’d check in with my favorite couple :) My buddy Alan and the gorgeous Lizzy :)  … just clocked on for another 24 hour on-call shift! Nothing happening much now, let’s hope it stays that way! My last shift was really harrowing, two DOAs when a semi didn’t see a red stoplight :( … Anyway, hope all’s well with you guys.  What are your plans for the weekend?  Me, I’ll finish early Sunday, rest up and then be back on duty early Monday!  What a life! Sometimes I’m even envious of Darnell!  Never mind, I’ll be off for five days after Monday!  Stay safe, M x 

Lizzy smiled, and I intuitively knew Marcus’s text touched her in three very different ways. 

The weirdest, bearing in mind what they’d done Friday night, was an almost motherly concern.  On the drive over, he’d told me he’d enlisted in the army at seventeen, had served twelve years and had now been an EMT for four years, putting him at around thirty-three. 

That made him ten years younger than Lizzy and I, slap bang in the middle between our age and the age of our daughters.  So when he’d mentioned his harrowing last duty and the trauma of dealing with dead-on-arrival road accident victims, I just knew her heart would go out to him in an almost maternal way.

Thursday night, Friday morning when they’d been smooching and he’d then fucked my sweet wife to heaven and back, I’m sure the ‘motherly’ thing would have been a million miles from her mind.  With fantasy and sex the order of the night, I’m sure she’d have seen his being ten years younger as a big positive. 

The other two ways I knew his text impacted Lizzy were far more normal.  Knowing his military background before now, and then reading about his selfless service and sacrifice to help others, my wife would definitely have a bit of a ‘knight-in-shining-armor’ thing going on.

And Lizzy was way too smart not to have picked up Marcus’s last words.  ‘I’ll be off for five days after Monday!’  Supposedly casual and throwaway, I didn’t believe that for a minute.  It was him flying a kite about his availability for future hookups.  I knew that, and Lizzy did as well.

In fact, when I looked at her smiling face as she re-read his text, I reckoned it was this plus his calling her ‘the gorgeous Lizzy’ she was thinking about.

‘We’ (jointly written, sent by Lizzy) replied, saying sorry about the harrowing shift, saying we hoped his shifts would be okay and answered his question about our plans – making the three-hour round-trip to see our girls, to share a meal to celebrate their folks’ wedding anniversary.  (Even as we wrote this, I chuckled to myself at what Carmina and Holly would have thought if they’d seen their mom ‘letting her hair down’ with Marcus.  A thought to think, but not to share with Lizzy!)

He said cool, asking if it would be okay if he checked-in later, saying it would ease his boredom to hear about ‘his friends’ having a fun family evening. 

Lizzy smiled and replied, ‘Ok’, without any reference to or checking with me.  Only the tiniest little thing – but it was a detail I noticed.  It actually made me feel happy, knowing her earlier beating herself up about last night was becoming less of a thing.

~~~~~    

We had a wonderful meal with the girls.  Just being with them was fantastic, but also hearing about their fun young lives (studying, friends and dating) made us feel happy for them and happy that we’d raised two such balanced and well-rounded young women. 

When Holly started talking about a young guy she had a bit of a crush on and how they’d kissed and made out at a Friday night campus party, from the way Lizzy looked across at me and the way her cheeks flushed, I knew exactly what she was thinking.

The apple doesn’t fall far from the tree!  The only difference was that mom had been having her fun on Thursday night, Friday morning – whereas our hard-working daughter showed a little bit more self-control, waiting until the more customary party night of Friday to have her fun!  Another thought I felt best not to share with Lizzy – well, at least not yet!

Driving back, after sending a short text to check he’d not be interrupting our family meal (boy, this guy was polite, I liked that about him), our bored new EMT friend rang.  When people ring her when we’re driving, Lizzy’s fifty-fifty whether or not she puts them on speaker phone – depending on who it is and what the likely topics.

She didn’t put Marcus on speaker, and as far as I can tell, the thought didn’t even occur to her! 

As I listened in, I was struck by how easy and natural the conversation was between the two of them.  I was only able to hear Lizzy’s side of the call, but even so, it was clear there were no awkward gaps or silences. 

Of course, this got my jealousy juices flowing!  What guy on earth wouldn’t feel jealous listening to the woman he loves phone flirting with a younger guy?  A younger guy who he knows she’s got the hots for and who’s already fucked her better than you ever will!

But once I’d put my big boy pants on – enjoying the jealousy but not letting it eat me whole, I was more objective and contented as I continued to listen – far more entertaining than the radio!  What struck me most was the contrast between ‘happy, chatty, flirty Lizzy’ and ‘meltdown Lizzy’.  There really was no comparison! 

At one level, I shouldn’t have been surprised at the contrast between the two Lizziess and the easy chat between the two of them.  After all, they’d spent a helluva lot of time together already, and in the most ‘intimate’ of circumstances. 

But even so, there was still just such a contrast between the Lizzy sat opposite me now and the sobbing, tearful woman who’d greeted me after I’d dropped Marcus home. 

When I thought about it, the scale of this contrast made me realize Lizzy’s meltdown and doubts had nothing to do with Marcus as a person.  That it had nothing to do with the specifics of their night together. 

No, it was all about all those years of programming and role expectations set deep within Lizzy’s childhood – just as it did for nearly every woman in the country!

The more I thought about it, the more I was actually amazed that Lizzy hadn’t had an even larger meltdown and even more self-recriminations!  

They chatted away about all kinds of topics … the meal, his day (thankfully boring and with little to do), how our girls studying was going, his time in the military, what his job was like, and Lizzy’s job.  You name it, they talked about it!  They even got onto the topic of Marcus’s buddy Darnell – the guy with the dreads who’d been the other suitor vying for Lizzy’s affections on the Thursday night.

They only finished talking when we pulled into our drive and Lizzy said she’d better ring off as we’d arrived home.  Maybe another husband would have been angry or jealous.  Not me.  I was happy that Lizzy was obviously feeling much more at ease with what had happened with Marcus. 

And, though I didn’t begin to understand it, I felt that burrowing little worm of pleasure in my gut from the experience of being ‘semi-excluded’ from the lovers’ conversation.  Able to hear Lizzy’s half of the conversation as I drove with one eye on the road and one eye on her happy, smiling face as I listened to her laughter and animated tone. 

It was the same feeling I’d had when circumstances had forced me to walk behind them as they walked back to our car arm-in-arm just like a real couple.  It was the same feeling I got when I left the living room and found Lizzy had shut our bedroom door when she went back to her big-bodied, big-cocked young black lover.

I didn’t understand these feelings, but I’d be lying if I said I didn’t enjoy some kind of squirming, bittersweet pleasure as I listened in and watched during the ninety-minute drive home.

My other pleasure being far more practical.  The call had certainty lit Lizzy’s sexual fires and as soon as we got home, she dragged me off to bed to make love.  A love making session that, when we’d both cum, finally had us in the right emotional place to talk calmly and honestly about what happened with Marcus just a couple of days ago.

~~~~~    

“So, how was the call with Marcus?” I teased, thinking it best to start on safe ground.  “Speaking as your loving husband, I can say I’m totally okay with you talking to other guys if that’s the kind of benefit I get afterwards!”

That earned me a pillow swat across the head.  A pillow swat and my beautiful wife rolling on top of me and parking her eyes about six inches above my own.  “Oh, you think you’re such a smarty-pants, don’t you, Mr. Alan Andrews!  Well, if you were that smart, maybe your wife wouldn’t have had to spend the night getting her kicks with another guy!”

She’d said it smiling and in jest, but just for a moment I saw doubt in her eyes, like she’d gone too far.

“And what makes you think your smarty-pants husband didn’t enjoy it just as much as you did, my slutty little princess wife!”  Craning up and kissing her softly as my hand rubbed at her nipple, my touch to her boob making it even clearer she’d not gone too far.

We play rolled again until Lizzy was back with her head laying on my chest as I stroked her hair and wondered how long it would be before I could get hard again so I could indulge my favorite hobby all over again.

As I stroked her hair, an idea occurred to me.  While we were on a high, I knew I needed to grab the chance for us to share openly as a couple about what had happened with Marcus.  I’d been planning to do this when I got back from driving Marcus home, but then there had been Lizzy’s meltdown.

Now was the perfect chance and I knew just the two tricks to use – my own mediocre acting skills and our shared love of the TV show Suits.

Putting on my best German accent, I did my best to mimic the inimitable Dr. Stanley Lipschitz – the shrink tasked with fixing the multiple psychological flaws of the show’s Louis Litt character.

“Ah zo, Frau Andrews … zo, I understand from your loving husband zat you had a bit of a, how you zay, ‘roll in ze hay’, with your fantazy lover?  Iz zat currect? Did you have zis ‘roll in ze hay’?”

She raised her head from my chest, turned and looked at me like I was the world’s biggest idiot.  Her face then breaking into a smile – I was an idiot, but I was her idiot and she knew how much I loved her and just what I was doing.  Kissing me softly, she dropped her head back onto my chest and looked away so I couldn’t see her face.

“Oh yes, Doctor … I did have a roll in the hay, and it was fantastic … so amazing I can hardly put it into words…”

“Gut, Fräulein …”

“Oh yes, I definitely felt more of a Fräulein than a Frau that night with Marcus,” she teased, picking up on my incorrect use of German.

“Ah zo … Marcus was ze name of your, how you zay, ‘lover’ … Marcus was the name of your lover when you had your roll in ze hay?”

“Yes, Doctor, that’s right, Marcus was his name…”

“Gut, zo, zo as I can help you and your huzband, I’d like to azk you some questions about zis Marcus man … is zat okay, Fräulein Lizzy?”

“I guess so, Doctor,” she answered, doing some acting of her own now, her voice tiny and shy.  “What exactly is it you want to know, Doctor?”

“Well, Fräulein, the first thing I’d like to know iz … what would you zay are the top three things that you liked about zis Marcus … that you liked about him that he haz but your huzband doez not have … and Fräulein, you described it as ‘amazing’ … you can explain to me what was amazing, yes?”

She giggled – a sound I’ve always loved – and I felt her hand start to gently stroke my sticky, spent cock.  I could tell she was thinking as she made an exaggerated ‘hmm’ sound before going back into character with her sweet little voice.

“Well, Herr Doktor, would it be awful of me to be greedy?”

“You asked for three things Doktor … there was so much I loved about Marcus and what he did to me … I can’t limit myself to three … there’s at least five things I don’t want to tell you, Doktor!”

‘Oh fuck!  Here we go,’ I thought, my cock twitching at the prospect.  Lizzy’s hand no doubt feeling the twitch and almost certainly deciding to go for broke.

“Well, Doktor … firstly, I mean, I love my husband … but he doesn’t have a big, muscly body like Marcus … I mean, Marcus’s body is so amazing … he’s so tall and powerful, his chest and shoulders … he’s got the kind of body us girls dream of!  So masculine, all that strength and muscles … just what we need to keep us safe and to give us strong, healthy offspring…”

‘Fuck!’  I was beginning to wonder if I had the strength for this game!  We were only on the first of Lizzy’s list of five, and my heart was already in my throat, my chest aching and pumping from what she’d said.  The fact my cock was rapidly hardening – and not just from Lizzy’s touch – meant my wife wasn’t going to go easy on me.  I’d asked, and now I’d have to live with the consequences!

“And then, Doktor, there’s also the wonderful, sexy, dark color of Marcus’s skin … it’s an amazing, chocolatey brown … and it looks so sexy and naughty next to my pale skin … opens up all kinds of daydreams and fantasies … all those things us white girls are told we should never do … the people we should never be with … being with Marcus was so wonderfully taboo…”

“Shall we go on, Doktor?” she teased, not even raising her head to look at me.  “Unlike my Marcus, you look a bit pale Doktor.  Shall we go on?”

“Yes!” I squeaked, so stressed and sweaty I slipped out of character as I waited for my wicked wife’s next choice of nail.

“And then, Doktor, there’s my number three … I don’t know the German word for it … here in America we call it cock or dick, shaft or manhood, or sometimes even weenie … and you see, Doktor, sex with my husband has always been ‘nice’…” 

‘Oh fuck, the nice word! Talk about damned by faint praise!’

“… and my Alan has a very nice, normal weenie … but my Marcus has a much, much bigger weenie … in fact, there’s nothing weenie about it … it’s huge … huge and so manly … it stretched me so good, much more than poor Alan ever could … and it’s so beautiful and long, it touched places my Alan could never even dream of touching…”

“Are you okay, Doktor, do you want me to go on?”

That was a damned good question?  Everything I was hearing was wonderfully painful, but also wonderfully hot.  I’d always known about my voyeuristic desires, but I’d never known how these embarrassing, humiliating words would thrill me as much as they hurt.

Lizzy’s question - having come this far, I knew I needed to see it through to the end.  The worst possible thing would be knowing there were things she wanted to tell me but that remained secret and unknown to me.  That would literally be torture to know there were things out there, but not to know what they were!

“Go on,” I whispered, my larynx barely functioning, barely audible to my loving tormentor.

“Thanks, Doc … you know what they say, confession’s good for the soul … talking this all through with you is really helping me … who knows, when I’ve talked it through with you, maybe I’ll have the bravery to talk it through with my husband … although I’m not sure he’d be as understanding as you, Doktor.”

“Go on…”

“Well, Doc … maybe this is the most embarrassing confession of all,” she whispered, her head suddenly by my ear, kissing and nibbling at my ear lobe before looking me in the eye.  “My last two most favorite things about my night with Marcus are linked … sort of…”

Fuck!  She was trying to kill me, dragging it out, making my heart beat even faster as I stared back at her, trying to second guess what she was about to confess to.

“I loved being so naughty,” she grinned, before pausing in made-up thoughtfulness.  “No, I don’t mean naughty … naughty’s dipping your hand in the cookie jar … what I mean, the right word is, SLUTTY … slutty, sleeping with another man … sleeping with another man other than my husband … me, a wife, a mom … letting another man, a young man with a huge cock, fuck me, fuck me hard, fuck me over and over … fuck me and pump his seed deep into my pussy, into my womb…”

She let the words sink in, almost saying it syllable by syllable, her twinkling eyes never straying from mine.  Like some sexual scientist studying their subject. Squeezing her pipette, dropping words in one by one, studying how quickly she could make the color drain from my skin.  Until she’d dropped her last word, her head going back next to my ear as I shivered at what was left to say.  She’d said she had five favorite things, and I’d only counted four.

“And do you know, Doktor, what my most favorite thing of all was?” she whispered, the tip of her tongue having already teased me with a circuit inside my ear.  “My absolute, most favorite-ist of all, of all of these things, Doc, was doing all of this … doing all these things in front of my loving, generous, wonderful husband … having him watch … having him play with his cock … knowing he was enjoying it as much as me … that it wasn’t just my fantasies coming true … knowing we were doing it as a couple … making each other’s sex dreams come true … that was the absolute best…”

We both exploded.  Me exploding, rolling on top of her, pinning her down.  Her exploding in a fit of laughter, the smile on her face telling me she loved the way I was holding her down, holding her helpless.  Both of us knowing what came next.  Both of us knowing we’d do it twice.  Once hard and fast.  Punishment given and happily received.  Then later, tender and loving, a couple celebrating their love and their newly re-invigorated love life.

As we made love, what we didn’t know was how quickly things would move on once again.


Chapter 13

Nov 11, Sunday

Sunday morning, I did the usual wake-up ‘stttrretttccchhh’, reaching across to feel the soft warmth of my beloved - my hands hitting empty space – she wasn’t there!

Always an early bird, much more so than me, I raised my head and smelled the incomparable aroma of morning coffee wafting down the hall. 

Throwing on a robe, I thought maybe I could surprise her and we could have some more fun.  Although passing the bathroom reminded me of less fun thoughts and I stopped to slip the Plan B I’d bought on Friday into my robe pocket, counting the days on my fingers.  Three days from Thursday night, we had until the end of today for my beloved to do the necessary, so we didn’t risk a rather awkward conversation with our two grown-up daughters.  (‘Hey Carmina, hey Holly, would you mind mixing up a little baby-sitting with your reading week?  Yes, yes, I know … his skin and hair are a little different than yours … genetics, hey! So damned complex…’  Not exactly a conversation Lizzy or I wanted anytime soon.)

Plan B thoughts could wait a while.  Barefoot, I padded my way silently into the kitchen, happy to see that as usual Lizzy was sitting at the central island with her back to the door.  Looking out the patio door, deep in thought, collecting herself for the day ahead.

Just as I stepped inside, Lizzy’s phone pinged with a message.

Who on earth would be texting at this time – it wasn’t even seven a.m. yet!

It certainly wouldn’t be either of the girls – they took after me, not their mom.  And I couldn’t think of any of Lizzy’s friends who’d text her this early.  Which only left one prime candidate – the EMT whose twenty-four-hour shift finished at six-thirty a.m.!

Knowing he was texting Lizzy sent a shock of nervous energy through my whole body.  Who needed a caffeine hit with a lifestyle like this?  Another positive, it distracted Lizzy from my approach as I breathed quietly and moved as soundlessly to look over her shoulder.

M:  Morning Gorgeous ;-) …. How did you sleep last night?  How was Alan and your meal with the girls?  Just finishing up my shift here and heading home for some sleep? M xx

Standing behind Lizzy and reading the message myself, I couldn’t see her face, but I could sense her smile as she read her young admirer’s message several times, before looking out the window as she pondered her answer.

L: ‘Morning Gorgeous’ … well, starting the day with a compliment like that is very nice indeed … so, thank you … thank you Mr. Handsome … the meal was lovely thanks … it’s always wonderful to see the girls … how was your shift?  Quiet, I hope?  You must be beat … make sure to get some rest and take proper care of yourself! L xx

M:  Shift was fine, nice and quiet … thanks for asking … I’ll make sure to get some good rest … I wouldn’t want to argue with my bossy new friend!  Normally I’m out like a light … but I’m not feeling sleepy today, I think I’m going to find it difficult to sleep!  Don’t know what might have brought this on?  Wonder if it’s that I can’t stop thinking of that Bossy New Friend of mine!  Makes it real difficult to sleep!  Any advice, my ‘BNF’?

There was no hesitation or need to think and look out the window now, Lizzy responded instantly, and even without seeing her face, I could feel the energy pouring off her body as they got into a serious flirt exchange.  And all before seven in the morning!  Leaving her poor husband with a very stiff cock and a chest that thought it might explode.

L:  Bossy!!  You ain’t seen nothing yet!  Have you any idea what it takes to keep two teenage daughters in line?  Mister, you better do as your told … you better believe it! 

Barrel one delivered, my beautiful, smart, ‘not to be messed with’ wife delivered barrel two before poor Marcus had a chance to draw breath.

L: BNF! Is that all I am to you?  What happened to ‘Gorgeous’?  Think I prefer ‘Gorgeous’ ;-)  … And as for the lack of sleep, maybe you need to stop thinking about me and ‘take yourself in hand’ for a few seconds, so you can sleep better ;-)  L xx

M:  Well, that’s an idea!  Just to help me sleep, you understand!  So, tell me, Mrs. Gorgeous … purely hypothetically, if I do take myself in hand to rub one out, would it be okay if I pictured in my mind a certain super-hottie gorgeous lady while I w***.  Would that be okay with her, do you think?  Do you think she’d see that as a compliment or think it gross? M xx

L: Oooo!  Well, that’s a good question … I think she’d have mixed feelings … part of her might see it as a compliment … but part of her might think ‘what a waste’ … why doesn’t he keep it so he’s got more for when he next sees Mrs. Gorgeous … L xx

M: So, there’s going to be a next time!  You think Mrs. Gorgeous might be interested in seeing this humble, simple EMT again?

