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~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

I met my future husband over Words with Friends back when that was a thing

What I didn’t realize was that he lived almost 5000 miles away from my home in London

But when we finally met in person after a 3-year long-distance friendship

It wasn’t quite love at first sight, but close

So I moved to Houston and married him

And that’s when things got interesting…

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Present Day

I pull into the parking lot at the terminal to drop off my husband. He’s heading out for a 2-week shift on an oil rig in the Gulf of Mexico. I’ve been dropping him off like this since we married and I moved to Texas City, Texas from London, England.

“I’ll miss you,” I say as I shut off the ignition. The sudden silence in the cab of our F150 is always deafening and I never know what to say. He looks at me and smiles but his heart isn’t in it. It’s toughest on him when he goes off to work, spending 14 days on a floating time bomb with a few dozen men who would rather be anywhere but where they are. Or so he’s told me. I’ve never been out on the rig. Wives don’t do that.

“Miss you, too,” he mumbles but I don’t mind. I know it’s hard for him even though it’s a life of his own making. He looks over at me and smiles but it’s a sad smile. “Make sure you get someone to look at that window while I’m gone,” he tells me for the second time today.

“I will, babe,” I tell him gently. There’s no point in chastising him for repeating himself as we’re both searching for ways to fill the void that always descends on our relationship the day he goes off to work. It’s an issue we both have to deal with in our own way but it’s a lot tougher for him, again by his own making. Still, that’s no reason to rub his nose in it, even if that’s what he likes.

“Well, I guess I better go,” he says as he reaches for the door handle. I lean over to kiss him lightly, not wanting to spoil my lipstick. He’s okay with a little peck that barely grazes his lips. I’m almost certain he prefers it this way, a hint of what he’ll be missing just to rub salt in the wound. I give him what he wants because he gives me what I want even if it hurts him to do so.

“I’ll call you tonight,” I tell him as he climbs out of the cab. He closes the door and grabs his rucksack from the back of the truck, hoisting the strap over his shoulder as he walks away without looking back at me. He never looks back at me for some reason but that’s the least of what I don’t understand about my husband.

I watch him walk across the parking lot to the terminal where he’ll log onto the system that manages one of the thousands of oil rigs in the Gulf. He’ll get processed and transported by the company that owns and operates the rig, one of the larger ones he’s told me, always trying to ease my concerns about him and his safety even though the Deepwater Horizon rig that blew up in 2010, killing eleven workers and injuring 17 others, was one of the largest to ever drill in the Gulf or anywhere else. As if size would protect him in the event of another disaster, which we both know it wouldn’t.

I’m just saying.

I watch him until he disappears into the terminal and wonder, not for the first time and certainly not for the last if I’ll ever see him again. As with so many dangerous professions, as with so many other couples, as with so many other wives, we send our men off to earn a living not knowing if they’ll return to us when they’ve finished putting out fires, or protecting the public, or drilling for oil. His isn’t one of the heroic jobs that men do, some women but mostly men, to put food on the table and a roof over our heads, but it still counts, I tell myself because what choice do I have? If I want to be with Garrett Palmer, and I do, this is the life I signed up for so many years ago.

I flip down the visor to check my lipstick in the vanity mirror, then pull out my phone to check my texts. I think about turning on the radio before I think better about it, then fish my earbuds out of my purse instead and crank up the volume on Spotify. I listen to my playlist and check the time again even though a whole minute has passed since the last time I checked. I could go home for a bit and even change out of my tee shirt and jeans into a nice dress, I tell myself, and then come back to this very same parking lot but why bother? I’ll wait. Waiting is the one thing I do so well.

~ ~ ~

Six Years Ago

I met my husband online, of course. We found each other playing Word with Friends, basically Scrabble, back when it was a thing in the late teens, long before Wordle came along and supplanted it as the internet’s game of choice. I remember thinking when we first started playing why it took Garrett so long to make a move, hours usually, until I finally asked and discovered that he was six hours behind me in Texas while I was in London. It wasn’t long before we friended each other on Facebook, also back when that was still a big thing, and got to talking via text almost daily. At first, ours was just a friendship, nothing sexual, as we were both with other people at the time. I felt a connection with Garrett and when he broke up I decided it was time for me to toss my then-boyfriend out of my house because he was a wanker which he then proved by taking six months – six months! – to move out of the house I owned.