L: Oh, I think there’s a fair chance ..,. but if she really is that bossy, she probably wants the humble, simple EMT to work a little harder before she agrees to meet him again, L xx

M:  Message received and understood … as advice, you know, on what Mrs. Gorgeous might think? M xx

After Marcus’s final flirty text, their exchange moved back into more normal territory.  A little bit of anticlimax for me (what a confession for a husband to have to make!) and I’m sure they felt the same. 

Maybe this was inevitable, as short of Marcus hot footing it over to our place right now, there wasn’t anywhere much else for him to take their flirty text flow.  Anything more graphic would have felt a little gross and out of place and would likely have just taken him backwards and he was smart enough to realize this.

So, with Lizzy still smiling and staring at her phone as they continued to text about everyday stuff, I reversed course and pretended to be asleep when half-an-hour later Lizzy brought me breakfast in bed.  And having chatted to me as she replenished my energy levels, she then proceeded to undo all her good work, ravishing me within an inch of my life before kissing me softly and heading off on her Sunday chores.

As her delectable ass wiggled its way out of the room, having milked me totally dry, I thought what a terrible place we’d reached in our marriage.  Married for twenty plus years, a poor husband working his socks off to support a wife and put his daughters through college, and he had to put up with this kind of abuse on his day off!  ‘So much for sexual equality.’ I grinned to myself.  Wondering when Marcus would text again to apply such an unfortunate spark to my wife’s libido.

The other upside of all this was that I managed to get Lizzy to take her Plan B tablet.  Always a good marital negotiator, I made her swallow it and stick out her tongue as proof before I gave her the benefit of my normal-sized cock.  Although I swear that as she came there was a look in her eye that suggested she may have been thinking of another, slightly different cock.

~~~~~    

The rest of Sunday was a real mixed bag.  Lizzy had normal household chores and so did I, but we came together for a light lunch and then – chores completed – treated ourselves to dinner and a trip to the movies.

Doing our separate chores, our paths would occasionally cross.  As Lizzy had said nothing about her long flirty text exchange with Marcus, I kept a close eye on her.  Maybe even being as ungallant as to invent quite a few trips to the kitchen or the living room that weren’t strictly speaking wholly necessary!

In the morning, I didn’t see anything interesting or untoward.  Making me embarrassingly disappointed, only cheering myself up when I reminded myself Marcus had been on call for twenty-four- hours and, however keen he was on Lizzy, he’d need at least a few hours rest before he resumed the chase!

Bang! Right on cue, I was just leaving the kitchen around two p.m. when Lizzy’s phone pinged.  As I was nearly out the room, she wasn’t too guarded or embarrassed.  She made it look natural as she turned away so she could read the text without me seeing her face.  But her turn wasn’t quick enough to stop me seeing the beginnings of a smile – telling me beyond doubt the sender!

A few more texts followed – Lizzy telling me nothing of these – and by the time we’d done our chores to earn our dinner and movie date, Lizzy seemed extra happy and extra jaunty.  There was a real spring in her step and flirtiness in her demeanor all through dinner and the film.

I couldn’t help but notice a lack of texts.  The thought that Lizzy had probably told Marcus, ‘Keep it down, I’m out with Alan,’ putting lead in my pencil for some inexplicable reason.  It was like there was some bizarre thrill from stealing my own wife away from the guy who’d been pursuing her all day!  I know, I know … go figure!

But even this strange, arousing thought was put into the shade by two later events. 

When we got home, Lizzy thought I was busy sending some late-night emails and so she thought she was safe.  Which meant, when I wandered past the bedroom door, I caught her at her dressing table smiling to herself, as she stared at her phone and thumbed out a reply. 

And from the amount of time she spent scrolling back and forth, I knew beyond any doubt I’d been flattering myself earlier.  She’d not told Marcus to stop texting -   she’d been enjoying his texts too much for that.  Instead, she’d just warned him her replies would be delayed.  Then put her phone on silent mode for the four hours she wouldn’t be able to reply to her lover’s messages.

How stupid did I feel about how I’d congratulated myself earlier that I’d stolen my wife’s attention away from her new admirer for the whole evening!  Turns out she’d just found a way to have her cake and eat it too.  A nice romantic evening with hubby, followed by an equally romantic text assignation with her big-bodied, big-cocked EMT suitor.

But she wasn’t the only one having their cake and eating it.  I’d enjoyed the secret thrill of knowing what had been going on all day between them, and then I got to end the day being ravished by my horny wife for the second time in one day!

I had to grin.  The only person not getting any was poor old Marcus!  Not only was he not getting any, but he was also back working a killer full day shift from early Monday morning. 

Monday was back to work – both Lizzy and I facing work backlogs as we’d skipped work after the momentous Thursday night events with Marcus.

Being on the other side of town to Lizzy, and knowing she worked in a school office where it was normal to make and receive texts, I had no doubts at all that she and Marcus would be exchanging flirty texts during the quieter parts of his shift.

But what I wasn’t ready for was what greeted me when I finally got home at around six that Monday evening.


Chapter 14

Nov 12, Monday

When I first entered the house on Monday evening, nothing seemed untoward.  Lizzy was in the kitchen, the smell of curry wafting towards me having a double or triple effect.

It certainly made me happy and hungry – Lizzy knew it was my favorite.  But it also put me slightly on edge.  Lizzy is fine eating curry, but she hates having the strong smell lingering around the house. 

Over the years she’s developed a habit of only cooking me my favorite curry when she needs me to be in an extra good mood.  A fender bender, a prolonged visit from her parents (her mom’s fine, it’s her dad I can’t abide) or the time she foolishly switched some of her 401K into tech stocks the day before the stock tanked.  You get the picture.

And when she stopped her stirring and turned to face me, I instantly knew it was going to be another of those conversations.  Bearing in mind the man who’d dominated our lives since we’d met him only four days before, it was incredibly likely that Lizzy’s nervous look has something to do with Marcus.

For what seemed an eternity, she just looked at me – my own wary, nervous expression told her I knew something was up. 

I couldn’t bear it anymore. “Out with it!”

“Don’t be like that!” she said, responding to my slightly irked tone.

“Sorry,” I apologized, meaning it, not having intended to be aggressive, it was just my nerves. 

“It’s been a long day at work … what is it, hun?  Is it something to do with Marcus?” I asked, honestly not knowing if her answer would leave me excited, disappointed or upset.

“How did you know?” she asked, seeming genuinely surprised.

“Sweetheart,” I grinned, “you’ve been so wrapped up in your secret Marcus texting that you didn’t notice I clocked what was going on right from the get go!”

She blushed, for once speechless.

“Even on Sunday, you were so wrapped up in him I could stand right next to you, reading them over your shoulder … ‘Lizzy, my BNF, my bossy new friend,’” I teased.

“Why didn’t you say anything? Spying on me like that!” she blushed, looking slightly angry but knowing she really had no right.

“Because it was more fun not to say?” I chuckled.  “Besides, he was doing all the work, and I was getting all the benefits!”

Lizzy’s face still looked nervous, but before I could worry anymore, she blurted it out.  “He’s asked me out, for a second date!”

“And you’re surprised?” I teased, enjoying keeping her on the back foot.  “He told me Friday morning he wanted to … and, by all accounts, he told you even earlier … Thursday night when you guys made love during the night!”

For a minute I thought Lizzy was going to explode at me for not sharing these twin pieces of information until now.  But then I saw her expression change as she realized there were larger topics to focus on.

“He wants to go out dancing tomorrow, but I can’t tomorrow as we’ve got a school open house in the evening … and I know Wednesday and Thursday are no-go for you with your clients in town those days…”

I looked quizzically at her, not understanding the problem.  “So Friday then, what’s wrong with Friday?”

“Friday my monthly will have started…”

Lifting the calendar off the wall, she laid it down on the kitchen island between us.  “Then by the time my monthly’s finished, the girls will be back for Thanksgiving weekend, then when they’re back at college, Marcus starts his three-day shift-rest-shift period … so it would be nearly three weeks before we can get together…”

“And?” I asked, unable to resist teasing her, wondering if this was the same woman who’d had such doubts on Friday morning.  I guess it is true what they say, about absence making the heart (or other parts of the anatomy!) grow stronger.

“Don’t be mean,” she replied, her eyes momentarily flaring with genuine hurt, “it was you who wanted to start this game…”

‘And now you’re worried your toys are about to be taken away,’ was what I playfully thought but wasn’t stupid enough to say, my last semi-mean thought before I returned to type, trying to help my upset wife find a solution.

“Okay, I’m sorry, hun … you know me, sometimes I’m too flippant.  So, what is it you’re worried about?  And what is it you’d like…?” I tried to ask before her anxiety cut me short.

“I’m worried he’ll lose interest … find someone else … someone younger, more available…”

‘I doubt that, this guy’s seriously smitten,’ was another thought I had to swallow, focusing instead on what she’d only half let me ask.  “So, honey, do you have a suggested solution to the problem?  You normally have some kind of plan…”

She blushed and started nervously chewing her lip – never a good sign.

“You’re not going to like my suggestion,” she started, her opaqueness driving me crazy as she paused and gathered her courage.  “How about we meet up on Wednesday and then you join us when you can … after your client meeting…?”

She looked relieved at having finally gotten it out.  But the way she was looking at me told me that, even though her desires were different right now, together for twenty years, she was thinking the same as me right now.  ‘Is this really something we’re comfortable with?  One night with the guy and now we trust him enough for Lizzy to have a solo date with him?  Is this for real?  Is this what we do now?  Who we are?  Happy to take these kinds of risks?’

I could see it in her dilated pupils – in her wide, burning eyes.  She thought the same as me, but she couldn’t think of another way to square the circle.  To give her what she so desperately craved.

And right now, she wasn’t the only one letting her passions dominate her commonsense.  So help me God, my cock was painfully hard and I was letting my little head outweigh my real brain.

I knew it was wrong – Lizzy had called my reaction right – but I found the combination of her excitement and the wrongness of the whole idea irresistibly attractive.  I knew it was dangerous and I knew it was wrong.  But without a shadow of a doubt, I knew I’d agree to the idea before the evening was out.

For the next hour we went back and forth discussing it, but in truth less than half my brain was taking in the words we spoke.  The majority of my brain was focused on all the subliminal messages Lizzy was sending out.  She was saying the same words as me – ‘I’m not sure’, ‘we need to be careful’, ‘he seems a nice guy, but do we really know?’ – but her body and whole persona was buzzing with an energy and excitement that was off the charts.

Seeing this primal, raw energy almost consuming her did two things to me.  It excited me – I loved to see Lizzy this way, and after all, wasn’t that what this whole thing was about?  But it also silenced any voices in my head trying to nix the idea of them dating alone before I joined later.  Nixing it because a part of me was afraid of what Lizzy might do if I denied her this thing.  Maybe not today, not tomorrow … but further down the road if we couldn’t find a way to get with Marcus soon, would she go behind my back and do it anyway? 

Before the last few days, I’d have said, “Absolutely not.”  That this just wasn’t who Lizzy was.  But seeing the way she’d lost herself in her fantasy and in Marcus the actual man, and seeing the need like a radiant solar flare on her skin – right now I wasn’t so sure.

Two sets of lust and one set of fear – I think we both knew it in our hearts.  We could have saved ourselves an hour of debate as the die was already cast the moment Marcus judged the time right to ask for a second meeting with Lizzy.

~~~~~    

Tuesday night, when she got back from her school’s open day, Lizzy was as horny as hell from the anticipation of what I’d agreed to let her and Marcus do the following night.  But once we’d made love and she was less shot through with dopamine, she had another round of doubts.

“Alan, is this who we are now?  Are we just another one of those couples who party hard, use sex as a drug and start drifting apart, neglecting their love and own relationship?”

“Wow!” I replied in genuine shock, rolling her over so I could see the fear in her eyes and apply some TLC triage.  “Sweetheart, just where the hell did that come from?  Point one, plenty of couples add a little spice to their love lives and still live happily ever after!  What’s smarter, to play a little or pretend the excitement’s still as strong as in the early years?  And point two, aren’t you getting ahead of yourself a little?  We’ve met with Marcus just once, and all we’re doing right now is agreeing to a second date.  It’s not like we’re inviting him to become a core part of our lives or anything!  It’s just a second date!”

That seemed to comfort her as she gave me the sweetest of smiles.  I’ve always loved the situations where I’m able to fix Lizzy’s problems or make her feel better when she’s been worrying about one of life’s little problems.  And right now, my words had the desired effect. 

But as we continued to look at each other, I think we both knew it was at best only a half-truth to call this ‘just a second date.’ 

The intensity of what had happened between the two of them on that first night, the barriers Lizzy had broken down, the many hours of text flirting.  No, we both were being only half-honest with ourselves when we quietened our fears with the ‘just second date’ fig leaf.

~~~~~    

Wednesday, we were both nervous as hell.  Lizzy kept texting me for comfort and reassurance.  A big part of me felt just as nervous as Lizzy, but part of me chuckled at the irony.  The last few days she’d been wrapped up in another type of text!  And now Marcus was probably on text starvation rations!  

As an architect, I wasn’t under close supervision and was expected to often be emailing or texting.  But being in school admin, Lizzy’s direct supervisor, Claire, sat directly opposite her.  So even though, as long as the work got done, Claire was pretty relaxed about personal calls and texts - there was definitely a limit. 

So right now, Lizzy was so tied up texting me, it was a racing certainty Marcus was probably sitting and pouting somewhere wondering why his date for the evening seemed so much less chatty than before.

The texts between Lizzy and I were a mix of me reassuring her and confirming the practical details.  The deal we’d agreed – for safety and also as I didn’t want to be left out – was that Lizzy would share the name of the club they were going to (thankfully far from the normal areas we went to) and their approximate schedule.  An early dinner at around six, dancing at the club around seven-thirty and back to our place by about ten-thirty.  So that poor old hubby could watch, get involved and generally make sure it wasn’t just the two of them having their fun tonight.

Lizzy seemed to have finally calmed down by about five – texting me she was back home starting to prepare for her date – and it was now my turn to have second thoughts and get an attack of jelly belly.  Feelings and doubts that went into turbo-overdrive when Lizzy texted me two selfies by the front door ready to go out.

My jelly belly started the moment I looked at the first selfie she sent me.  Her fears had definitely been gobbled up by her excitement now.  I couldn’t remember the last time I’d seen a smile that big on her face, a thought that left me both jealous and hard! 

She was wearing a top I didn’t recognize, a semi-transparent black crop top that stopped about three inches above her belly button.  Paired with a sexy black strapless bra, it took my breath away, showing off her sexy flat tummy and generous cleavage to absolute perfection! 

The only thing that irked me being where and when she’d acquired such an item.  It made me question whether she’d really been as nervous as she’d made out these last two days.  A woman who bought an item like that obviously wasn’t that nervous!  Maybe it had all just been for show - to reassure me and make me feel more needed!

Below the sheer black-crop top Lizzy was wearing a skirt so tiny and sexy that she’d only previously ever worn it in the privacy of our bedroom!  Fuck!  But at least it was something I, rather than Marcus, had purchased for her!  The little black stretchy Spandex mini skirt – all nine to ten inches of it, more of a micro-mini than a mini – barely covered Lizzy’s hips and the first couple of inches of her thighs. 

It was as hot as hell and made me think of just how much Marcus and all the other men in the club would love how it showed off Lizzy’s long legs and soft thighs.  Long legs that would look even sexier due to the four-inch black heels she was wearing to complete her outfit.

‘Wish me luck!  Hope you like the outfit!  The top was a gift from the Houston ambulance service!  Thanks for being so patient with me :-)  Love you, L x’

At least the first half of the message put my mind at rest about Lizzy only pretending to be nervous.  She’d not been playing me and making secret shopping trips.  The second half of the message made me well up with love for this wonderful woman, her love for me and genuine thanks oozing off the screen. 

It made me realize how lucky we were as a couple that we didn’t need to lead a dull, middle-aged love life.  It made me so happy that Lizzy was open-minded enough that we could live out our shared fantasies together.  Something so many couples struggled with.

It also made me realize that my evening of wining and dining our client was going to be a helluva long evening.  My mind in permanent revolt against thoughts of facades, zoning laws and design fees.  My mind wanting nothing more than to end the evening so I could race home and be part of whatever stage of love games Lizzy and Marcus had gotten into by then.


Chapter 15

Nov 14, Wednesday

After Lizzy’s happy, excited call, I had an hour to kill before my dinner meeting.

I tried to take my mind off all the things I’d be missing until Lizzy and Marcus arrived home by working.  But after ten minutes trying, flipping between different activities each time I failed to focus, I gave in to the unequal battle and headed over to the hotel bar where we’d be eating around six.

The beer tasted good, not the least because savoring its taste and the mental pleasure of a ‘well-earned’ end of day beer put me in a happy, stress-free place for just a few moments.

But it didn’t last, however hard I tried to avoid them, I found myself unable to stop thinking about three aspects of our new lifestyle.  Aspects which buzzed around my head like three angry hornets.

Even as I stressed myself out, there was an irony here that didn’t escape me.  The night before, after our post-PTA love making, Lizzy had been the one in danger of getting cold feet.  I’d had to play the role of comforter, telling her it would all be okay. 

Now, here I was just twenty-four hours later, and I was the one in danger of getting cold feet.  And who was here to comfort me and tell me it would all work out fine?  Certainly not Lizzy, she was busy driving down the I45 for dinner and a night of fun with her big-bodied, big-cocked black lover!

If I’d been in a different mood, I might have seen the funny side.  But as it was, my mind was way too preoccupied by those angry hornets of anxiety buzzing inside my head to see anything remotely humorous about my current predicament.

The first thing I couldn’t drag my mind away from was just how very, very different this second night felt compared to that first night with Marcus. 

Was that night really only six days ago? Only six days - it felt like the world had shifted on its axis in the space of those few, short days. 

That first night and tonight felt like they’d been pulled from two totally different worlds.  Last Thursday had been a Lizzy and Alan production, with Marcus only the actor we’d randomly met and selected to play the role of ‘love interest’ - Lizzy’s fantasy lover. 

But even just six days on, tonight felt very different.  Tonight felt like a Marcus and Lizzy production which I’d agreed to - provided that the two of them promised me a front row seat for the second half of their evening.

This huge difference between last week and this week left me feeling emotionally confused.  Part of me was scared by my loss of control compared to last week, but part of me found this same loss of control strangely liberating.  Freed of the need to organize, or be the one to make sure Lizzy had a good time, I could sit back and indulge my voyeuristic kink. 

Some days it was good to be the leading man or the director – but to have a day off or a sabbatical every so often wasn’t a bad thing!

If this was my first angry hornet, the second was partly physical and partly psychological.  However hard I tried, I couldn’t concentrate on the NBA replay playing on the big screen above the hotel bar. 

I kept asking myself if Lizzy was so into black guys and black guys with big bodies, how the hell had she ended up choosing me?  When she’d dated and married me, she couldn’t have found a guy more dissimilar to Marcus and guys like him.  Over six-foot, ridiculously broad and muscular with dark skin and an intimidating presence – I was the polar opposite. 

My family name of Andrews might be as Anglo and Mayflower as you can get, but in my case, the mixing of Anglo and Italian blood had given me pale skin, a slightly hooked nose, generally mousey features and a build that was well-suited to my sedentary occupation.

I knew in my heart that none of us get it all when we choose our mates.  But still, for any man, the thought that you’re hugely different to your wife’s fantasy man that she’s dreamed about since her girly adolescence is a sobering thought.  And one that had me looking several times at my own image in the full-length bar mirror. 

‘Love, laughs and respect are what it’s about, Alan, old man,’ I told myself.  And I knew I was fully correct.  But that burrowing, wriggling little worm of worry just wouldn’t go away.

The third buzzing hornet had been buzzing all day.  In fact, longer than that.  It had been buzzing since Tuesday night after we’d made love and Lizzy’s initial excitement about her second date with Alan had changed to worry.

I’d comforted her and gotten her over that particular emotional hump by telling her, ‘Honey, it’s only a second date … it’s not like you’re agreeing to date the guy or meet him again…’

Lizzy had accepted my reassurances, but neither she nor I had really believed those words for a moment!  From what we’d all seen on that first night, all three of us knew where this thing was headed. 

The chemistry at the club … the lung-busting, ear-shattering climaxes … the slow, tender way they’d made love when they’d thought I was asleep … the way Lizzy had needed one last fuck before her conquering hero set sail for his EMT duties … it all added up to one thing.  Unless something seriously unexpected happened tonight, tonight wasn’t just some random second date.  It was the start of something that would grow and likely become a significant part of our lives.

The exact shape and level of significance – who the hell knew!  But the direction of travel … no, Lizzy and I had been less than honest with ourselves when we’d verbalized tonight as ‘just a second date’ … a truth we both knew but which neither of us was ready to face-up to right now.