During that epic struggle, I was whining incessantly to Garrett about what a mistake I’d made allowing my ex to move in with me and he was so sweet, sympathetic, and willing to listen even if I was,  in hindsight, complaining way too much. At one point, he told me if I needed a break I should come to visit him in the States and even though I wasn’t sure if he was serious, by the time I was on the verge of tearing my hair out, I said screw it and booked a flight to meet him for the first time even though I felt like I knew him so well already. I got really lucky because I booked the flight without telling him first but he had just ended his two weeks out on the rig which I had no idea about, but we got to spend ten days together, and by the end of that time we were head over heels in love and he proposed to me at the airport and everyone was clapping and going nuts for us like something out of a cheesy Hallmark Channel rom-com!

I came back for Christmas (we first got together in October) as a surprise – once again, he didn’t have any idea I was coming – and his mom sent him to the airport to get me on Christmas Eve. I came back one more time in May and then I applied for a visa and moved over permanently. We got married in August of 2018.

~ ~ ~

Present Day

I’ve got my eyes closed as I’m lost in the music when I hear a knock on the driver’s side window of the truck. I startle but not too badly and open my eyes to see Marlon’s smiling face outside the truck. It’s raining but I don’t care – I fling open the door, jump out of the truck into his arms, and kiss him hard on his thick black lips. He is such a fantastic kisser.

“How’s it going?” he asks in that impossibly deep voice of his that resonates to my bones. “Been a good girl while I was gone?” I nod enthusiastically and he kisses me again, harder still, while he grabs my ass with both hands and mashes his thick erection into my belly through his jeans and mine. I can’t wait to feel him inside of me.

“How’s everything with Garrett?” he asks when we’re both in the cab of the truck and I pull out of the parking lot for the drive home.

“It’s good,” I say truthfully because everything is good when we’re together. “He’s good.”

“I wish they’d go back to the old rotation,” Marlon says as he looks out the side window at the Gulf. “I wouldn’t mind seeing Garrett once in a while again.”

“I’d like that, too,” I admit even though I’m secretly fine with the way things are and have been for months. “Any chance that will happen?”

“Who knows? That kind of thing is way above my pay grade.” He turns and smiles at me and my pussy clenches hard. He’s gorgeous. I forget how gorgeous he is when he’s away. Two weeks shouldn’t be that long but for some reason it is.

That’s not true. I know the reason.

“How was your rotation?” I ask in a lame attempt to change the subject. He laughs at me, a gentle laugh that is knowing and almost loving at the same time. But it’s not loving because both Marlon and I know that he doesn’t love me and I don’t love him. We’re in lust, pure and simple, which is exactly what each of us wants and knows it has to be. Love’s got nothing whatsoever to do with it.

“Come on, Carolyn,” he says when he stops laughing at me. “You don’t give a flying fuck how my rotation was, so don’t bullshit me.”

“I was just trying to be polite, is all,” I say in a low voice but he’s got my number and he knows it. Even with Garrett I can’t gin up any interest in whatever it is they do all day and night on those damn oil rigs, polluting the Gulf, killing the sealife slowly at best and quickly when something goes wrong, not to mention adding tons of oil and carbon to our environment and pushing global warming toward the point of no return. I hate everything about what Garrett and Marlon do for a living but it puts food on our table and pays for the roof over our heads so I don’t complain. Too much.

“No need to be polite on my account, girl,” he says in that deep, sexy voice again. He knows just how to get me going, as if there’s any need. I’ve been waiting for this ever since he left two weeks ago, the last time I drove to the terminal to swap out the men in my life. “I like it just fine when you’re a nasty bitch,” he adds with a tone that makes my nipples hard and my knickers damp. “Are you going to be my nasty bitch tonight?”

I smile seductively as I turn to look at him. “Do I have to wait until tonight?”
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Present Day

As soon as I pull the truck into the garage and shut the door behind us, Marlon grabs me for another kiss. He mauls my mouth with his thick, luxurious lips and our tongues entwine as if we can’t get enough of each other. He grabs my breast with his large hand and pinches my nipple hard enough to make me squeak because he knows how much I like that and he knows just how hard to pinch it. But when he pinches the other one, I flinch and pull away from him.