~~~~~    

“Alan!  You look a million miles away!”

I jumped a foot in the air.  He’d really startled me.  It was Trevor Jones, the client I was meeting for dinner and drinks.

“Sorry, Trevor,” I apologized, “you’re not wrong … I was somewhere else … what’ll you have to drink?”

Trevor was based in a sleepy town in East Texas and was well known in the industry for loving his quarterly trips into the big city – which was why dinner would definitely become dinner and drinks.  He held sway over large budgets for one of Texas’ largest property developers, and other architectural practices went even further.  Trevor liked his trips to the ‘Gentleman’s Clubs’ and strip joints that often oiled the wheels of commerce.  I’d marked his card on that front several years ago, so he knew dinner and drinks was his limit for his quarterly meetings with me.

The evening really dragged – I so wanted to be somewhere else.  Not just thinking about Lizzy and Marcus, but able to see what they were doing. 

For sure, there was a gut-twisting, chest-pounding excitement about not knowing what they were doing.  But being able to see what was happening between them would have been a million times better in terms of excitement and also in stilling that little babbling brook of fears that was always bubbling away at the back of my head.

Unless you’ve experienced it, it’s difficult to fully understand what it feels like to know that, after a lifetime of faithfulness and focusing all her love and attention on you, your wife is out with another man.  Out with him in both the physical and emotional sense.  Her smile and beautiful eyes directed to him, not you.  Her mind fully occupied thinking how attracted to him she is and smiling to herself as she imagines what she’ll do to him later and let him do to her.  Her mind, at best, only fleetingly thinking of you – her mind pretty much totally taken up with the new man who’s entered her life.

If you’re one of that rare breed (or maybe not so rare according to Mrs. Nancy Friday and her book), all these thoughts and fears make your cock hard but also tear at your heart and mind.  So hot, but also latching onto every insecurity you ever felt about your looks, attractiveness to the opposite sex and performance in bed.

All these thoughts pounded though my head while Trevor rambled on about himself.  He was definitely a pussy-whipped husband.  I’d only met his wife once at an industry awards ceremony, but that had been enough!  So maybe listening to him jabber away during one of his few nights of freedom was some kind of social service!  Refreshing him sufficiently to go back and face the dragon that dominated his unhappy domestic existence!

Dinner was done by seven-thirty – Trevor ordered and ate quickly, keen to hit the bar, no doubt planning to head off to one of the city’s more exotic entertainment establishments once I’d oiled him up a bit and headed home.

As we moved over to the hotel bar, I tried not to look at my watch too often (way to make a client feel special!), but it was really hard.  The more minutes that passed, the surer I was that things would have gotten physical between Lizzy and Marcus as they danced close.

They’d certainly be sharing long, lingering kisses – they’d done that even on the evening they’d met, even after just a few minutes of knowing each other. And now they were lovers and had spent the last week winding each other up with non-stop flirty texts, who knows what the two of them would be doing?

The way Lizzy had dressed – her top showing the shape of her boobs and cleavage and a skirt so short it was more of a large belt – was designed to fire up the male juices of her large-bodied black lover. 

As I downed another Jack and Coke, I was sweating at the thought that the only practical limits to what would be happening between the two of them right now was what the club security staff would and wouldn’t allow.  And, bearing in mind the club they’d chosen was in one of the seedier parts of the city, I was pretty sure the security staff were pretty liberal in what they’d allow!

Finally enough time had passed.  It was just coming up to ten – I’d done my corporate duty, entertaining the mind-numbingly tedious Mr. Trevor Jones.  Making my excuses, telling him what a great night I’d had and that I couldn’t wait until he was back in town, I shook hands with the gullible Mr. Jones and asked the hotel doorman to get me a cab.

Sitting on the rear bench, loosening my tie and wondering just how much I’d drunk, I set off back home wondering how the rest of the evening was going to play out.  The only good thing about all the booze I’d consumed was that it had deadened all those nagging voices of doubt.  Right now, it was my hard cock that had control of my personal steering wheel.  I knew that would change as the booze wore off, but for now I was in a hiccupping, blissful state of sexual expectation. 


Chapter 16

Nov 14, Wednesday

Thankfully, I didn’t have long to wait between arriving home and hearing their arrival in the driveway.  By the sound of them, I wasn’t the only one who’d been drinking.

The car engine and headlights alerted me first.  Pulling the drapes back, I saw their Uber backing out the drive, the two of them illuminated in its headlights, arm-in-arm, giggly and loud.

Shit!  What if their noise travels enough to alert the neighbors!  What the hell would the neighbors make of Lizzy – mom, stalwart of the local school and community – clinging to the arm of a two-seventy-pound black male ten years her junior.  Clinging to his arm, giggling fit to burst and kitted out in heels and a mini skirt that barely covered her stocking tops.  Damn, I prayed they had better things to do – the sight I was staring at would make the year’s best gossip.

“We’re home!” my wife’s giddy, high-pitched voice shrieked about two seconds after I’d heard the metal-on-metal rubbing sounds of a slightly inebriated wife struggling to put the key in the hole.  No doubt in a few moments another key would be finding a hole, and this time I was sure Marcus would be far more adept than she’d been.

“We’re home, baby!” she beamed, standing in the living room doorway, Marcus standing directly behind her, his arms wrapped tight around her waist, the two of them appearing as one.  “Any chance of a drink, baby?”

I could have gently suggested a pause on the alcohol front, but I felt I was on shaky ground as I was nursing another Jack and Coke, so I headed into the kitchen to do the necessaries.

When I returned, I found them still standing, but now they’d moved into the living room. 

Lizzy had now turned to face her big-bodied black lover.  His arms hadn’t moved, they were still tight around her waist, but her arms had now moved to form a pale, feminine band of flesh looped around the back of Marcus’s ridiculously fat neck.

“Ahhum,” I coughed, breaking their smoochy kiss as they both looked at me as I held two glasses towards them. “Drink anyone?”

“Maybe in a minute,” the giant young EMT smiled, gently turning Lizzy by the hips until she was back facing towards me.  “I think for now me and your beautiful wife got ourselves other priorities…”

His hands had been left and right on her hips, but now he grinned at me as he inched them across into the middle of Lizzy’s tummy.  The design of sheer black crop top he’d bought her meaning there was no stupid fabric to stop me seeing what he wanted me to see.  The heart-stoppingly erotic sight of his large brown hands rubbing at the soft, pale flesh of my wife’s smooth, flat tummy.  The flesh that had ballooned outward when she’d carried our two daughters’ little bodies, the flesh that covered her love canal and womb.

“Isn’t her tummy so sexy, Alan,” he grinned, his hands rubbing away in the most suggestive of ways.  “And Alan, you know what your beautiful wife wants more than anything else in the world right now?  She wants me to take her down the hall and sink my long, fat, black cock all the way deep into her pussy…”

Fuck, this was all so hot!  In my half-cut state, none of the last time’s annoying doubts and fears interrupted my kinky, wife-watching pleasure … it was all just pure, unadulterated, high-octane eroticism.

I felt like my body was about to explode as the blood rushed to my cock and my reddened face.

“What’s wrong, Alan?  Too much talking for you?  Didn’t you tell me I was quiet last time?  Thought I’d do something about that,” he chuckled, still rubbing the space between Lizzy’s belly button and pussy.

Why was he making such a big deal of it?  I’d said lots of things in the car, why had he homed in on that?  Did he think that me saying I’d been surprised a guy looking like him was so quiet and polite was some kind of affront to his masculinity?

How much was this the booze talking and how much was the change because he felt on firmer ground?  All the text exchanges with Lizzy and their earlier dinner and dancing, convincing him he didn’t need to be on his best behavior, that he could show us parts of himself he’d kept hidden last week.  A thought that made me shiver with anxiety at things we might discover tonight.

“And her boobs are pretty great as well, Alan, don’t you think?” he chortled, distracting me from my fears as he used only one hand to unhook the clips and let Lizzy’s strapless bra fall between her feet. 

“I’m gonna love watching these puppies swinging back and forth while I bang your wife from behind!” he told me, his eyes never leaving mine as he cupped and squeezed them in turn. 

“Still okay, Alan … you don’t mind me talking about your hot, slutty wife like that, do you?  Or would you rather I go back to being ‘quiet and polite’ Marcus?  Are you more comfortable with that version of me?” he teased, now cupping both of Lizzy’s boobs so he could roll and squeeze her nipples as well.  “FYI, Lizzy prefers the noisier Marcus … she doesn’t dig polite when she’s with me … she wants caveman … caveman and rough, urgent fucking … rough urgent fucking until she cums all over my cock…”

Fuck, I was so conflicted by how he was behaving.  It was hot – I had no doubts a big-bodied, big dicked black caveman was exactly what my wife’s fantasies demanded right now.  But he was right, him behaving like this was so different than the man we’d invited into our bedroom a week ago.

Last week he’d hardly said five words to me, focused as he was on making a good impression and reserving all his attention for his and Lizzy’s physical games.

But now that was all changing before my eyes.  He was involving me in a way I’d not expected.  Like last week, I’d wanted to watch and be physically involved.  But I’d not expected being involved this way, and it left me torn between excitement and feeling disoriented and embarrassed.

“What da ya think, Lizzy?  Shall we put on a nice little show for Alan?  Would that make him hot and hard, da ya reckon?”

Lizzy giggled, her eyes smiling as she now joined Marcus in looking directly at me.  But she didn’t speak, she just moaned from the way the young black EMT was roughly pulling at her teats – now fully swollen and sticking out a good half inch.

Dropping his right hand back down, without breaking eye contact, he lifted the hem of her excuse for a skirt.  Lifted it right up so I could see she was bare.  And I do mean bare, she’d shaved away her normally tidy little landing strip in preparation for her date.

“Don’t worry, Alan, she had panties on at the club to protect her modesty and honor … we don’t want any old slimeball looking at Lizzy’s charms … that’s just for me and you, right!  She took her panties off in the Uber so we could fool around a little … not that they were much use by then, anyway … so damned damp, like a drowned rag, she’s so hot for my big cock after all our dancing…”

“Hasn’t our girl got the prettiest little puss?” he smiled as his index finger started rubbing at her little nub, making her hand clutch at his forearm as the wave of pleasure briefly weakened her legs.  Nipples being played like pinball flippers, her clit being expertly stroked, I was amazed she could stand up at all. 

And I had to agree with the suddenly talkative young EMT, Lizzy’s flowered and needy looking pussy did look incredibly erotic.  I was so tempted to fall to my knees and lap at the fully blooming flower of her pussy like I’d done so often before.  It was only the fact she was cradled in another man’s arms that stopped me, and if I’d been maybe one drink more cut I might well have done it despite Marcus’s presence.

“Time for the main show, Al … time for me to give your beautiful wife what she’s been thinking of all night … what she’s been thinking of ever since you drove me home last Thursday,” he chuckled to himself, leading her over to the solid oak coffee table.  A family present for our first wedding anniversary, that until now, had felt nothing more onerous than our two young daughters’ play fighting or entertaining us with their youthful Britney and Taylor S. renditions. 

“What da ya reckon, Al?  Da ya think it’ll take our weight?  You know, when I’m fucking her really fast and hard?” he chuckled, not even looking at me as he concentrated on gathering more couch cushions to make a little nest for Lizzy’s ass and back.

“Guess there’s only one way to find out,” he teased as he helped her down onto the table.

~~~~~     

Last week, they’d started in our bedroom in private and I’d only joined them later.  But this week, the newly talkative and emboldened Marcus wanted to fuck Lizzy right in front of me right from the get-go.

Laying her down gently on the assorted cushions I’d managed to assemble into an impromptu mattress, he didn’t bother with the social niceties of removing clothing.  The skimpiness of Lizzy’s outfit was the perfect aid for speed.  He pulled her sheer black crop top up over her heaving breasts.  Then rolled up the stretchy material of her mini skirt until it resembled nothing more than an inch-thick black Spandex worm encircling her waist.

With her body now fully on display, Lizzy’s delicious boobs moved up and down in time with her panting desire, my wife unable to take her eyes off her lover as he tore off his top and stepped out of his pants.

Kneeling between her legs, he grabbed her hips to pull them right to the edge of the table so he could hold his huge shaft and use it to smack on Lizzy’s clit and flowered pussy.

As if she didn’t look vulnerable enough, he used his free left hand to grasp both her wrists and pull them high above her head.

“This what you want?” he asked, his face suddenly turning serious as he stopped his pussy smacking.  Proudly holding his huge, veiny cock right in front of her, pulling his foreskin back, so Lizzy could see how swollen and wet his cockhead was for her.

“This what you want?” he repeated in a stern voice, giving her a hard and unyielding look. 

Lizzy’s face was flushed with desire, her eyes blazing with lust and carnal need.  “Yes,” she hissed, staring back at him as if the black EMT and his cock were the center of her universe.

“Been thinking of this big black cock of mine all week, have you?  Been thinking of me all week?”

“You know I have,” desperation now obvious in her voice as Marcus was now rubbing his thick shaft up and down the whole length of Lizzy’s pussy, but only with the tiniest of touches to her clit, toying with her like a pusher keeping an addict just the wrong side of high.

“Well,” he chuckled, his face finally breaking into a smile, “better not keep the lady waiting … like we said, better put that show on for your hubby…”

~~~~~    

Teasing finally over, Marcus put a hand on each hip, lifted her ass up to get the perfect angle, then slowly sank all nine-inches of his wrist-thick cock into Lizzy’s pussy.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, hyperventilating as she stared almost in disbelief down between her legs at the size of the freight train slowly being forced into her tunnel.

“Forget how big I am?” he smirked, finger under her chin to tilt her straining face up to look at his big, shit-eating grin, “and I ain’t hardly started yet, Lizzy, baby.”

I actually saw the bulge of his cock rippling up her tummy as he went deeper – reminding me of a shark’s fin rippling through water, both of them with the same predatory intent – until finally he was balls deep.  Happy to stay still, flexing his cock and letting Lizzy adjust to his size after a week with just my normal cock as her staple diet.

“I missed you, baby,” he said, his earlier thoughts to involve me with his talking already forgotten.  Just like last week, his attention was all now back on Lizzy, as he gripped her hips again and started to fuck her with long, slow strokes as they kissed and nibbled at each other’s lips.

The table, just a foot-and-a-half off the ground, was the perfect height for fucking and I blushed at the thought that in all our two decades together I’d never been adventurous enough to use the table like this.  Yet less than one week after meeting her, Marcus had repurposed the solid oak structure as a living room fuck bench. 

Their kissing had moved from tender and playful to heated and raw, Marcus’s dark hands pulling incessantly at Lizzy’s long brown hair as they bit at each other like two mating wild animals. 

The passion and emotion of the kisses had now transferred its energy downwards as Marcus used his two-seventy pound, six-two frame to really start hammering that massive cock into Lizzy with powerful, lightning-fast strokes.

Lizzy was back to staring – breaking their kiss as she looked back between her legs, almost mesmerized at the feelings and the sight of his cock working itself in and out of her like some sexual piston.

Unlike last week, when they’d gone to the bedroom, I watched their mating from just an arm's length away, yet somehow I still felt like an outsider.  A feeling that hurt and excited in equal measure. 

This was the Marcus and Lizzy show.  They may have arranged things so that I could watch, but they’d been texting all week, out all night, and even if I was right next to them, this was all about them picking up exactly where they’d left off the week before.  Lizzy needy for the young EMT, his dark skin and big cock and body.  Marcus more than happy to satisfy that need, as long as my wife was willing to open her legs for him.

He was fucking Lizzy so fast that before long his heavily veined shaft was covered with my wife’s womanly secretions.  The fluids, combining with his speed, and how tight her pussy was stretched around his meat to start a wet, slurping sound.  A suck sound, every time he pulled out and her elastic tight pussy didn’t want to let go.  And a most unladylike ‘farting’ sound every time he slammed back in, the sheer bulk of his cock expelling any tiny amounts of air that hadn’t already been forced out of her battered sex.

Crude, erotic, animalistic – and just plain wrong were the words my mind conjured up to describe the spectacle I was now helplessly gawking at.  My head was spinning, but my body seemed incapable of movement.  We’d done this by accident last week, but week two was no accident at all.  In our different ways, all three of us had been thinking of nothing else all week.

"Damn, you’re tight, Lizzy," Marcus declared as he stopped to take a breather, then added, "I forgot how much I love your tight puss, Lizzy, baby … Hey, Alan, promise me you won’t do anything to stretch her out and spoil this pussy I love so much!"