“Easy, big fella,” I tell him but he smiles and waves me off as he turns away from me and climbs out of the truck. I do the same and we enter the house, Garrett’s house, as we’re tearing each other’s clothes off. I’m only wearing my tee shirt and jeans with flip flops so he’s got me naked before he is. He leaves his jeans on but his broad black chest is so delicious I kiss it until he lifts me in his strong arms.

“Fuck, I missed you,” he whispers as I nuzzle his neck while he carries me into the bedroom. I made the bed before I drove Garrett to the terminal because I always make the bed when he’s home. That was the last time I’d make the bed for two weeks because Marlon hates it when I make the bed. He wants me and the bed available on a moment’s notice while he’s here and I have no problem accommodating him because I feel the same way. Sex with Marlon is too good to wait for, especially after I’ve had to wait for it for two long weeks.

“I missed you, too,” I tell him as he deposits me gently on the bedspread I use when I know Marlon’s going to fuck me before I have a chance to turn down the bedding. I watch him as he strips off the rest of his clothes but he gives me a look.

“Is Garrett still ignoring you when he’s here?”

“Do you really want to talk about Garrett right now?” I give him a look. He’s just removed his heavy work boots and is hopping around on one foot as he tries to remove his jeans. I can see the outline of his erection in his boxers and it makes my pussy clench.

He chuckles. “No, I guess not,” he admits as he finally steps out of his jeans and walks to the edge of the bed so that I can pull his boxers down for the big reveal. Why he loves doing this is beyond me but I don’t mind. I like unveiling his package. It’s such a fine package.

“I’ve been saving up for this,” he whispers as I pull his cock out and eye it as if I’m seeing it for the first time. It never ceases to amaze me. I’m thrilled with the size and girth of him for reasons I’ll get into later, but more than anything I love how black it is. There’s just something about black skin that is so masculine I can’t get enough of it even though I’ve been fucking Marlon for two years. It’s been a really good two years.

“I can tell,” I whisper as I lick the drop of precum that is leaking from the tip of his cock. He smiles down at me and I shiver with delight. I’ve never met a man who enjoys sex in general and sex with me in particular more than Marlon. It’s been a godsend that he arrived when he did because I don’t know what I’d be doing if he wasn’t here.

“Safe to assume you’ve been a good girl, too?” he asks. He’s trying to look all serious but he’s not pulling it off, not by a long shot. I’m trying to look all shy and retiring but we both break out in giggles at the idea that either one of us has been anything but bad since I last saw him.

On a whim, I decided to go with it. “No, I’ve been a bad girl, Marlon. A really bad girl.” I lick the underside of his cock where it’s super sensitive and he shudders slightly, which I find so satisfying. “I really think you need to punish me for being such a bad girl while you were gone.”

His eyebrows go up and his mouth hangs open but the smile remains on his lips. We’ve never done this kind of thing before but I’ve been reading Fifty Shades of Grey for the first time. I skipped it back when it was a thing because I heard it was poorly written, which it is, and far too long, which it is, but all its faults don’t detract from the way it makes me wet when Christian Grey punishes Anastasia and hurts her so good.

“What did you do, Carolyn?” Marlon asks slowly in the deepest, sexiest way. “What did you do?”

Instead of answering him, I take his cock into my mouth and swirl my tongue around his massive head. He’s uncircumcised so I can slip my tongue between his shaft and his foreskin, something he loves and I do as well because I’ve never been with anyone who was uncut before and it’s now a big fetish for me. He moans so convincingly and grabs a fistful of hair. I have long dark hair which he loves, not just because of the way it looks but because he loves to pull it when he’s fucking me. I love it, too.

“I still want to know what you did, Carolyn,” he growls. “But maybe I’ll just cum in your mouth first to show you who’s boss around here.” I watch his face as he begins to fuck my mouth in earnest and although he rarely cums in my mouth I hope he doesn’t because I really want him to fuck me and cum in my pussy. There’s nothing I love more than when he ejaculates in my pussy.