He’d remembered that I existed, but on balance I thought I preferred him being forgetful and quiet.

~~~~~    

I was soon ignored again as the two of them made up for lost time this last week.

"Ughhh, ughhh, ughhh..." Lizzy grunted, involuntary sounds she had no control over as she responded to each thrust as Marcus’s insanely thick weapon conquered her all over again.  Her passionate noises amping up even further when the young EMT rolled her nipples while he fucked her.  "Ohhh, ohhh, oh, yes, oh Marcus, shit, so good, so hot…"

"Squeeze my cock, Lizzy, baby, squeeze it … like you did last week," he directed her, making my heart ache as I wondered if this was something I’d missed when they’d made love while I was sleeping next to them.

Then seconds later I caught the unmistakable shit-eating grin of Lizzy’s young lover, "Yeah, you got it … just like that, Lizzy, just like that … damn, you’re tight, you feel so tight around me…"

His strokes had gone back to slow, luxuriant and deep as the young EMT continued to pinch her nipples, first one and then the other as he enjoyed the feeling of her pussy squeezing his monstrous shaft.

Lizzy had now surrendered completely, reliving last week as much as she was enjoying the new sensations, her lovely legs wrapped around Marcus’s thick waist as her hands gripped his huge, tree trunk arms as tightly as she could.

The look on her face showed deep arousal and lust along with a wild hunger I had never seen before.  Even last week, she’d not looked so hungry, so consumed by sexual desire.  I guess a whole week thinking about her young fantasy lover, reliving the sensations and experiences of last week had built things up to an even higher pitch.

Marcus decided to slow things even further, now inching his cock in and out with an almost glacial slowness as the two of them looked deep into each other’s eyes. 

Fuck, this was hard to watch!  Exciting, for sure, but also even more painful than when I’d caught them secretly making love while they’d thought I was asleep.  The connection I was seeing between them was so hot but also made me realize the dangers we were taking.  Even the effects of the alcohol in my brain couldn’t totally numb these fears when I was looking at a connection as intense as the one between Lizzy and Marcus.

He was still playing with her nipples, but now it was tender and tactile, both of them smiling at the game and their different roles.

Her big-bodied lover – ten years younger but twice the size of her - leaned forward, and kissed Lizzy fully on the lips, a kiss she returned with just as much passion.  The only times they broke this emotional kiss being when she’d squeeze her eyes at the feelings coming from his big cock in her pussy.  Briefly having to turn to the side to give a little squeal or sob of pleasure before returning her mouth to his, almost in a show of thanks for how he was making her feel.

"As good as you remember?" he asked her, a gentleness in his deep voice - the quiet, polite guy we’d met last week briefly making a return appearance.

"Mmm, yes …I’ve been looking forward to this all week, she whispered dreamily, before remembering my presence and looking at me with a ‘sorry honey’ look of apology.  Aware her words lessened the importance of all our recent love making, my heart giving its customary schizophrenic response to what I was hearing and seeing.

“Well then, let’s see if we can go somewhere where I can really do you good, even better than last week!” he chuckled, looking towards the door that led to our bedroom.

Chewing at her lip, Lizzy gave me a guilty look as we shared one of those husband-and-wife telepathic moments.  ‘You okay with that, honey,’ her look asked, both of us remembering the pity party I’d suffered last week when their actions had me feeling like the excluded third wheel.

"Go with it, Lizzy. It's okay," I smiled weakly, ‘this is all about your fantasy, your fun … I’ll be fine!  I’ll come in a few minutes.”

"Great!” Marcus interjected, breaking into our husband-and-wife moment, thrusting in sharp and deep, making Lizzy gasp as he regained her attention. 

“Don’t be shy, Lizzy … tell hubs how much you love my cock and big black body!  Tell him, after all, we know Alan don’t like quiet,” he told her, looking over from her to me with that familiar shit-eating grin.

Lizzy merely smiled at him and nodded. "Don't be quiet, woman. Tell Alan how much you like it!"

"Yes … yes, I like it!" she whispered, barely able to meet my gaze as her cheeks colored up, her coy sweetness after everything we’d already done giving me a strange comfort.   She may be lying on our coffee table in our living room with Marcus’s arm-sized cock nine inches deep in her belly – but that was just sex.  Fantasy and sex.  Her mind and soul were still the same sweet, loving woman I’d raised a family with. 

Feeling strangely empowered, I knelt, stroked her face and gave her the gentlest of kisses.

When we broke our kiss, Lizzy whispered into my ear, "Are you okay with this? Is this what you want as well?"

"Yes, honey, yes, it is … let yourself go, you’ve been thinking of this all week … I want you to enjoy it, don’t worry about me, just you and Marcus enjoy yourselves," I whispered back.

"Okay, but are you going to be joining us?"

"I'll sit out here for a bit, let you guys get started first."

"Well, don't wait too long, I want you to be a part of this too, I don’t want you feeling sad like you did last week," Lizzy replied with real tenderness and love in her eyes.

"I won’t, I promise."

"Alright. I love you, Alan Andrews. Don't you ever forget that," she whispered as we shared a moment.

I kissed her lips again, but this time there was no real response.  Her eyes were closed, and she was panting like an overheating bitch-in-heat, as Marcus decided to make a point.  Fucking her hard and fast with deep, deep strokes to make sure she was thinking of him and not me.


Chapter 17

Nov 14 Wednesday

Without warning, Marcus put his arms around her waist and lifted her as if she weighed nothing.  Moving from his kneeling position to fully upright, smiling proudly at his own strength – he’d done all of this without losing his place in Lizzy’s pussy.

I guess hours in the gym do have some advantages!  Although even if I’d put in the hours, nature hadn’t blessed me with either a body or a cock big enough to do what he’d just done.  Never mind, I had plenty in my life – it was two or three things I lacked, which was why Marcus was here allowing Lizzy to finally live out her fantasies.

"Bedtime," he stated, his deep voice back to stern as they looked at each other, my presence once again a footnote.

Marcus carried her toward the hall, with her staring passionately up at him, and soon they disappeared from my sight.

I waited in the living room for several minutes, pouring myself another Jack and Coke as I strained my ears for the resumption of activities.

Sipping as slowly as I can – I already had too much with client Jones - I can hear the occasional giggles and chatting coming from our bedroom.  They’ve slowed it down, which strangely enough is more excruciating than if they’d been fucking.

After about ten minutes, those noises faded into silence, and I assumed that they were starting to have their fun again.

Somehow my Jack and Coke was already gone, so I went into the kitchen to fix myself another – I didn’t want to get drunk, but I also knew I needed it for my nerves, the silence from the bedroom feeling really oppressive and ominous.  Giving me an unbearable urge to jump up and see what was happening.

‘Too sad, too needy … you told them you’d wait … anyway, wouldn’t it be worse to see them quietly kissing and whispering?’ I told myself, just about staying put.

As I poured, sounds started up again.  Lizzy was moaning, her moans getting louder as I sat back down, my chest aching in emotional turmoil. 

‘Remind me, Alan, why are we doing this again?’ my Jiminy Cricket alter ego chirped from his perch on my shoulder. 

‘I can see what she gets out of it, but you?  What do you get?  Oh, yeah, I remember now!  This was your idea all along,’ he whispered, his tone implying, but not saying ‘schmuck’.

Taking a deep breath, I pushed back at little Jiminy.  Of course I want to go in there and watch, to know the full extent of what they’re doing.

But another part of me is savoring the deliciously painful torment of not knowing what they're doing.  Of having to strain my hearing to listen to every little sound to get some kind of picture of what's going on.

Before we’d started living out our fantasies, I’d thought this was all about watching Lizzy having fun and being sexy.  But since last Thursday I’ve realized that’s only a part of this thing.  That the bittersweet, mild embarrassment and humiliation of sharing her with her more capable, fantasy man is just as addictive as the watching parts.

Which is why I stay put, my whole body on edge and aching as our bed starts to rock, and Lizzy's moans suddenly increase in both volume and intensity.

Even with no line of sight, there’s no doubt Marcus is now fucking my wife again with that monster cock of his.

I can hear Lizzy saying things to her big-bodied young EMT lover, but I can't make out what she says.  A frustration which drips extra acid into my already tormented brain.

The pace of their fucking increases, and Lizzy’s whimpering, mewling sobs tell me she’s building towards her first orgasm. Already!  Tormenting me with the wish that I could make her cum this quick.

My dick, the one that was enough for Lizzy until last week, pushes hard against my pants – ever since they returned from the club, I’d been as hard as a rock.  But I don’t undress and stroke myself – at least not yet.  Something in how my cock and body compare to the young EMT hold me back.  The sexual equivalent of ‘shy bladder syndrome.’

Plus, if I cum too quickly, I won’t be able to make love and reclaim Lizzy – with a big chance I might spiral down into another pity party of doubts and regrets.

Lizzy’s moans are now increasingly mixed in with screams, the timing suggesting she screams a little every time he pushes in extra deep.  Even last week she didn’t sound this loud and excited.  My hands getting clammy at the thought that I've never heard her sound like this before as the sounds of her climax finally tear down the hall and into my ears.

I wanted to run in to see what her sweaty, spent body looked like … to see her smile and touch her matted, tousled hair.  But something in me holds me back and as her moans die down, I wait a little longer – self-inflicted torture.

Staring at my gaunt face in our large mantelpiece mirror, I’m stunned to realize that I can still hear our bed rocking!  The headboard is still knocking hard and fast against our bedroom wall.  Even though Lizzy’s just cum, even though her pussy must be hyper-sensitive after a huge climax like the one I just heard, her big-bodied lover hasn't slowed down a bit.

~~~~~

Taking another mouthful of my Jack and Coke, I realize between us we’ve achieved something I thought was impossible.  The fucking Marcus’s giving Lizzy and our separate responses are even more nerve-shredding and exciting than the first time we met.

Just a week ago, I didn’t know Marcus’s mind but I know for Lizzy and me it feels like our whole world has changed.  We still have our love, our family and our home – but a whole giant new element has been added.  A thought that excites me and terrifies me in equal measure.

The old world worked.  It was safe.  But my stomach and head are churning right now with a cocktail of emotions even stronger than a week ago.  Anxiety, excitement, anticipation, fear and sexual electricity are off the charts.  I'm almost shaking as all these emotions swirl around inside me, as I wonder what comes next.

Amazingly, I can hear Lizzy approaching another climax, only five minutes after her first. I’m happy for her that she's enjoying herself, that she's getting what she needs. This is exactly what my fantasy was always about, but I’d never imagined my own excitement and emotional punishment would be this strong and this conflicted.

Trying to calm myself, I sit back down as Lizzy explodes into her second climax, somehow even louder than last time. I close my eyes and force myself to listen to her moans, to imagine what she’s feeling as her screams are replaced by the more measured, rhythmic sound of her heavy breathing,

Eventually her breathing settles and I realize this time the bed has stopped rocking.  The kinky pervert in me wondering if maybe they're just changing positions.  Is this what I want, or do I want the huge young EMT to give my wife a rest?  I’m too embarrassed to answer the question honestly, even in the privacy of my own head.

I get my answer when, after just a minute or two of quiet, the bed starts rocking again.  Lizzy’s moans are quiet and understated this time – it seems like Marcus has finally decided to take pity on her a little.

My own self-control has finally run out and I finish the last of my Jack and Coke, stand up and walk slowly down the hall to our bedroom.  Wondering what will greet me, feeling half excited and a loving husband - and half a condemned man walking to the gallows.

~~~~~    

When I arrived at the door, I surprised myself.  I’d thought I’d go in to join them, to participate.  But at the doorway something takes hold of me and I shrink back into the shadows, staying hidden and unobserved as I peer inside.

Marcus’s huge frame was sitting on the cushioned Ottoman at the foot of our bed.  His feet were firmly planted on the floor, his hands around Lizzy’s waist as she sat astride his thighs. Her hands squeezing his face, she was facing away from me engaged in a deep, passionate kiss as she slowly rode up and down the young EMT’s huge cock.  Perched on top of his huge dark frame like that, the contrast between her feminine paleness and him reminded me of one of those delicate little birds that rides around on the back of a lumbering hippo or rhino.

Lizzy’s hands were splayed wide on his broad chest for balance as she rode him.  Her skin glowed and her long brown hair was matted and tousled, just as I imagined it.  Her beautiful pear-shaped ass was facing towards me, thankfully both of them looking elsewhere, way too busy to notice my presence in the hall.

Lizzy’s sighs were more muted than before, as she was only moving her ass up and down the top four or five inches of her lover’s glistening cock, teasing him and herself with playful moans.

When he’d fucked her on the coffee table, Marcus’s big body had covered her, so my views had been limited.  But in this position, I could clearly see just how fat that huge cock of his was. 

I’d seen it all the week before, but I was struck again by the way Lizzy's pussy lips were stretched so wide - stretched around his shaft like taut elastic ready to snap.  As she rode up and down, sighing and savoring the feelings his huge meat gave her, I found the sight almost hypnotic as I just stared.  Happy for her, but also jealous I couldn’t give this to her, and also a little fearful of where her enjoyment of her new man-toy might take us in the future.

I must have coughed or moved too quickly, because Marcus’s massive, shaved head snapped left as he spotted me lurking in the shadows.

“Hey, Al, don’t be a stranger!  Come on in and watch the show.  We don’t want any fuck ups like last week do we?”

I blushed at the thought that Lizzy and he must have talked about last week’s mood problems and the need to keep me involved.  Better brazen this out I thought, stepping into the room just as Lizzy’s head turned as she gave me the most warm and beautiful of smiles.

“Hey baby, I wondered when you’d show up,” she beamed, momentarily stopping her riding motion as I touched her cheek and kissed her, my tongue dueling with hers as a tiny replica of what was happening lower down her body.

“Having fun?” I asked, my tone telling her I was chilled and happy.

“Mmmm … oh yeah,” she sighed, her smile somehow even brighter. 

“Marcus fucks the best…” she added before trying to swallow back the last word, realizing how it might make me feel.

“It’s okay, sweetie … we both know it’s true,” I reassured her, kissing her again, “provided I get your heart, I don’t mind if you occasionally fuck your new friend!”

“Hey, I am here you know!” he interjected, his eyes and nostrils flaring as he acted hurt, his big hands encircling Lizzy’s waist as he lifted her up right to the very top of his cock.

“Wanna see some real fuck action, Alan?” he asked, keeping Lizzy’s pussy perched right at the top of his over-sized cock, Lizzy suddenly looking antsy and empty.  Like a vulnerable little passenger car perched right at the top of some monster roller coaster ride, as she wiggled her hips, trying to recapture what she’d just lost.

Then without any warning, he squeezed his hands even tighter around her waist and used every ounce of his two-seventy pounds to haul Lizzy down all fat nine-inches with a depraved slamming motion, driving the air from her lungs as he repeated it over and over again.

Lizzy’s head thrashed from side-to-side, hair flopping like a mad, frantic curtain as she sobbed and squealed.

“Give it up girl … give it up … hubby wants to see your little married pussy cum all over my big black cock again,” he grinned with an almost evil intent as he continued to abuse her like some weightless little ragdoll.

It was a surreal and deeply symbolic moment.  We’d only met him by random chance, but seeing the way Marcus was fucking Lizzy in a way I never could, I realized bringing him into our home a second time was a true watershed moment.

Looking at the tears of joy streaming down her face, her big boobs bouncing up and down as her fantasy man ravaged her in a constant chorus of squeals and sobs, I realized there was no way I could rewind the clock to how things had been before.

The stark truth was that I loved her too much and she in turn loved sex with Marcus too much – there could never be any going back.  Having experienced her fantasy sex and found it even better than she’d ever imagined, if it wasn’t Marcus, it would be someone similar.

We had a lot to think about … I had a lot to think about … but for now that would have to wait as my sobbing, squealing wife and the games her lover played consumed every ounce of my attention.

“Give it up girl … cum for Marcus … show hubby what a needy little MILF slut you really are … show him how you love my big black cock … can’t get enough of it,” he cackled, still working her stretched pussy up and down his glistening nightstick with a frightening speed and power.

“Ohhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhh, yesssssssssssss … cummingggggggg … cummingggggggg … so gooooddd,” Lizzy finally sobbed.  Her whole body, unable to take the assault on her pussy anymore, screaming her way through a third orgasm in less than half an hour.


Chapter 18

Nov 14 Wednesday

There was a brief period of calm while Marcus allowed Lizzy’s writhing, sobbing body to slow and move back down the gears until she blinked her eyes open like a cute little mammal emerging from a particularly intense hibernation.

“Wow … that was something,” she whispered, smiling sweetly at her lover, his strong dark arms wrapped supportingly around her waist as he received a thank you kiss from her.  A kiss that sparked a tender moment where he looked at her with genuine warmth and affection. 

The night had barely started, but already so many different moods, so many different flavors.  Flaunting her, playing with her body when they first arrived.  Then fucking her hard on the coffee table … the two screaming orgasms I’d only heard … and now this.  The one-two sucker punch of slam-fucking her up and down his arm-sized cock followed by gentle smiles and kisses.  What else before the night was over.

I guess he’d done the slam-fucking routine, so tender and connected was next on their menu.  Marcus standing up, just like he’d done in the living room and moving her to the middle of our bed without his cock once leaving her body.  ‘The benefits of size,’ I sighed to myself – both penile and skeletal!

Now repositioned in the middle of the bed where Lizzy and I usually slept, Marcus’s huge frame laid on top, covering her pale body in the classic missionary position.  The most intimate of the sexual positions, allowing the two of them to gaze longingly into each other’s eyes as the young EMT’s muscular ass slowly teased up and down.

They were back to not noticing whether I was there or not.  Marcus had done the teasing, had done the whole loud act bit and now he was back to what he liked the best.  Just him and Lizzy doing what felt best, what came naturally as the next course in their night of passion.

Man!  If the hard fucking had been difficult to watch, then this pulled at my heartstrings even more.  Taking me right back to when they’d ‘secretly’ made love when they thought I was asleep.  Most of their sessions had been explosive and sexual more than emotional, but this was different.  It wasn’t that I feared I was losing Lizzy’s love – it was only a second date – but there’s something even more gut-wrenching and exciting when you see a connection which links the sexual and the emotional together.

I loved seeing Lizzy being so thoroughly satisfied in a sexual way, and knowing the emotional connection was making it more special for her made me happy too.  But boy was it hard to watch!  The woman I loved, my lifelong partner, lost so utterly and totally in an experience that consumed every inch of her.  Not leaving room for me or any other part of the universe.

I thought about leaving the room – of leaving them too it, retreating to the living room to give them their privacy while I played my strange titillation-torture game of listening.

But I just couldn’t do it.  I was the proverbial moth to the flame, too drawn in and needy for the thrills and torment of being right there next to them as they made love in a way that ignored my very presence.  Not in a mean, cruel way.  Sure, there’d been some teasing and trash-talking, but this was different.  This was them ignoring me because what they were doing now simply didn’t leave room for a third – it was the universe’s ultimate two-player game.

This was Marcus and Lizzy making good on what had been building all week.  The raw heat had been exorcised through Lizzy’s three screaming climaxes, and now what was left was the real thing.  Two people making love in a way where they both knew the end game.

The young EMT’s ass and cock continued to slowly tease and work her back up, Lizzy’s sexual sounds ranged from deep grunts to tiny squeals, depending on where and how his long, thick cock touched her.

She had her legs wrapped tight around his muscular back, his bulk meaning her long legs could only just lock around the small of his back.  The whole entangled picture completed by Lizzy loping her arms around the neck of the guy she’d chosen on the dance floor just one week before.  The young EMT, ten-years her junior, whose skin tone, body and cock matched perfectly to the fantasy man she’d always dreamed of.

And what about me?  Me, I felt like a spare part, but was too engrossed to drag myself away.  So, I just sat in our bedside armchair, taking in every detail as I struggled for breath, and patiently waited for the end.  So I could finally, physically and emotionally, reconnect with my woman.

All the time discretely stroking at the front of my pants, wanting release but knowing that was where embarrassment and danger lay.

I could have stood over them shouting, screaming and playing with myself to completion, but the two of them wouldn’t have noticed!  Limbs locked together, Marcus gently giving her what she needed, the two of them repeatedly found each other’s lips – connecting with a series of deep, powerful kisses.

Sitting there watching, I was amazed at how long Marcus lasted.

Lizzy had already cum several times, but the young EMT almost seemed to have a supernatural ability to keep on going.  I thought that having been lusting after Lizzy for a whole week he’d have been fit to burst.  But no, he showed no sign of cumming and seemed determined to extract every ounce of pleasure from Lizzy like he was afraid next time would be a long way off.

After a few minutes of this silent, blissful fucking, Marcus started the verbals again.  Only this time they weren’t targeted at me or intended to involve me – his quiet, almost whispered tone was only targeted at an audience of one.

"Lizzy, baby, your sweet pussy … it’s made for my cock," he told her, his deep voice quiet but serious, not waiting for a reply as he leaned down to kiss her once more.

"Do you like it?" she giggled, making me think she loved the thirty-something EMT being so enamored with her lady parts and that she wanted to hear more.

"Yeah, baby. We're gonna do this a lot," he responded, smiling at her, ignoring the other person who might have a say in the decision.

Beaming happily up at him, Lizzy's hand went to the back of his head, pulling his lips to hers, providing another sign of their intimacy as well as an indication of the extent of her emotional and physical surrender after a week filled with game playing.

Over the next few minutes, with Marcus’s hips still slowly pumping, the two of them also lowered their heads really close.  A non-stop series of whispers, smiles and giggles passing between them.  Driving me utterly crazy – the worst of all.  Knowing words were being shared, but not knowing what they were or what they meant.

A paranoid part of my brain told me they were doing it to intentionally exclude me – but I knew in my heart this wasn’t true.  It was just the natural thing for them to do at this point in their evening, a natural thing to do as they were so utterly wrapped up in each other.

Suddenly, Marcus pulled his head back and, still looking deep into her eyes, he spoke in a louder voice.

"Say it louder!" he commanded.  Not aggressive, but serious.

"Fuck me harder," she replied in a faint voice, her face breaking into a playful smile.

"Louder," he told her again.

"Fuck me harder," she immediately responded, less playful, her voice now clear, now serious.

"Yeah, baby, yeah,” he chortled, his hips already going faster and deeper, the room already starting to fill with Lizzy’s needy moans. “You like it! You know you do!"

And he was off – normal service resumed as he started to vigorously fuck Lizzy.  Having the strange effect of making me relax a little – this was easier to watch than the last few minutes of their more intimate love making.

Lizzy's response to the young EMT’s fresh assault made me realize she was almost certainly now on a countdown to yet another climax. Her hands, which had been gently roaming his back, now homed in and gripped his ass. At the end of each thrust, her legs and hands combining to pull him in that final fraction of an inch.

It was so deeply erotic – this was what the whole last week had been building to.  The two lovers picking up where they’d left off last Friday, my wife desperate for the big-bodied black man to give her what she needed.

"Oh, fuck, do it," she begged him.

"Do what, woman?" he demanded immediately.

"Do it. Fuck me harder, give me your stuff, cum in me," she replied through short, labored breaths.

"Come on, Lizzy, baby. Cream all over my big black cock, show me that pussy of yours is perfect for my big black cock." he teased her.

All the signs were there – Lizzy was close, ready for yet another orgasm. Suddenly going quiet, her breathing uneven.  Her legs rising until her knees had come all the way back to her chest, her kneecaps mashing her beautiful breasts, Marcus’s colossal weight on her bent legs squashing her into a tiny, sexual ball.

After so much noise earlier, I thought I was prepared for her climax, but the intensity of her screwed up face and the noise generated by her bursting lungs was truly shocking.

"Ohhh... Ohhh, fuck... Fuck me... Fuck me good," Lizzy begged her week-old lover, and then just seconds later, she demanded, "Harder, baby...do me harder...shit, fuck … yes...oh, yes..."

Marcus fulfilled her request slamming into her while her body bucked so wildly on our bed that it looked for all the world like she was trying to throw him off, like you’d throw off an assailant. Lizzy’s head was thrashing back and forth, throwing her hair all around in a manic display of ecstasy, taking huge gulps of breath as her whole body throbbed as a series of shocks racked her body.  Her cum so big I thought she might hyperventilate for real.

As she started to come down from her climax, Marcus finally started his.

"Oh, yeah, yeah, Lizzy, baby. Here it comes, here it comes, all for you, it’s all for you, baby, " he announced as he slammed his beer-bottle nine-inches all the way into her, all the way right to the bottom of her pussy so he could shoot directly into her womb.

"Yes, yes, oh Marcus yes," Lizzy panted, despite her own climax, somehow finding the strength to cling even tighter to her lover as he hosed her insides down with jet after jet of his scalding seed.

"Feel good, Lizzy?  This what you been waiting for all week?  I ain’t cum since last week, this all for you, mama … gonna fill you up till I overflow out the sides, " he grunted. His broad, powerful ass and tree-trunk thighs becoming rigid as he seeded my wife with everything he had.

Until now, all evening he’s been in control.  He’d been the one playing Lizzy, playing me.  But even he couldn’t fight nature, his movement becoming ragged and uncontrolled. He tried to continue his deep thrusting, but after a few movements he had to admit defeat, finally collapsing onto my wife just like any mere mortal.  His superhero bubble – able to fuck and fuck – finally burst as he seeded Lizzy for a second week running.

~~~~~    

Sitting there – still unacknowledged and unnoticed - watching them try to catch their breath, the gap between what she’d just experienced and our familiar, loving sessions in bed really hit home.

I didn’t doubt our love or that our sex was pleasant and important, but I’d never given Lizzy an orgasm like the ones Marcus just had.

Marcus ticked every box for Lizzy – body, ethnicity and cock size all rolled into one to make her fantasy lover come to life.   Add to that the excitement of his newness and my ‘cheating’ wife breaking just about every taboo. 

The final cherry on the cake being his raw, forceful and demanding behavior in the bedroom.  Lizzy wouldn’t want to be married to a man like that – she valued too much being treated as an equal partner – but as an occasional sex partner and lover … well, that was a different thing altogether…

Realizing the reality of something like that, any husband alive would be torn. 

I loved that my best friend and soulmate was getting such utter and total fulfillment, a fulfillment denied to nearly all wives, no matter how capable their husbands.

And I loved the way the Caribbean massage and last week with Marcus had reinvigorated our own love making and brought a spark and freshness into the bedroom just as we adjusted to our empty-nester existence.  Seeing Lizzy acting like a different, much more sexual and slutty woman, knowing I was freeing her up to live out her fantasies warmed me the bottom of my heart with pride and satisfaction.

But my chest also ached with jealousy and thoughts of ‘why can’t I, why can’t I be the one to give her sex like that?’  Only the newness was a factor that didn’t make me feel inadequate to some degree or other.  Ethnicity, that was a hard one – I didn’t feel too bad about that.  But his naturally large body, the muscles he’d added in the gym and most of all that unnaturally large cock nature had given him … the way I fell short compared to Marcus left me feeling deficient and lacking.  In a word, inadequate.  I might score highly in every other measure of my life and marriage, but compared to the young EMT, I felt sorely lacking.  The last hour and last Thursday providing the undeniable proof. 

‘Lizzy baby … your sweet pussy’s made for my cock…’  His words seared in my brain. My chest tightening as I recalled how Lizzy had giggled, wanting to hear more about how Marcus loved her lady parts and thought them a perfect match.

‘Pull yourself together, Alan,’ I told myself, ‘It’s only sex, for fuck’s sake … it’s only a piece of flesh he’s sticking into her … it’s you that she loves … now get in there and join the fun … show her how much you love her and what you can do…’

~~~~~    

Finally recovered enough, they rolled over to lay side-by-side, Lizzy’s arm still draped around Marcus’s thick neck, as if even now she couldn’t bear to be without some kind of physical connection.  Just as the week before, Lizzy rolling onto her normal side meant Marcus’s large frame occupied my spot.

Her attention and line of sight no longer occupied by a hulking thirty-something EMT, Lizzy finally acknowledged me.  The lust in her blood now receding, her smile communicated a small tinge of guilt.  Not about the sex, but about the unintentional pain she’d caused by ignoring me.  Although, in truth we were both learning this was a double-edged sword. And that short bouts of exclusion somehow spiced things up and aroused me in ways I’d never expected and barely understood.

Leaning over her, we shared a deep and surprisingly emotional kiss.  She needed it as much as I did, the look in her eyes telling me she needed to know her man was happy.  That her own sexual fulfillment hadn’t been bought at a price she was unwilling to pay.

Kissing her again, I stroked her soft brown hair and looked deep into her eyes, hoping she could sense just how much I loved her.

“Room for a small one?” I teased, kissing her again as I gently eased her knees apart and took up position.

Lizzy responded with a warm, loving smile – happy that there had been no fallout from just how infatuated she’d been with Marcus since the pair of them had walked back in the front door.

Smiling so tenderly she may as well have been blowing me a kiss - her legs spread under her own power, revealing a very battered and beaten pussy.  Smiling happily in its own unique way – her earlier flowering from desire transformed into a fully remolded and gaping hole. 

Hell, it was like looking at the entrance to a mold of the young EMT’s huge cock – he may as well have still been in there, Lizzy’s love lips hadn’t nudged back even a fraction of an inch since his fat tool had been withdrawn just moments ago.  The only good news was that she was gaping so wide it would speed up the outflow of the baby batter Marcus had worked so hard to pump into her depths.  Ho-hum, another trip to the pharmacy tomorrow … another grin from the young female assistant as I bought another Plan B and my associated camouflage purchases!

Last week it hadn’t seemed appropriate to comment or stare, but this week was different – more established and less shy and nervy.

“Oh my!  Baby, he really did a number on you, didn’t he!” I teased, openly staring down between her legs.  A hole that had given me such pleasure, had birthed our two children, now stood opened by a man who I sensed was starting another chapter in our marriage.

“Will you stop gawking and just fuck me!” she screeched.  I wasn’t the only one that did satire!

Happy to please the lady of the house, I sank my humble five-and-a-half inches all the way in, whispering in her ear so Marcus couldn’t hear, “Just fuck me?  Or just make love to me?”  Her coy, girlish smile gave me my answer as we kissed and made love with more feeling than any night since our honeymoon. 


Chapter 19

Nov 16 Friday

It was a full two days later that Lizzy and I got a proper chance to talk about what HAD happened and what was HAPPENING.

My mind was clear – however much admitting it made my cock hard but scared me witless.

What HAD happened on Wednesday night was that the young EMT had shown that the personal and sexual chemistry between him and Lizzy wasn’t a flash-in-the-pan.  It wasn’t just the excitement of a new lover, a new sexual experience and bond.

Proof positive, their second night together had been more explosive than their first!  Lizzy’s moans, screams and climaxes had rocked the house when they’d first become lovers. When they met again for their encore, I’d found myself saying prayers of thanks that the neighbors didn’t live too close.  Lizzy’s cries had been that loud!

That, empirically was what HAD happened, far more important was what was HAPPENING now.  And for that, I needed Lizzy’s input.  I couldn’t just think back to what I’d seen and heard and form my fact-based opinions - as us males are apt to do.

No, I needed a window inside Lizzy’s head.

But with evening work commitments and Marcus still enjoying his days off, it was only when Lizzy’s monthly finally started that we finally got the chance to sit down and talk.

I’d cooked dinner, a sure sign to Lizzy that I wanted us to talk.

“Umm … smell’s delicious … coq au vin?” she asked, her smile telling me she saw the irony in my choice of dish.  Until they invented Coq au Ambulance, this was the best I could do!

Like so many before me, I was masking my fears behind humor.  But she knew me too well to be taken in by the mask.

“So, where do we go from here?” she asked, the first spoon of the soup course barely in her mouth.  We were too long in the tooth, loved each other too much and were too keyed up to take things slow.

I sighed, looked deep into her eyes.  “I know you’d call a halt if I asked, if I said I couldn’t cope … but I know it’s not what you want … and it’s not what I want either … the last few weeks have been so exciting … but I just need to know we’re doing this together, that I’m not risking losing you…”

I didn’t get the chance for more words.  I was assaulted by a wife throwing herself at me, wrapping my neck tight within her arms.  A wife crying tears on my shoulder.

She didn’t issue the clichéd ‘I don’t deserve you’ platitude – she was too smart and too honest for that – her response was more layered.  More nuanced, more honest.

“Never, honey … never … the opposite, this draws us closer … the man who’s my beating heart able to be so unselfish, so selflessly loving … I can’t put into words how much I love you…”

~~~~~     

That conversation happened after work on Friday 16th November. 

Lizzy and Marcus were almost constant text mates over the next few days.  But between Lizzy’s period, Marcus’s shift pattern and the general busyness and family commitments of Thanksgiving, it was a full ten days before Lizzy could meet up with the young black EMT again.

As you can imagine, having experienced two such amazing nights of sex in such rapid succession, she was climbing the walls with frustration at the delay! 

In fact her frustration was so strong and her desire for Marcus so strong that she persuaded me that we’d go around to Marcus’s apartment for our next ‘play date’.  With Thanksgiving and student breaks, our two daughters were both home for several days.  Which we totally loved, but which obviously put the kybosh on meeting at our place.

Carmina and Holly were both still at home seeing friends on the weekend after Thanksgiving, and on the three days immediately after that, Marcus was back on duty. 

So, between them, the text mates hatched the plan of a Saturday night dancing date for the three of us (not that I did much dancing) and then heading back to Marcus’s rather than our place.  Compared to the alternative – Lizzy’s ten day wait becoming a fifteen day wait – Lizzy and Marcus saw it as a far superior alternative.

When asked, I did have some reservations – it felt psychologically and emotionally different, a little more submissive – but I put my small reservations to one side as I could see how much Lizzy wanted this.

In the end, I was right, it did feel a step more subservient – letting Lizzy’s fuck mate have her in his own bed – but it was still a fun evening for me and I was happy that Lizzy was fulfilled.  ‘Happy Wife, Happy Life.’ 

That little saying was certainly proving true – so much so that I was okay to repeat the arrangement on the Sunday night.  The only real negative being when we got home very late Sunday our elder daughter Carmina, totally in the dark about the real reason for our lateness, teased us with words which were a little too close to the bone for comfort.

“There you are!  You two dirty stop-outs!  So, you’d rather stay out partying and dirty dancing with your friends than spending some quality time with your daughters!”

Out of the mouths of babes and sucklings!

~~~~~    

After that, for the next three months through Christmas and the new year, we settled into some kind of routine. Meeting up whenever the demands of family life, Marcus’s shifts and Lizzy’s monthly cycle allowed.

Each new meeting seemed better than the last – I guess the new lovers were getting attuned to each other’s bodies and likes and dislikes.

Lizzy was loving the new arrangements.  She seemed to be on a permanent high. 

The constant texting with her new lover was like some slow slow-release happy pill that put her in a constant happy mood.  (‘Happy wife, happy life’ – who was I to complain!)

The anticipation and excitement of the lead-in days to meetings; then the meetings themselves; then the days afterwards where there was a quiet, purring contentment about her.  To say she was loving this new pattern to our lives doesn’t describe the half of it!

I loved to see Lizzy so happy and sexually fulfilled – even if it had only come by us involving a third person in our love life.  And I loved that she was becoming more comfortable with all the aspects of her sexuality that her typically conservative bible-belt upbringing had repressed in her.

Watching her dress in increasingly slinky and revealing clothes for our meetings with Marcus, I’d often tease her.

“Are you really wearing that to go out in?  What if someone from the school sees you?”

She’d smile and I’d double down.

“Whatever happened to my conservative, JC Penney wife?” I’d chuckle.  “The ho-fairy must have snuck down in the middle-of-the-night and replaced my shy, butter-wouldn’t-melt wife with some remake where they got the slutty settings wrong … set to max!”

She’d either say nothing – just smiling happily at my observations – or get me with a tart, sharp putdown.

“Well, you’re not complaining, are you?” she’d reply, staring at my crotch.  “I see Alan’s little friend seems quite happy with the updated version of his wife!  And as for Alan himself, I seem to remember he’s been nagging me for years to dress a little more ‘provocatively’!”

“What do they say, honey,” she’d tease, “’Be careful what you ask for, you might just get it!’”

She was right!  I was a happy Alan.  Sure, I had to share a little bit of her with another man – but that was a small price to pay to see Lizzy so totally happy and sexually fulfilled.

~~~~~    

If things for Lizzy were one-hundred percent positive, I’d say that for me the picture was still overwhelmingly positive, but not to the hundred percent level Lizzy got.

Overall, I really enjoyed our meetings with Marcus. 

My fantasy had always been to watch Lizzy with another man, and what I now knew was that I enjoyed the reality even more than the fantasy.  To see her so free and sexual and fulfilled was beyond description.  And as a voyeur from the side, I could enjoy this spectacle without having to think about my own actions or performance – focusing wholly on how amazing and happy Lizzy looked.

And when I’d had enough of being ‘Mister Passive Voyeur’, I enjoyed stepping forward and injecting myself into their evening, joining the lovers and adding to what they were doing together.

I got to enjoy the buzz of feeling a bit of a stud.  I knew the reality that most of Lizzy’s screams and cries were from Marcus was doing to her, but if I was fucking her afterwards or licking her out, or had my dick in her mouth – I could tell myself it was me and Marcus together who were taking her into these new realms of pleasure.

Deep down I knew it wasn’t true, but what was the harm?  I was the one who’d made that first ‘let’s go dancing, why don’t you flirt’ suggestion.  And I was the one who’d told Lizzy I was okay if we carried on seeing Marcus occasionally.  So, whatever the mechanics, whatever the sizes of our cocks and the reality of who was making Lizzy cum – I felt entitled to ride those coattails!  Stud status by association, enjoying and sharing the halo effect of Marcus’s eye-watering fuck sessions with Lizzy. Call them what you want, I allowed myself to enjoy the ego boost of how happy Lizzy was when I joined their sessions to make their happy twosome into a just as happy threesome.

All of this wasn’t especially surprising, but what was surprising was how the mildly humiliating and humbling aspects of our meetings with this young black man thrilled and excited me.

All the years I’d held my secret fantasies, I’d never really thought about the sexual equipment or prowess or physical size of the guy I pictured her with, and certainly not his skin color.  In my mental pictures he’d always just been a kind of anodyne handsome white guy who gave her a good time and gave her something new and different.

But what fate and Lizzy’s own fantasies had served us up was something and someone very different.  A guy who was ten years younger than me blessed with the kind of big body and dark skin that really did it for Lizzy.  And to top it all, he had a cock that seemed purpose-built to take Lizzy to heaven and back every time he sank its beer-bottle girth all the way nine inches deep into her tummy.

She told me, and I believed her, that her fantasies had never been about a black guy with a very large cock.  But if the huge cock came along with the things she did fantasize about…  Well, let’s just say, Lizzy wasn’t complaining!  Especially as he knew how to use that huge tool which nature and the gods had given him!

My own cock was serviceable enough – five-and-a-half inches and with a normal thickness – but taking that monster was like Lizzy trading up from a Corolla to a Caddy Escalade! 

Purely in volume terms, his extra girth and length meant he was giving Lizzy more than four-times as much cock as I ever could, and this was a thought that troubled and excited me in equal measure.  Surely the more she rode and enjoyed the big Caddy, the less chance she’d ever be able to adjust to my humble Corolla of a cock on the nights it was just me and her together?

In those early weeks of the new year, there were no signs of Lizzy being any less satisfied with my cock and our love making – our love life was more energized and exhilarating than ever. 