Suddenly, he pulls his cock out of my mouth and slaps it against my cheek, not hard enough to hurt but hard enough to get my attention. The sound of his wet cock against my cheek is so degrading I’m almost beside myself. When did I become such a slut for this kind of treatment, I wonder.

Marlon stops dick-slapping me and pulls me down on the bed on my back so that my head is hanging over the edge. It’s a position I’m not familiar with personally but I’ve watched enough porn to know what he has in mind. He grabs both of my wrists with one hand and holds them firmly, making me all but helpless to fend him off, not that I want to. He guides his cock into my mouth with his other hand and pushes deep into my throat, almost choking me. I realize quickly that in this position he could easily cut off my breathing as he fucks my throat and I realize just as quickly that I’d be okay with that.

What the fuck is going on with me?

“Fuck, this is awesome,” he almost growls as he assaults my mouth and throat. I struggle just enough for him to notice but not enough to break his grip on me, which I could never do anyway. Marlon was strong before Garrett got him hired on the oil rig and although I have no idea what they do out in the Gulf, I know it’s physically demanding. They’re called roughnecks for a reason and Marlon is about as rough as they come.

After a long throat-fucking that has me gasping and coughing up all kinds of disgusting bodily fluids, Marlon finally lets me go and I roll onto my side to wipe my face and try to breathe again. It’s not easy. But he doesn’t have the patience to wait for me to recover and he grabs another fistful of my hair to drag my body across the bed. He orders me onto my hands and knees while still using my hair as leverage, then he positions his rock-hard cock at my dripping folds and penetrates me, not too fast and not too hard but just hard enough. With a few quick strokes, he’s buried deep in my pussy and I moan like a whore who loves her work.

“Fuck me, Marlon,” I tell him as he pulls my hair so hard my eyes water. “You fuck me so good.”

“You’re such a nasty slut, Carolyn,” he growls from behind me as his thick cock slams into me again and again. “So fucking nasty, I don’t know how Garrett puts up with you.”

“Leave my husband out of this and just fuck me, Marlon,” I tell him but we both know I’m not serious. Garrett is the one who introduced me to Marlon in the first place, the two of them being boyhood friends, and all. And Garrett knows all too well that Marlon fucks me while he’s away because my husband is a cuckold who loves being married to me, his black-cock-loving hotwife.

~ ~ ~

Two Years Ago

Garrett and I got married less than a year after we met each other in person. We’d known each other almost four years when we tied the knot but there’s a world of difference between being internet friends and really knowing someone. Especially when it comes to sex which turned out to be the root of all our problems.

I should back up here and explain some things that are more my fault than Garrett’s just to be clear. None of what came to pass was Garrett’s fault in my mind, although he’d probably take issue with that statement, which is a big reason we’re still together in the first place.

But I digress.

When I found Garrett online, I was in a relationship that wasn’t going anywhere like all of my relationships up to that point in my life. I come from a pretty well-to-do family in England, not royalty or even titled nobility but lots of money and good standing and all of that. I went to posh private schools and a prestigious uni which meant absolutely nothing to me because I was given everything without having any clue what good fortune I was born with so of course it was totally wasted on me. I partied my way through my teens and twenties because why not? I was good-looking, rich, spoiled, and a bit of a brat. Just ask any of my ex-boyfriends.

Including the one I was in the process of being done with when I signed up for Words with Friends that fateful day and met Garrett. I didn’t know him in real life and at first, we didn’t exchange photos or even Facebook info because we were busy chatting through the game when we happened to log on together which wasn’t that often at first. So I got to know Garrett before I got to know him which, in hindsight, made all the difference. He was the first man I’d ever gotten to know without being aware of what he looked like. And I’m self-aware enough to know that as shallow as I was, that was a big change for me. Huge.

Getting to know each other without knowing what we looked like was a game-changer, for me and for him, he told me later. I didn’t put him in a box because he was short and he didn’t put me on a pedestal because I’m tall and attractive, we just got to know each other and liked what we discovered. I know, right? It’s pretty pathetic when you get right down to it but what can I say? That’s how it happened.

But therein lies the rub. I’d always gone for the pretty boys who were god's gift to women and knew it, but because I was a female version of the same, we came at each other on somewhat equal terms. The only problem was, those terms were the shit. I was shallow but attractive, they were handsome as fuck but brainless twats and we deserved each other, we really did.