But still, not surprisingly, the fear lingered in my mind.  But what was totally surprising was how this nagging feeling of sexual inferiority also excited me.  It may not have been an original part of my fantasies nor Lizzy’s fantasies, but with each passing week I found it harder and harder to pretend to myself that this slightly embarrassing feeling of inferiority and mild humiliation wasn’t a turn on for me.

At first, I wanted to deny it – it felt unmanly and emasculating, this had all been about Lizzy having fun – but the more I read up on the internet, the more I realized I wasn’t alone in this.  That for couples who did this whole wife-watching thing, at least half the guys seemed to love it when their wife’s lover was much more manly and had a bigger cock.  So I was in good company, which made me feel a whole lot better!

~~~~~    

If for Lizzy having Marcus in our lives was a hundred percent a good thing, for me it was more ninety-ten or eighty-twenty. 

On the whole I loved it – loved Lizzy being so fulfilled, loved our sexy nights with Marcus, and loved how energized our own love life had become.  But even if I loved parts of the ‘my woman’s with a bigger, better lover’ experience, and knew my level of pleasure was linked to the level of pain – the reality was that I was sometimes still consumed by the waves of angst and fear.  Just like the ‘pity-party’ I experienced on that very first night we invited Marcus home.

The pain was never enough to seriously consider calling things to a halt, but I won’t deny there weren’t some painful and difficult times.

Three things which added to this were the frequency of the communication and the meetings between Lizzy and Marcus – the other being how the dynamic sometimes felt between the three of us on the nights we met with Marcus.

Starting with the dynamic between us, it wasn’t always the case, but often when all three of us were together, Marcus and Lizzy were so preoccupied with each other that I hardly seemed aware of my presence.

They didn’t do this in a mean way – I was sure of that, and I’d not have stood for anything like that – it was just that they were so into each other and the sex they shared was so amazing that all their attention ended up being focused on themselves.

If the three of us had met at a club so Lizzy could use Marcus to compensate for my dislike of dancing, whether sitting with me in the booth or dance close on the dance floor, the two of them seemed lost in their own little world.

And it was the same when we came back home.  I might do my normal trick of letting the two of them go the bedroom to get started.  But even when I came into watch and join in, they’d be so wrapped up in kissing, touching and making love that it would only be after they’d cum that they’d acknowledge me and even notice I was in the room.

Like I say, it wasn’t them being mean – it was just the excitement and newness of their relationship.  Lizzy and I got to have the whole week together and had been together for years.  For them, when I came in I was breaking into some of the precious few hours they had when they could be together.  And given the newness of their relationship and how besotted they were with each other, it wasn’t surprising it so often felt like they only had eyes for each other.

Any normal husband who’s never experienced this kind of set-up might think feeling ignored like this would cause me to end the game we were playing.  But for reasons I’m not sure I’ll ever understand, the feeling of being ignored like this didn’t just hurt, but it also gave me a slow, simmering excitement.

If it had been a BIG part of our lives – being ignored like this by the woman I loved – I’m sure I’d have been virtually suicidal with despair or overcome with rage, or likely a mix of the two.

But it wasn’t an everyday part of our lives. 

Our everyday lives were filled with Lizzy being more loving than ever – perpetually bubbly  and happy, incredibly grateful to me – so these brief periods where Lizzy was totally preoccupied with another man actually became some sort of weird psychological aphrodisiac for me.

I struggled to understand it or explain it.  The best I can do is to liken it to those people who get off on choking and breath-play sex.  It’s never been my thing, but I imagine the whole appeal of erotic asphyxiation is living on the edge and enjoying the thrill of danger while all the time having the comfort of knowing your safe.

That’s exactly how I felt on those nights when it was the three of us together, but that it felt like Lizzy and Marcus were the couple and I was the ‘plus-one’.

If this was my emotional equivalent of a choking game, it only struck an erotic mix of excitement and terror because I knew that in a few hours’ time Marcus would be leaving, and I’d have Lizzy back all to myself.

If this game of ‘attention breath play’ caused me to feel strangely bittersweet emotions, the same was true in terms of how frequently we met with the big-bodied young EMT.

On those first two nights and when Lizzy and I had discussed things afterwards, I’d envisaged ‘occasional’ meetings with Lizzy’s black EMT lover.  To me, occasional meant maybe once every month or month-and-a-half.  But even with all the practical hurdles to overcome, without really ever discussing it, I soon found we’d settled into a rhythm where Lizzy and Marcus were arranging that the three of us would meet up once a week.  A whole lot more frequently than I’d ever imagined when after their second time together I’d told Lizzy I was happy for their relationship to continue!

If this frequency both irked and excited me (I know, go figure!), the frequency of the texting between the two of them had an even larger ‘love-hate’ impact on me!

In those early weeks and months of their relationship, it was like the two of them were constantly texting!

I’m sure my recollections are slightly exaggerated, but when Lizzy and I were at home or out together of an evening or weekend, I’d hear the ‘ping’ of incoming texts far more than before.  And from the glowing, animated look that would appear on her face, even if she didn’t say anything, I knew the text was from Marcus.

Lizzy never hid anything from me, and we were chilled enough to tease each other about it, but sometimes it did get to me – this reality of sharing my wife’s attention and emotional bandwidth with another man!  A man a decade younger than me that ticked all my wife’s fantasy boxes, and who gave her sexual fulfillment that was off the charts and which I could only ever dream about achieving!

Painful, yes … absolutely, and not remotely surprising … but also weirdly thrilling and exhilarating!  And I’m honest enough to admit that this sense of competition for my wife’s time and attention was one of things that made me hungrier for her emotionally and sexually than I’d been in many a year! 

When I was reading about other couples with similar lifestyle, I came across the expression ‘sperm competition’!  At first, I laughed, but the more I thought about it I realized it was exactly that.  Sperm competition on steroids!  Not just competing for Lizzy’s body and ability to reproduce, but also competing for her attention and emotional focus.

~~~~~    

All this analysis, all this psychobabble may suggest Lizzy and I had nothing else but Marcus and thinking about Marcus going on in our lives in those winter months.  Not true!

The fantasies we’d started exploring and Lizzy’s embryonic relationship with Marcus certainly were a new and exciting part of our lives, but normal life carried on around us. 

Work, checking in on and spending time with our daughters Carmina and Holly remained the real focuses of our everyday lives.  It was just that now we had a new, secret and exotic little side hustle to set our pulses racing and provide fresh and exciting evenings to really spice our lives up.

Lizzy and I would often cuddle in bed and discuss just how lucky we felt that living out our fantasies had played out so well for us.  We honestly thought things couldn’t have gone any better. 

Marcus ticked all of Lizzy’s boxes for a fantasy lover and had a huge cock and seemed like a really nice guy.  I’d discovered my fantasy was even better in real life than in my imagination – not always the case, many guys hating these things when they really taste them! 

To say we were happy wouldn’t even begin to describe it.  I think we’d have kept things unchanged like this for years and years.  But of the three of us, Marcus had a hankering for something a little more.


Chapter 20

Feb 16 Saturday

Lizzy and I had just had a lovely Chinese meal followed by a trip to the movies and we were cuddled on the sofa enjoying a pre-bedtime drink.

All evening Lizzy had seemed a little distracted and nervy.  I’d put it down to the fact that between her monthly cycle and Marcus’s shifts, it had been a full eleven days since Lizzy had last seen Marcus – way too long for a woman with Lizzy’s healthy appetites and a new toy that excited her as much as Marcus did!

But tonight was the second of his twenty-four hour shifts and so I knew that, after sufficient recovery sleep on Sunday morning and afternoon, Lizzy and he had arranged that we’d see him tomorrow night. 

Problem solved!  At least that’s what I thought, but something about Lizzy’s nervous demeanor told me it wasn’t quite so simple.

“Looking forward to tomorrow night, my naughty little slutty hot wife?” I playfully teased, clinking glasses.  “I know I am … I love to watch you letting go and having so much fun with Marcus…”

“Urrr … that’s what I wanted to talk to you about,” Lizzy replied, her cheeks suddenly flushed, her pupils dilating, telling me I’d not been imagining it, she really was anxious.

“What is it?” I asked, my own pulse starting to race, her uneasiness suddenly contagious.  Making all kinds of crazy thoughts scuttle across my skull like storm clouds played at speed.  Had she decided that she wanted to revert to type, call an end to our new games?  Or was she leaving me for him?  Had they been carrying on behind my back, doing stuff outside of our once a week get together?  Was my love making and bedroom abilities no longer enough for her, was she trading me in for a younger, bigger, blacker model so she could have Marcus-quality loving twenty-four seven?

I knew all these things were crazy.  But when you play a game like ours and when your wife looks so nervous, all kinds of made-up, irrational shit comes spurting out of every little paranoid part of your psyche!

“Well,” she started, a deep breath needed before she could continue, “Marcus’s been talking to me … talking to me saying he feels he’s shown we can trust him, and telling me he wants something a little more…”

‘Oh fuck, here it comes,’ I told myself, bracing myself for the worst.

“… and he does still enjoy our nights together … with the three of us … but he also sometimes feels a like we’re treating him a little like some kind of sex show pony … that he’s kind of on show, brought in like some kind of entertainment for you and me … so what he wants to try is … just sometimes, just occasionally meet up, just him and me…”

Bang!  There it was…

It was out there now.  Lizzy smiled with relief, her shoulders sagging from the loss of tension – she was happy but looked like a balloon that’s lost its tension.

Me?  At first, I wanted to laugh, to cry with happiness.  Was this all they wanted?  Compared to the crazy shit my fevered mind had been creating, this was tiny!

But then two seconds later the alarm klaxon started hollering.

Why did he want the change?  What did he want to do with Lizzy when I wasn’t there?  Or say to her?  Or were there things it wasn’t just he wanted to say and do, but things they or she wanted to say and do without me knowing?  What was so critical, so important about me not being there?  About excluding?  Keeping me on the outside?

Within a minute I was a sweating, wide-eyed wreck.  It took all of Lizzy’s gentleness, love and patience to calm me down and get me to see things as they were, rather than as I feared they were or feared they might become.

“Honey, it’s nothing more and nothing less than I’ve just said … there is no hidden agenda here … there really isn’t!  It’s exactly like he says … he just wants some time together with me where he feels he’s not on show … something more than a once-a-week toy we roll out of the box for our enjoyment … surely that’s not unreasonable?  Surely you can see that?  And I think he’s right, he’s certainly behaved in a way that he’s earned the right for us to at least seriously consider his request … I mean, he’s become a good friend of ours now…”

Lizzy was right.  Whatever fears the paranoid parts of my brain created, I couldn’t argue against the calm truths she quietly and reasonably made.  I agreed, it was a request where he’d earned the right for Lizzy and I to at least seriously discuss what he wanted.

“Okay, honey … if we’re gonna talk about this, I have two things I need to know before we go any further…”

“Sure … what are they?”

“Well, firstly, you’ve obviously talked about this,” a sharing that both frightened and excited me as she nodded, “and you said this is something Marcus only wants occasionally?”

Lizzy nodded her head, waiting for my follow up.  “Well, my question is, ‘how often is occasionally?’ I mean, when this all started, we said meeting him would only be an occasional thing, but that’s ended up being more often than either of us thought would happen … so I just want to make sure this time…”

“’How often is occasionally’?” she repeated, “I honestly don’t know, honey … I’m not sure I can put a number on it … I mean, we’ve never done that before … set rules or numbers … I think we’d know if it was too often and we’d adjust … we’re always open and discuss everything…”

She was right, even if a part of me wished we had put numbers and rules on our relationship with Marcus.  And as I smiled back at her, implicitly agreeing that we’d not set a limit, I felt a strange twinge of excitement, even as I prepared to ask the question that I knew made question one look tiny in comparison.

“My second question is a lot more straightforward … Marcus wants this … but what do you want, honey?”

There was an embarrassed silence.  Lizzy’s cheeks coloring up as she managed to hold my gaze – but only just.

“Is this what you want as well?” I asked, repeating my question in a slightly different format, making it slightly easier for Lizzy to be honest.  Fully aware as I awaited her response how conflicted my own feelings were.  I wanted her to ‘stay loyal’ to us, insisting our meetings needed to be all three.  But there was also a weird, masochistic part of me that thought different.

Her cheeks were fully red by now – she was holding my gaze firmly now as she found the strength to overcome her embarrassment and tell the truth.

“Yes, it is what I want … not every time, not even often … but once in a while it would be nice to have that privacy…”

~~~~~    

I could have said, ‘Hey, I give you guys plenty of privacy before I join you,’ but I knew that wasn’t what she was driving at, that she and Marcus wanted something more absolute.

But I knew I wasn’t going to reply in such a trite, knee-jerk, unconsidered way.  I’d agreed with Lizzy to consider it seriously, and as I looked into her excited, expectant face, that’s exactly what I did.

Whichever way I came at it from, my brain was a jumble of clashing, conflicting thoughts and emotions. 

Part of me was scared where allowing this extra level of intimacy might start to lead.  Part of me recognized the reasonableness of the request – after all, we’d been meeting with Marcus on a nearly weekly basis for three months now. 

Part of me was frightened at how Lizzy might respond if I said no.  Maybe not today or even tomorrow, but maybe in a few weeks or months she’d be tempted to go behind my back.  Maybe telling herself it was a one-time thing … until she told herself she’d stop after the second time … telling herself after this, but somehow giving in again … until it became such a regular thing that lying to me had become second nature and our bonds of trust were irreparable. 

And yet another part of me was ashamed at how the idea actually excited me.

In the end, I begged for more time and told Lizzy I’d give her an answer by Sunday mid-morning.  The early-morning Sunday walk I took by myself helping me to come to a decision I knew was the right one.

Which was why later that Sunday I was sitting in our living room waiting for Lizzy to emerge from our bedroom fully dolled up for her first solo date with her young black lover.

~~~~~    

“How do I look?” she beamed, arms thrown up to the sky in a ‘look at me’ gesture as she finally emerged from our bedroom.  After a full ninety minutes bathing, preening and primping!

Hell!  My cock answered way before any words could force their way past my stressed, non-functioning larynx.  Fuck, I was so jealous!  She looked sensational – and all this care and sex-on-legs was for the benefit of another man.  And for the first time, I wouldn’t be there and involved in any way – a thought that made me sweat with fear and arousal. 

Damned, I so wanted to drag her back into our bedroom and show her exactly who she belonged to!  Remind her which cock it was which was the one allowed into her womanly depths.

But tonight, she belonged to her young EMT lover – a decision I’d signed off on.  A decision I loved and I hated!  But the die was cast, now all I could do was make the best of things.

“Do you think he’ll like it?”

‘Woman, stop making things worse … you know damned well the answer to that question … you just want to get me to say it out loud … coz it will make you feel better, and it will add even more fire to the teasing you so enjoy…’

The outfit – another new one, no doubt purchased by Marcus – was certainly one you could only wear at the most raunchy and risqué of clubs.  The color and pattern were gold and leopard skin respectively – that much was easy to describe. 

But the material itself was less easy to describe.  It was some kind of Aluminum chainmail mesh.  A fact I confirmed when I touched it, making Lizzy giggle at my inquisitiveness.

“Shit, Lizzy … there’s nothing there!”  She giggled again, not denying my only marginally exaggerated description.  In keeping with the leopard skin theme, it had some sexy Jane of the Jungle thing going on with only two skimpy parts to the outfit.  The gold leopard skin halter bikini – the tops of the cups of which were perfectly respectable, the problem coming further down.  The material at the bottom of each cup would normally follow round that succulent underboob part of each breast to wrap and cover like you’d do to a precious fruit.

But not this dress – after covering the high point of the swell and nipple, the material just carried on down creating two large leopard skin triangular handkerchief shapes.  Looking front on was no problem – the breasts were fully covered. 

But looking from the right, the whole right boob from the nipple down was visible, and vice versa for any guy in the club lucky enough to be standing to Lizzy’s left.  Oh fuck, I just had to hope none of the younger parents who sent their kids to the school where Lizzy worked were out at a club like this on a Sunday night!

The skirt, made of the same leopard skin aluminum material, carried on the Jane in the Jungle theme.  The length wasn’t too bad – halfway down to the knee - but the slit on the left-hand-side was full-length, with only a single white popper holding the two halves of the skirt together.  A single white popper which sat on about half-an-inch of material that linked the left to the right. 

Meaning Lizzy’s whole left hip and thigh would be exposed to all the ogling men at the club.  Meaning that whenever she walked or danced or made any kind of movement, the guys would get a perfect view of the tiny gold thong she was wearing underneath.  The tiny gold thong that was the only thing covering her shaved pussy.  A thought that made me surprisingly hard.  All these young bucks savoring my lovely wife’s charms – not that I reckoned any of them would be stupid enough to be too obvious or too forward, given the size and intimidating appearance of my wife’s date for the night.

‘Date for the night!’

Hearing those words in my head really brought it home.  Until tonight, everything had been done between the three of us.  Even the night I’d been busy with work, the agreement had been that they’d come back home to me before they did anything really naughty.

But tonight was gut-wrenchingly different.  Tonight was just the two of them.  Despite everything they’d already done, despite the day-to-day frequency of their communications, tonight was different, was a major step forward.  Their first time out as just the two of them.  Their first proper date.