By the time I was pushing thirty, I’d had my fill of all that, and Garrett struck me as a breath of fresh air that was just what I needed. We talked and actually liked each other even if it was all by text at first, or more likely because it was all by text at first. I’m not proud of it but I’m almost certain that if I’d run into Garrett at a club or a party, I wouldn’t have given him the time of day because he wasn’t impressive physically. Getting to know him before I met him or even saw photos of him was the key difference to all my previous relationships.

Then we met in person and oh my, was that something.

I won’t say that I was disappointed so much as just, well, surprised. I’m 5’11” in my stocking feet and Garrett is two inches shorter than me on a good day. He’s not just short, though, he’s slight, as in, well, skinny. How he holds his own on an oil rig is beyond me but what do I know?

Anyway, when we met, I was, uh, surprised that I was looking down at him but I liked him so much in the three years that we were just communicating online, I put my concerns in a box and put it on the top shelf and ignored it. Or, I tried to ignore it. Mostly I did because Garrett was and is so damn charming, a really lovely human being who is so nice you wonder if he’s putting it on but he’s not and that’s just so wonderful when you think about it. He really is a good person.

We spent ten days together nonstop when I flew to Texas from London and we had the best time. We got along so well right from the start and fell head over heels in love, as I said before. What I didn’t say was that I was less than thrilled when we slept together for the first time. He was a good lover, very attentive, and not the least bit selfish, something I was all too familiar with from the twats I’d been seeing in London. But he was small. Not tiny, not a micro dick or anything like that, just…small. Like, less than five inches.

Still, I figured I could make it work.

After I flew back to London, and after he proposed to me at the airport, I put any concerns I had about his equipment behind me. I was so caught up in the idea of being married to a man I respected and who treated me like a queen, something I was not at all used to, that I buried any thoughts that our sex life would be less than satisfying. And we saw each other so infrequently at first that when we did get together and do the nasty, it was fine. I was so happy to be with him again that I just enjoyed it for what it was and didn’t think about it.

Things changed, though, when I moved to the States and we got married. They changed a lot.

But not in the way you might think.
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Present Day

Marlon made love to me, by which I mean he fucked me, three more times that afternoon before we finally took a break to get something to eat. I was sore but in the best way possible, not that it mattered because I would never say no to that man when he wanted me and he knew it.

It’s like we were made for each other.

“What’s happening around the house?” he asks as he drives the truck up I-45 toward Houston to have dinner.

“I need to get the window in the laundry room fixed,” I tell him. “It’s leaking pretty badly when the rain comes for the east which is most of the time.”

“Want me to take a look at it?” He’s driving at the speed limit to avoid being pulled over because it’s still barely legal to be driving while black in Texas, or so I’ve discovered. And we’re going to Houston for dinner out of respect for Garrett – Texas City is diverse, a third white, a third black, and a third Hispanic, but it’s a small town where everybody knows everybody else’s business. The population is only around 50,000 so if Marlon and I went to dinner locally, it would be all over town in no time. Garrett is an avowed cuckold but he’s not into being publicly humiliated so we go out of our way to keep things on the down-low.

“I guess you could if you want to,” I tell him, wondering if he was being serious. Marlon is a wonderful lover but I have never gotten the sense that he’s handy around the house. We spend most of our time fucking so that makes sense, but I’ll give him the benefit of the doubt if he wants to try his hand at caulking the window or whatever it is that needs to be done.

“Fuck, Carolyn,” he almost growls at me as we’re cruising north. “Did you have to wear that dress tonight?” I look down at my dress in surprise. It’s a modestly designed black dress, with no frills to speak of, not too short or cut too low in front.

“What’s wrong with my dress?” I almost yell at him, laughing.

“It’s a fucking dress, that’s what’s wrong with it,” he yells back, also laughing.

“You said you liked it when I wear dresses,” I giggle as I spread my knees just a bit. I know where this is going and that’s fine with me.

“But you aren’t wearing any panties, are you?” he whispers with a catch in his voice.

“Oh, my god, Marlon! You’ve already cum four times. What will it take?” I pull at the hem of my dress, inviting him to reach over and finger me, which he does.