And it was a thought that frightened me witless, right to the bottom of my toes – but for some weird, unfathomable reason – it also made me breathless with excitement.

~~~~~    

After my comment of ‘Shit, Lizzy … there’s nothing there!’, I recalibrated, looking at Lizzy’s face as I realized she was definitely excited – but she was also nervous as hell.

I could have asked her why – but after all our years together, I didn’t need to ask her.  I knew that just like me, she recognized this evening for what it was.  Another milestone moment in our relationship with her young EMT lover.  Another watershed moment between her and Marcus, between her and me and between me and Marcus.

After my comment and reading her face, I knew she needed reassurance.  I wrapped my arms tight around her.  Hugged her for all I was worth, breathing in the natural, beautiful aroma of her hair as I sampled the spicier fragrance of the perfume she’d chosen for her thirty-something lover.

“He’ll love it, baby … love it!” I smiled, kissing her softly so as not to smudge her lipstick.  “You’ll be the sexiest, most beautiful woman in the whole place … guaranteed!”

"I love you Alan, I love you so much,” she beamed.  “I still can't believe we’re doing this … that you're allowing me to do this, but I'm so thankful that you are!"

"Just have fun, honey … you were right what you said yesterday, you and Marcus have earned this. Don't be thinking about me, of course I’ll miss you like hell … wish I was there with you … but just enjoy it, the two of you enjoy your date … promise?"

‘Date’ … there was a scintillating, wickedness in even saying the word.  This was definitely a step-up in the game we were playing.  My wife out with another man, with me nowhere to be seen.  Her colleagues, all the moms at her school would be scandalized if only they knew!  Not to mention what our daughters would think if they saw their beloved mom and role model out on the town with a man other than their father!

"Okay, I'll try. Are you going to wait up for me?" she asked nervously.

"Of course!  You try and stop me,” I grinned, trying to hide my nerves, “besides which, I don't think I'll be able to sleep, even if I wanted to. Now go, he's waiting for you!"

I wasn't sure what else to say to the woman who was my best friend and life partner as she covered herself in a coat to go on her first solo date with her fantasy lover.  Both of us recognizing what a huge step this was as we hugged, both of us strangely reluctant to let go.

Finally, we eased apart - before Lizzy gave me one last kiss before skipping excitedly out the front door and jumping into the car with Marcus – leaving me to window-twitch at the drapes as I watched her speed away for her first Marcus date without me.


Chapter 21

Three hours after that farewell hug, I found myself sitting at home trying to watch the TV and trying desperately not to think about what Lizzy was doing right now. 

Roughly one hour from our home to the club near where Marcus lived.  And an hour or two for dancing - although their idea of ‘dancing’ was almost certainly a far cry from what would have been deemed acceptable on Dancing with the Stars. 

One plus two, I didn’t need to be Einstein to work out what that meant they’d be doing right about now.  They’d be getting back to his apartment and for the first time ever the pair of them would be enjoying an evening of carnal relations without me there to watch, observe and chaperone.

Who was I kidding, trying to focus on the TV right now!  It was just a blaring source of sights and sounds that I’d thought might distract me.  But it was utterly failing, so I turned it off. Trying Plan B instead – if I can’t stop thinking of them, maybe if I dive as deep as possible, I’ll exhaust the well of thoughts and images and my mind can move on.

I pictured Lizzy lying on her back, legs spread wide, Marcus’s big black body covering her as his ass rhythmically pounded up and down.  I raided my sound memories to give the images a soundtrack – after three months of nearly weekly meetings, it wasn’t like I was short of material to work with!  My mind was full of moans and sighs – some of them quiet and constant, some of them building to the loudest crescendos of climax.

Fuck, my imagination was so vivid, and I had so many memories to call on that I soon found myself sweating as I clutched the arms of the chair.  It was like they were in the room right beside me!

Only they weren’t, were they!  This was the first night they could truly be themselves, could act exactly as they wanted to without worrying about me watching and listening or suddenly bursting in!

‘Their first night truly being honest and natural together as a couple … their first night truly bonding, just the two of them…’ It was a set of thoughts I couldn’t shift from my head … the words kept coming back … just as the images and sounds seemed to be on a permanent, never-ending loop!

So much for Plan B!  Deep diving hadn’t exhausted the poison, it had been like the difference between smoking and injecting a narcotic – it had just made the images and sounds a hundred-times stronger.  Like one of those felons on crack cocaine, the images and sounds were impossible to overcome.  Realizing with a sweaty weariness that I’d only be able to block them out when Lizzy finally returned home.  Which was, best case, still several hours away.

The only thing that made the graphic sights and sounds bearable as they ate at my reserves of sanity was that, in the darkest reaches of my brain, I knew some weird part of me was enjoying it all.  Enjoying knowing they were together ‘a deux’ while I waited quietly at home for my adulterous wife’s return.  Even through the churning knives in my gut and the frequent red-hot pokers piercing my chest, there was a guilty part of me that was savoring the pain and suffering.

If I’d enjoyed the mildly masochistic experiences of shut doors, being ignored and following behind them as they walked hand-in-hand – how much more intoxicating and bittersweet was it to be totally and utterly excluded like this!  Not just excluded by a shut door, but excluded by forty miles as Marcus made love to my beautiful wife in a part of town where white middle-class folk like us were few and far between!

The conjured images … the remembered moans and screams … the psychology of the whole situation, their first real night together as a couple … it was like a cancer eating me from within … but it was also deliciously painful and enjoyable.

~~~~~    

I kept thinking a text or a picture would come.  Or maybe even a call.

But none of these came, so I was just left alone to enjoy the strange mix of suffering and pleasure as the clock ticked by with a slowness I thought was physically impossible.  If that second hand had moved any slower, it would have been going backwards!

Marcus was off duty and Lizzy didn’t work tomorrow – the school was closed for Presidents’ Day – so I had no idea what time she’d be back.  All I knew was that it wouldn’t be early, even though she’d left the house at six p.m.

One a.m. and still no Lizzy, I wasn’t remotely surprised – I knew how into each other the pair of them were.

Two a.m. and I pulled a face to myself – not wholly surprised, but still a little disappointed and I got up and headed for bed, thinking sleep might help take the edge off.

Sleep, who was I kidding!  I found myself lying there, looking up at the ceiling with the same images in my head of Lizzy and her big black lover as I’d imagined when I was in the living room.

My dick was rock hard, but I didn't want to stroke it. I didn’t want to cum and suffer those infamous post-climax blues.  And I didn’t want to be incapable of making love to Lizzy whenever she finally came back from Marcus’s.

Lying there still looking up at the ceiling, I wondered if, after tonight, things would start to change.  I wondered if after having enjoyed a night without me present, the nights when the three of us met would become rarer.  Replaced by this kind of night, when Marcus could enjoy Lizzy without feeling like he was putting on a show for me.  When the dynamics of a threesome changed into the very different vibe of just two people together.  Marcus and Lizzy as a couple rather than just as part of our games.

By the time three a.m. arrived and still no Lizzy, I’d headed back to the living room and was reaching for my phone.  My fingers were poised just as headlights pierced our living room drapes.  A few moments of self-control followed – I didn’t want to seem too inquisitive or desperate – but when five minutes had passed and still no Lizzy, my self-control and self-respect went out of the window.  Making myself as small and invisible as possible, I twitched a chink open in the drapes and squinted into the night darkness.

There they were, the two of them sat turned sideways in the front of Marcus’s F140.  Thankfully he’d dimmed his headlights, our drive lights giving me a good view of their silhouettes. They appeared to be talking and I could just about make out their jaws moving.  Then, as if synchronized, their hands came up so they could touch each other’s faces. 

In other circumstances, I might have thought this sweet and endearing.  But tonight, I was in such an emotionally confused place – half heaven, half hell – a place that this simple gesture seemed to fry what was left of my sanity, my gut immediately twisting into the tightest of knots.

The two silhouetted figures held this pose - their jaws no longer moving - for what seemed an age.  My own emotions boiling over, I could only imagine what they were thinking.  It seemed the hands gently stroking faces and silence was two lovers saying an end-of-evening sad ‘until next time’ to each other.  A thought that had me struggling to breath, but also happy that surely, I’d soon have Lizzy away from him and back with me.

My final bittersweet suffering was the unmistakable movement of Lizzy leaning forward so she and Marcus could share a last, long and heartfelt kiss.  Their heads staying locked together for ages and ages, making me look down at my phone.  Making me contemplate ringing to apply the human equivalent of throwing a bucket of cold water on two randy dogs.

Just when I was about to call, Lizzy’s head moved away, and her car door opened.  She moved towards the door, before darting back for one final kiss and hug.  Only then did I see and hear the car door shut and realize I was finally about to enjoy that Hallelujah moment as I had the woman I loved all back to myself.

~~~~~    

I’d wondered if Marcus might come in with her.  Some misguided form of politeness – ‘Hey, dude, thanks so much for lending me your wife all night’ – but thankfully I was soon watching his F140 backing out and disappearing.

And then, there she was!  My beautiful wife.  Light of my life.  Love of my life, life partner, best friend, lover and mother to my children.

Knowing she was with another man – especially a man like her lover Marcus – for the entire evening had been heaven and hell.  But now at least it was over as I studied her tired but glowing face and took in the way that she walked.  The two together speaking of happy, fulfilling sexual excess as she walked stiffly with the odd wince or two.

I didn’t speak.  She didn’t speak.  I just pulled her into my arms.  Held her tight.  Breathed in her aroma – smelling his cologne, smelling their sex as well as the remnants of her natural gentle fragrance.  Then we kissed.  Kissed hard.  Both of us happy to be back together.  Me thinking I wanted to drag her to bed, hold her and never let her go.  Her with half a mind on how happy she was to be back with me – and half a mind wondering how soon she could see Marcus again.

~~~~~    

When I’d green-lit Lizzy and Marcus to have their first evening together without me, I’d wondered if me agreeing to their request might unlock the floodgates with all types of other changes following.

As we moved from February into March and then into the full heat of a Texas summer, there were small changes, but nothing overwhelming or shocking.

As I’d expected, there were follow-on requests for Lizzy and Marcus to have other evenings when it was just the two of them.  I’m sure in a perfect world, they’d have liked many more of these nights, but in the spring and summer I think these nights only happened around once a month – which seemed ideal to me.  These ‘special nights’ for them did excite me – just like their first one had – but I wasn’t ready for them to happen too often.  That would have made me too anxious and set alarm bells ringing.

On these nights, when I had too much time on my hands to think, I sometimes found myself contemplating my relationship with Marcus and what this three-way relationship meant to him.

Even though he’d been a part of our lives for getting on for half-a-year now, I didn’t really feel I knew him much better than when we’d first met him all the way back in November of the previous year.

Things between the two of us were, for the most part, polite and proper.  Neither of us were under any illusions that we wanted to become best friends. 

There wasn’t any animosity between us – but then again, neither was there any real warmth between him and me.

It was clear to me his interest was all about having time with Lizzy, and if that meant he and I spent some time together and shared Lizzy in threesome sessions, then he regarded both those things as a price to pay to have his time with her.

And as far as I was concerned, I was okay with this setup.  Like Marcus, I wasn’t looking for a new best friend.  For me, our nights all together, our time together were all about Lizzy fulfilling her fantasies and having great sex.  And she was definitely ticking both these boxes.  There might not have been much warmth between Marcus and me, but there was plenty of warmth between the two of them as their relationship continued to deepen as spring moved into summer.

Outside of the bedroom, even as the months passed, Marcus was still that same quiet, respectful, well-mannered guy we’d first met.  But inside the bedroom, he was a monster in terms of the passion and energy he used to fuck Lizzy. 

Mostly all this passion and monster energy was focused laser-like on Lizzy, but in some of our times together he’d try and monster me.  His normal quietness giving way as he’d suddenly become more vocal and trash talk to me about how Lizzy couldn’t get enough of him and about how all three of us knew it was only him who could give her really great sex.

I never knew when these monstering, trash talking moods were going to take control of him, and because he never pushed them too far, they only added to the pleasure all three of us were getting from our relationship.  When he went like this, it wasn’t him overstepping the boundaries or being mean – it was just him showing that same slightly cocky arrogance he’d shown back on that first night.  When, even after he’d announced he had to leave, Lizzy had been desperate for a final fuck.  Which he’d been only too happy to provide as he’d given me a big shit eating grin!

So, as we entered the middle of the Texas summer, I was feeling very pleased with myself.  I’d allowed the two of them to have their evenings alone together and the wheels hadn’t fallen off the bus.

I gave myself a pat on the back – thinking how many couples don’t manage to pull off something like this.  But I had a very happy wife and I was very much enjoying our threesome nights, as well as getting my strange pleasure from the one night a month they were spending the evening together without me.

But as we entered July, things were about to change all over again.


Chapter 22

Jul 9 Wednesday

“Honey…?” she asked, her tone immediately setting my husbandly antennae to DEFCON1.

“Yeeesss,” I answered hesitantly.  During all our years together, that tone only ever meant one of two things – trouble or expense, or possibly a mix of both.

“You know how it’s my birthday soon?”  How could I forget?  Our daughters had taken her for a long weekend away at a spa to celebrate her upcoming forty-fourth.

“And you know how Marcus and I haven’t seen each other in a whole two weeks, which is an eternity for us,” she smiled, enjoying her own teasing words.

“And you know how you’re gonna be in New York when Marcus and I get together tomorrow night…?”

‘Where the hell is this leading?’ I thought to myself.  Thinking about jumping in - to demand some blunt, male directness – but deciding instead that letting Lizzy spin her slow, painful yarn in her own time was somehow more pleasurable.

“Well, I was just thinking that … you know, as you won’t be here, and I’d just be coming home to a cold, empty house … well, I was thinking, what’s the point of driving home all the way to a cold, empty house, why don’t I just stay over at Marcus’s and have him drive me back in the morning…?”

Bang!  Right between the eyes!

When would I learn?

My dear, beautiful wife may have never spent even an hour fishing, but she was an expert at hooking me and reeling me in.  And right now, I was the prize salmon flapping around out of water on the quay and wondering how the hell to respond to such a request that had been so delicately floated and camouflaged.

And just as my brain was starting to form some kind of answer, she smiled sweetly, batted her eyelids and whispered into my ear, “Admit it, honey … you tucked up hundreds of miles away in New York … and me snuggled up, sleeping next to my big black lover … admit it, doesn’t it make you extra hard?”

Heart already pumping, I could have lied, but what was the point when her hand was already squeezing at the front of my pants, discovering the evidence for her teasing accusation.

“I knew it!” she whispered gleefully, like a little girl excitedly winning a teddy bear at a country fair, stroking and squeezing me just for good measure. 

“So, I’ll take that as a yes then!” she grinned, still squeezing my swollen member as she pulled back to look into my eyes. “Or should I say, WE will take that as a yes, Marcus and I will take it as a yes…”

~~~~~    

At least this time I had the distraction of a meal and drinks with a client to half-distract me from what was going on back in Houston.  That helped hugely during the earlier part of the evening, it was the post eleven, sleeping time that was the worst.

I say, ‘sleeping time’. ‘Try to sleep time’ was a more accurate description.  Lying between the crisp white hotel bedding in only my boxers - an early flight, a long day and booze doing nothing to help me sleep.  Lying there looking up at the hotel ceiling, my mind filled with images of Lizzy and her big-bodied EMT lover lying next to each other lovingly cuddling each other.

The conjured images tore at my heart, but shamefully made the blood flow to my cock, and several times I had to catch myself to stop my hand from making me cum.  The images were so different to what I normally saw.  There were no mental pictures of Lizzy’s thrashing limbs or Marcus’s powerful ass driving his arm-sized cock into her depths.

No, the images were of them snuggled close.  Close and affectionate.  Her head placed tenderly and submissively on the maleness of his vast, muscled chest.  Her hand reaching up so her fingertips could trace at the contours of his face, his hand running through the softness of her long brown hair, such a contrast to his own shaven head.

The sounds, the imagined sounds … there were none.  Not their normal soft moans building to screams of passion.  No, rather my mind heard just silence, the silence of two people comfortable and close, relaxed in each other’s company.  Lovers.  Lovers who were finally getting to spend the night together.  Finally getting to do something they’d likely wanted to do since the very first few times they’d made love.

Fuck!  It was a set of images that tormented me just as much as it stimulated me.  It was like going back five months to February and that first night they’d shared together without me. 

Only this time it was even more intense.  This time there’d be no ‘happy ending’, no ‘happily ever after’ of Lizzy coming home to me as we wrapped our arms around each other to celebrate our love and togetherness.

This time it would only be Marcus who got to feel those arms wrapped around him, who got to look at that beautiful, happy smile.

Damn!  It was enough to drive a man insane.  An insanity made worse by the nagging thought of whether Lizzy would ring or not.  Normally when I was away, she’d ring me for a catch up and a brace of ‘Goodnight I love yous’.

We always did this – it was an unspoken, unwritten rule, ever since the girls were little.  But tonight was different, and the damned fool that I was, we’d never discussed it.  Part of my brain was telling me she’d call – she always called.  Part of my brain was smiling as it reminded me tonight was different – she’d never been falling asleep in another man’s arms before tonight.

So, it was all up in the air – just another fragment of a night designed to torment and titillate me in perfect balance.  Just another thing to make my cock throb with excitement as my chest ached with pain.

Marcus was off duty the following day, but I knew Lizzy was working.  Always one to take her job seriously, I kept gazing at my phone as it approached midnight.  Willing it to light up and ring.  But no call came.

By one there was still no call, and my looks across at the hotel nightstand became rarer. 

By two my hopes were dying, but I still couldn’t sleep, not while there were still a few tiny embers of hope.

Five minutes before three, I finally slept, aided by three little friends from the hotel minibar.  My conscious brain finally shutting off, my unconscious dream-brain booting up to try and make sense of what had been a confusingly strange night of angst and arousal.  I had no idea what fever dreams were about to hit me, or what future changes tonight’s developments might open-up.

~~~~~    

When I’d been lying in my hotel bed struggling to sleep, picturing Lizzy drifting off to sleep cuddled close to Marcus, part of my brain had wondered if that night represented some kind of watershed moment.  Wondering whether by allowing Lizzy and Marcus their ‘alone, just the two of them’ evenings, and now a whole sleepover night, things might start to change.

As the summer transitioned into autumn and then winter – including the one-year milestone of that fateful first meeting with Marcus – I slowly got the answer to my question.

Until now, we’d generally been meeting up with Marcus about one time a week.  Lizzy and Marcus may have been nearly constantly texting, but his shifts, Lizzy’s monthly cycle and the demands of work and family life made weekly get togethers the maximum we could achieve. 

Given the recent developments in our marriage, I’d skim-read various hotwife forums and similar sites and chuckled at their frequent references to NRE, ‘New Relationship Energy.’ Chuckling at them because I recognized what they were describing as exactly what I’d seen between Lizzy and her young black lover. 

With Lizzy and Marcus’s ‘affair’ already approaching three-quarters of a year, in my naivety I’d wondered if that whole new relationship energy might die down, and that they’d want to meet up less often.  Moving from one a week to maybe once a fortnight or once a month – given how busy our lives all were.

But with the onset of their ‘alone, just the two of them’ evenings and sleepover nights, things started to move in the opposite direction.  My work schedule, with an uptick of nights away on the East and West Coasts, not helping.

Now I’d implicitly signed off on the principle I didn’t need to be involved in all nights the two of them met up, their hunger for each other (if anything, increasing not decreasing) drove Lizzy to greater inventiveness.

If Marcus was in one of his ‘one day on, one day rest, one day off’ periods before he’d have five days off – Lizzy might arrange to meet up with him on his rest day, especially if I was off in LA or New York.  He might finish at six in the morning, sleep for eight hours and be woken by my lovely wife slipping into his bed at the end of her workday.  The two of them fucking each other to a standstill until it was time for them to fall asleep together just before midnight, so the young EMT would be rested enough to start his next twenty-four shift at six the next day.

Even after nearly a year together, their ’NRE’ passion wasn’t waning – it was increasing!  The mix of threesomes at our place and nights where it was just the two of them at Marcus’s apartment allowed them to double how often they were able to be together.  Family life and shifts made each week slightly different, but weekly meetups moved to meeting twice most weeks.

At first, the meetings were an even split between our customary weekly threesome get togethers at our place and the two of them being alone at Marcus’s apartment.

But as autumn moved into winter, I started noticing changes. 

Even if I wasn’t travelling and was at home, Lizzy would ask for some meetings to be just the two of them at his apartment.  And if it was just the two of them at his place, it soon became fifty-fifty whether she’d return home or text me to ask me if it was okay for her to sleepover.

And then the sleepover ‘communication’ and frequency started changing.  First it was the communication, with texts asking if it was okay, mutating into texts just advising me she was sleeping over.  Then after a while these communications changed again – stopping, as every night she was at Marcus’s, she was sleeping over.  So why bother texting?  The last half dozen or more evening meetings had ended up in a sleepover, so why the need to text me to tell me? 

It became implicitly assumed that any night she and Marcus met up by themselves she’d sleepover at his apartment.

~~~~~    

None of this was planned or designed – life’s not like that!  Following Darwinian principles, it just slowly evolved as our unconventional three-way relationship moved through its one-year anniversary into year two.

‘Three-way relationship.’

There’s a term to dwell on!

There were certainly elements of what the three of us had which were ‘three-way’.

Ever since our first night, I’d been happy to mix giving Lizzy and Marcus time alone together – when I’d listen and then watch – with time when I’d join them, and it became a genuine three-way physical thing.

But even on that first night as I’d seen them dancing and then, at Lizzy’s request we’d invited Marcus home, I knew in my heart this was more about the two of them.

Not a complaint, just a reality!

Lizzy was, on an occasional basis, getting to live out her ‘big black guy’ fantasy, whilst still having all the benefits of a loving, caring, intelligent life partner for all the other nights that made up her real life and her real family.  Her fantasy being about her ‘big black guy’, not involving her husband.

From night one, as they’d dirty-danced together, Marcus’s interest had always unashamedly been in Lizzy, and Lizzy alone.  He’d not known she had a husband watching.  Me and my involvement, he was perfectly polite and non-aggressive about it, but for the young EMT it was just a price to be paid.  A ‘necessary-evil’, if you will – the involvement of the husband of the woman he wanted to have as his lover.

These were the slow-burn truths buzzing around my head as we passed Thanksgiving, Christmas and New Year and moved into the second year of having Marcus involved in our marriage.

Marcus and Lizzy were now together two nights most weeks and the times when the meeting was at our place with me present had dwindled to maybe one or two times a month.

Like I say, I don’t think any of this was planned – it was just a natural and inevitable consequence that ever since day one this whole three-way set-up had really been only about Lizzy and Marcus.  Hard to fight biology!  One pussy, space for one cock!  Arms only with a reach to embrace and hug one neck!

I still had Lizzy for the big majority of time – she might be with Marcus a couple of nights a week, but her main focus was on me and the family we’d built.

And aside from the mechanical description of time with me and time with her young EMT lover, there’s the emotional and psychological aspect.  Lizzy was getting to live out a dream existence – fantasy lover and loving, happy husband. 

So, in all those days when it was just her and me together, she was floating on a cloud of happiness and overflowing with gratefulness towards me as the man who’d made it all possible.

The ‘three-way’ situation had evolved out of all recognition from how it had started.  Once a week had become twice a week.  Get-togethers which involved all three of us had evolved so it was now only occasional that I’d be present – but still, I was happy.  I had a loving, satisfied, happy wife – and I was proud that I was the author of this reality.

~~~~~    

As we moved into the second year of having Marcus involved in our marriage, it was certainly a huge change compared to when we’d first had him in our lives. 

Lizzy and Marcus were now together a couple of nights most weeks and I was now present much less often.  Our meetings for threesomes were declining from around once a week to just now happening occasionally, typically around once a month or every couple of months.

You might think this was a recipe for trouble and a very unhappy husband, but quite the opposite.  Sure, there was the odd time I’d feel sorry for myself and question how we’d allowed things to develop.  But overall, I was happy with the way things had evolved.

When it was all new and exciting, I’d been happy and aroused to be involved for all our meetups.  As we were still exploring the emotional side of things and still getting to know Marcus, being there every time had felt right.  But as things developed and we became more familiar and comfortable both with Marcus the person and with the whole set-up, being involved just every so often felt okay. 

Zero presence, I’d have worried and missed the excitement.  Present all the time wouldn’t have been fair to them and if I’m honest, would have become a bit too ‘samey’ and tedious for me! 

So, ending up somewhere in the middle worked for me and my selfish needs, and it certainly worked for Lizzy and her needs.  To say I had a happy wife would be the understatement of the year!

Lizzy’s happiness was easy to understand – understanding my happiness I think was a bit more complicated.

I didn’t kid myself that Lizzy and Marcus’s relationship was insubstantial – their near constant texting would have exploded that as a lie – but even so, I had Lizzy all to myself for the vast majority of the week. 

That bit of my happiness was easy to understand - a wife with me most of the week, but who’d been rendered sexier and more desirable by the small part of the week she spent with another man.  My competitive male juices whetted and challenged, I rose to the challenge mentally and physically.  Lizzy and my love life becoming better than it had ever been before!

The bit that was more difficult to understand was how the greater frequency of their meetups, my absence, and that Lizzy now pretty much always spent the night with the young EMT, also excited me.

Surely any normal husband should have been angry and upset by these developments? 

That’s what I told myself many times in the months when things started to change.  But the more I looked into my heart, the more I couldn’t hide from the truth that for me the opposite was true.  I was secure enough in our love that I was able to savor the bittersweet pleasures of the changes.  Just as I’d done over a year ago on those first nights we’d met up with Marcus when I’d surprised myself by enjoying the mild humiliation of being excluded, as to all the world, the two of them looked the couple, and I looked the third wheel. 

Now a year on, I was just experiencing the same thing, only now it was scaled up to a whole new level.  Not just following behind them as they walked arm-in-arm or finding doors shut to give them privacy.  Now they were spending whole evenings and nights together without me, going out alone for dates and dancing with Lizzy only returning to me the following day.  With me experiencing the ultimate bittersweet masochistic pleasure of sleeping alone knowing Lizzy was curled up asleep in the arms of a muscular black man ten years my junior whose body, cock and dominant bedroom demeanor were the perfect aphrodisiac for her.

She couldn’t get enough of Marcus, and he felt the same – the two of them were besotted and infatuated, and it was only the strength of our love and trust that allowed me to feel comfortable about the situation.

On the nights when Lizzy was going out with Marcus, I loved being at home watching her dress up for her lover.  The places they went, the kind of clothes he liked and the age difference all combining to make Lizzy dress a whole lot more revealing and sexier than she’d ever dressed for me – even when we were younger before the girls came along!

Her skirts got shorter and shorter, her heels got taller and the tops she chose revealed a lot more flesh, cleavage and boob.  Nearly all the clothes were new – some bought by Marcus – and depending on exactly which top or dress she’d chosen, Lizzy would sometimes go braless and even often go commando.

“Baby, what you looking at?” she’d often say, grinning broadly as she teased me. “I just feel so sexy knowing I’m naked and available for him while we’re in the club or the Uber!”

Apart from the odd night of doubts and worries, the only thing that really bugged me was that when it was just the two of them together, I never got to indulge my ‘fly-on-the-wall’ voyeuristic urges.  The more nights they spent together, the more dominant this became as the staple within the overall relationship, the more I had a burning itch to know what was happening on these nights.

But in those first two years of their affair, I only once got the chance to see what happened on these nights.  I’d been travelling a lot for work and it was a Friday night in mid-November just after the two-year anniversary of meeting Marcus.  I was in Chicago and Lizzy would normally have slept over at Marcus’s apartment, but he had his sister staying over, as her small apartment was being fumigated.  So, I ‘selflessly’ suggested that Marcus sleepover at our place – so they didn’t have to cancel their date just because of his sister.

Lizzy and Marcus obviously thought it was a great idea, and if anything, I was even happier than they were as what Lizzy had failed to remember was that a month ago after a spate of burglaries, I’d had a high-end CCTV system installed.  Finally, after two years, I was going to get a window into what exactly they got up to on the nights it was just the two of them alone!


Chapter 23

Nov 20 Friday

Ever since they’d agreed to my suggestion, I’d been on tenterhooks waiting for this moment.

Everything was set.  I’d had the mandatory client dinner and was now back in my hotel room.  I’d tested the tech, it all worked fine, and now all I had to do was wait, wait for the two stars of the show to make their appearance on the stage, blissfully unaware that yours truly had a dozen swiveling, zoomable, high-def cameras ready to blow away the smoke of mystery to give me my answers.  To give me my answers of what exactly went on during their evenings together.  To tell me what, if anything, was different about their relationship and interactions when they didn’t have to worry about hubby and what he might think or how he might react.

Between now and my final client commitment – a Saturday morning breakfast meeting – I could dedicate my total focus on the camera feeds and controls.  Hell, toggling left and right, zooming in and out, adjusting the brightness and contrast, I felt like a cross between Steven Spielberg and Quentin Tarantino.  Wondering whether tonight’s performance would have the wholesomeness of an E.T. or would it be as controversial and pulse-jarring as a Tarantino blockbuster.

It was just before ten and, from past timings, I reckoned Lizzy and Marcus would be arriving any time soon.  Lizzy loved to dance – she’d texted me they were dancing – but she also loved to fuck.  Or, qualifying that statement, she loved to fuck with her big-bodied, big-cocked young black lover.  A slightly different set of desires as compared to our own relationship.  With her loving hubby, she ‘loved’ to live and ‘liked’ to fuck … but I didn’t kid myself that for Lizzy sex with me still held the same attraction as it did with Marcus.  A thought simultaneously painful and arousing in my strange new life!

True to my prediction, five minutes later the first of my cameras burst into life, my driveway camera fired up, activated by the intense beam of Marcus’s F140 headlights.

Moments later, the microphone and the internet worked seamlessly to relay the happy sounds of Lizzy’s high-pitched laughter the thousand odd miles from Houston to my twenty-fifth-floor eyrie overlooking Lake Michigan.  With the house all to themselves, there was no reason for the two of them to make out in the car, like they sometimes did if I was at home.

They were acting like love-struck teenagers, Lizzy shrieking as Marcus chased her round the car, grabbing for her waist as she ran key in hand for the safety of the front door.  Marcus’s face and actions signaling what he had in mind for Lizzy if he caught her, her efforts to evade him entirely for show, intended to just make him want her even more!  As if that was possible…

~~~~~    

Front door slammed shut, now they were inside, I could see and hear so much better, turning the volume down to avoid deafening myself compared to the muted driveway noises.

They wasted zero time.  Somewhere in the blind spot between the front door and the living room, they’d both discarded their coats and the living room camera showed me Marcus’s six-two, two-seventy black frame pushing Lizzy’s squirming form up against the wall.  Lips locked tight with vacuum closeness, their heads squirming as their tongues fought and dueled, their hands rubbing and pulling desperately at their erogenous zones. 

Lizzy trying to rub and squeeze her way through the fabric of Marcus’s tented pants.  Her lover not far behind as he roughly squeezed at a semi-transparent red blouse that showed she’d gone braless for the evening.  The club they’d been to obviously a very liberal one, as the boobs Marcus was mauling and the nipples he was pulling and rolling would have been on display all evening.

When they finally broke for air, Marcus thrust his right hand under Lizzy’s matching red micro-mini skirt.  The way Lizzy’s muscles tensed, her eyes widened, and she chewed on her lip telling me his fingers were either in her pussy or on her clit. 

“Whose little slut are you, Mrs. Andrews?”

Lizzy screwed her eyes tight shut, her jaw going slack as she sucked in air – but she didn’t answer his question, which just made him give an evil grin as his right elbow started sawing up and down, making Lizzy sob as she bit down on her lip and stared at him.

“You really think you can hold out on me?” he smirked, elbow doing another couple of up and down, in and out circuits. 

“And you know exactly what I can do with your little love button, don’t you?” The way that Lizzy’s eyes were bugging out telling me she was getting a real-time demo.

“So, tell me, whose little slut are you, Mrs. Andrews?” he asked, the stressed, heavenly look on Lizzy’s face telling me she was getting the full stereo treatment as she finally gave in.

“I’m yours … your little slut, Marcus,” she mewled, eyes closed again as she sucked in huge waves of breath.

“My little slut … not hubby’s little slut?” he teased.

“No, not his little slut, yours Marcus, yours,” she moaned, resistance totally shattered, her hips swiveling in response to the overload of pleasure Marcus’s hand was giving her. 

Marcus’s question and Lizzy’s confession took me right back to when we’d started this game.  As if it was yesterday, I remembered how she’d teased me on the night we first met Marcus about whether her revealing clothes were slutty enough to match to my fantasies.  I remembered how the sudden release of the secret, slutty side of Lizzy had been a frequent topic of conversation between us in those early weeks as her relationship with Marcus had developed.

And now, two years on, things had come full circle.  I was secretly watching the two of them as they cavorted in our marital home while I was a thousand miles away – and Lizzy wasn’t joking with me about her slutty side.  She was telling her lover of two year’s standing that she was his slut, not my slut!

Should I have been worried and frightened by this?

Maybe a little!  But what Marcus had just forced her to confess, was a truth I’d known in my heart for many months.  And honestly, he could have the slutty side of my wife that we’d released so long as I had the wifely, loving part of her – so long as I was the one who had her heart.  I’d thought that right since their second date when she’d told me how Marcus fucked her better, and I still believed it today, two years on.

~~~~~    

“Momma’s gonna get her some sugar now … gonna get her reward for telling Marcus what he wanted to hear!”

With that, her big black lover withdrew his hand and spun Lizzy around so she was pushed hard into the wall, face against the paint, pulling her arms up high with one hand while unzipping himself with the other.

“Strip for daddy, my little slutty wife!” he commanded, releasing Lizzy’s hands so she could feverishly unhook her skirt and pull her blouse off.  No need to remove her panties, she hadn’t been wearing any, now she was naked, her hands back restrained high above her head.  Her only ‘clothing’ the five-inch black patent heels she knew Marcus would let her keep.

“Good little slut,” he chuckled, “now daddy’s really gonna give his little slut what she’s been panting for all evening.”  Dipping his hips as he thrust upward, pushing all nine inches of his super thick cock into my naked wife.

“Oooo … fuck,” Lizzy squealed, her face contorting from the sensations.  Loving every inch, but still her body reacted to push her hips up to the top of her tiptoes, part of her wanting to escape from the cervix-straining penetration.

No point in trying, now he was balls deep.  One arm snaked around her hips and tummy to pull her back down onto the full length of his weapon.  The other reached up as his large, dark hand nearly encircled her neck as he started caressing her windpipe.

“This what you want, my sweet little married slut?” he hissed, his hips rotating and pumping in an extra slow tease.

“Yesss … yesss,” she sobbed back, her voice full of need and desperation.

“Tell me what it is you really want, Lizzy.  Tell me!” he barked.

“I want you … I want you to fuck me hard with that amazing cock of yours…”

“Good girl … good girl,” he smirked, his hand visibly squeezing around her windpipe.  “Don’t fret, as my sweet little Lizzy asked so nice, Daddy’s gonna give her what she wants!”

With that he thrust upward all the way, nearly lifting Lizzy off her feet as he pushed her body and boobs tight into the wall and then he started hammering away at a blizzard of speed.

“Ohhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhh, yessssssssssss, so good, ahhhhh,” Lizzy sobbed, her body loving it, but also trying to escape from the hammering her sensitive pussy was now receiving.  But Marcus’s arm held her hips tight – there was no escape, she just had to stand there and take it, her head thrashing around. 

But even this was hard as Marcus squeezed at her windpipe and whispered in her ear.  “Take it all, slut … take it, gonna give your married pussy all my jizz, all my seed any minute now!”

“Yesss … yesss,” she moaned, trying to squirm around to kiss her conqueror, Marcus not allowing it as he squeezed even harder on her neck.

“Come on, baby … come on, cum for Marcus … show me how much you love my big black cock,” he chanted, his hips somehow going even faster as Lizzy screamed, her whole body shaking like she’d been electrocuted.

'“Ohhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhh, yesssssssssssss … cummingggggggg … cummingggggggg … so gooooddd.”  Her eyes were closed, her whole body was vibrating and her skin tone seemed two shades pinker.

"Yeeeeeeeessssss," she hissed, her face more euphoric, more full of ecstasy than I’d ever seen it before – even on any of her other nights with Marcus!

Sitting in my hotel eyrie on the shores of Lake Michigan, I was sweating buckets.  I’d wanted to see how they were together when I wasn’t there, now I knew!  What I was seeing and hearing giving me plenty of food for thought! 

The rough way Marcus dominated her and fucked her did something unique and special for Lizzy.  Unlocked something deep within her psyche.  Something she certainly didn’t want from me as her husband and everyday partner.  Something she wasn’t comfortable to get from her big black lover even if I was merely present!

Shocked at how much she got off on this rough treatment from her huge young lover, I knew this was something I’d need to discuss with her when I got home.  Although how I’d find a way into that particular conversation without admitting to secretly watching would be difficult.  She might be happy to keep this side of her secret and just between her and Marcus, but having seen her like this there was no way on earth I could leave it undiscussed.

With Lizzy still thrashing around through the tail end of her climax, Marcus’s body movements punctured my thoughts as his muscles tensed and he pushed even deeper into my squealing wife.

"Yeah, fuck yeah, fuck yeah...you're getting all the jizz Lizzy, baby...all of it," he grunted, his grip vice-like as he injected her writhing body with the contents of his balls, their mouths finally locked together as he released her windpipe, her arms reaching round to embrace the man filling her womb as she came yet again.

~~~~~    

As I watched them, I didn’t quite get it.  How they moved from such raw, animalistic sex – the way he’d stopped her breathing, pushed her hard into the wall as he fucked her bordering on BDSM – to the tenderness I was now watching.

Their bodies both sweaty and glowing, Marcus was so careful and considerate in the way he withdrew his softening hosepipe, gently easing Lizzy’s heeled feet back down to Terra Ferma.  Large black hands rotating her hips and thighs with such care to make sure her circulation and muscles were working okay.  Turning her away from the wall to face him. 

He had a huge, almost childlike grin on his face as they beamed at each other, eyes locked on, looking deep into each other’s souls.  The heat and urgency now gone, they were happy to mix short bouts of small, nibbling kisses with just smiling and looking at each other.

Before they’d looked like rutting animals, now the way they stood together, caressed each other and connected – they looked more like a couple than creatures in the wild.

“I want to take you to bed, Mrs. Andrews!” he playfully grinned.  “It’ll be kind of fun to be next to you, to make love to you in the bed where you and Alan normally sleep!”

“Naughty boy!” she chuckled, throwing her arms around his neck and kissing him.  Her total nakedness (heels excepted!) suddenly looking incongruous next to his body with his pants pooled around his ankles.  “I think that’s the first time you’ve mentioned Alan in months … something on your mind?”

“You know what’s on my mind,” he said, his face no longer playful, his face suddenly serious.  “When are you going to have ‘the talk’ with him?”

It was now Lizzy’s face that turned serious, instantly turning from playful happiness to stressed thoughtfulness.  “It’s not an easy talk to have!  What you’re asking is a big deal!”

“You want it as well!  Or have I got that wrong?  At least that’s what you’ve been telling me … or was that just to keep me happy?”

“No, I’d never do that to you, Marcus … not after everything … yes, it is what I want too … but sitting down with Alan and discussing what we want, it’s not easy … not after all our years together…”

“I get that,” he said, taking a softer line, slowly stroking Lizzy’s hair, twirling it with his index finger.  “But when?”

“I don’t know … but soon.”

“Lizzy, honey … ‘soon’ is not a date … I’ve been patient …it’s best you talk to him, but if not, then I’ll talk to him…”

“Okay, okay … tomorrow, tomorrow when he gets home from Chicago…”

“Thank you,” he smiled with tenderness and emotion in his eyes.  “I know it’s not easy … okay, now we’re okay with that, shall we go back to more fun things … would you like that Mrs. Andrews?”

“Mmmm,” she sighed, arms still locked around Marcus’s muscular neck as she raised herself on her heeled tiptoes to place a tiny kiss on his lips. 

“Lead on, lover of mine … I believe you mentioned wanting to lay next to me and then make slow, luxurious, languid love to your woman for the next few hours,” she giggled.  “That is, if you think you’ve still got the energy for it!”

Her giggle turned to a squeal of surprise as with one swoop Marcus lifted her in his arms, kicked his pants away and carried her towards our bedroom.

My squealing wife couldn’t have been happier.

Her sweating husband, a thousand miles away, was suddenly sweating even more.  Wondering what the hell ‘the talk’ she needed to have with me was all about.  Wondering and imagining all kinds of dire situations as I rearranged my plans to get the first flight back in the morning.

To be continued ….
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