“I told you I’ve been saving up for this,” he says with a sexy smile as he penetrates my sore folds with his rough finger. I grit my teeth but I’m still wet from the last time he came in my pussy, thank god. He never lets me clean up after he fucks me. For once, I’m glad I didn’t.

“Do you want me to give you a little road head?” I ask, looking behind us to see if there are any cops or big rigs that would be able to see what’s going on.

“Is the coast clear?” he asks as he checks the mirror. Night has fallen so it’s hard to tell but that should give us cover just in case. I unbuckle my seat belt and get on my knees on the seat as he unbuckles his belt and liberates his already rigid cock from his jeans.

“My god, Marlon,” I marvel with a huge smile. “You’re fucking insatiable.”

“Shut up and suck my cock, bitch,” he says with a huge grin. I kneel on my seat and take his hard cock into my mouth. I know it will take some doing to make him cum again after so many orgasms already today, but I’m fine with doing whatever he wants me to do. It’s kind of our thing – he’s insatiable and I’m fine with the fact that he can’t get enough of me.

~ ~ ~

Two Years Ago

Not long after Garrett and I got married, I began to wonder if his small dick and general lack of libido was something I could live with. We didn’t talk about it – I didn’t know how to bring it up or if I even should – and we just tried to live with it. I did, at least. I had no idea at that point how Garrett felt about our sex life.

There were two issues with Garrett. One was his small dick and the other was his unwillingness to use it. After our wedding, we fucked maybe once a week which is by far the least amount of sex I ever had while in a relationship. Even when I was between relationships back in London, I would get laid twice a week on average. And with the types of guys I dated back then, when I was in a relationship I got sex almost every day. I’m a sexual person and the guys I dated were with me for one reason and one reason only – I’m pretty good-looking and I’m almost always down to fuck.

So life with Garrett started off disappointing and then deteriorated to downright frustrating. On top of everything else, his schedule was horrible for us. If he was off the rig and living at home, we made love maybe twice in two weeks, usually not long after he got home and then just before he left. But the time in between was as dry as a desert.

It was only worse when he went to the rig for two weeks at a time, at least it was worse for me. I had no choice but to buy myself a dildo as I was wearing out my nub masturbating and anyway, my fingers just weren’t doing it for me. With nothing to do all day every day while my husband was away, I was an absolute maniac with that dildo. My schedule when I was home alone was, waking up and masturbating, having breakfast then masturbating, cleaning the house then masturbating, etc. You get the picture. I was wearing myself out but it was the only relief I could get because when Garrett was home I didn’t dare bring out the dildo for fear of embarrassing myself or my husband, more likely both of us.

Life went on like that for a couple of years after I moved to Texas City. I was beginning to wonder if I’d made a huge mistake by marrying Garrett when he came to me one night looking all sheepish and embarrassed. I remember wondering if he finally was getting a clue that things weren’t great between us when he announced that he invited his boyhood friend, Marlon Jones, to visit us and apply for work on the rig where Garrett lived and worked two weeks out of four. As soon as he made clear what he was asking of me, I felt really let down. Not only was our problem still just my problem but Marlon was going to live with us temporarily while he waited to get hired. I saw my sex life sinking into the sunset without a trace.

Until I met Marlon, that is. I don’t know why the fact that he was black came as such a surprise to me, but it did. Maybe it was because I had this sense that most Americans, in general, are closet racists, which is doubly true for Southerns even though I had no experience with Northerns or all that many Southerns, truth be told. Maybe it’s just the perception of people from across the pond that America is racist in general, but I never in a million years expected my Texas-born and bred husband to be best friends with a black man.

And not only was Marlon black, he was really, really black. Not mocha, not café au lait, but coffee without cream, moonless midnight, Heart of Darkness in deepest Africa black. We had a fair number of blacks move to London in the past few years with all the turmoil and migration around the world, and a lot of immigrants are from Africa, so it’s not like I had no experience with really black-skinned people. But Marlon was as black as they come and it surprised me just how black he was.

Not only was Marlon really black, he had – and I hesitate to use the phrase because I know how it will sound but it was true and not just because of the stereotype – he had big-dick energy. As soon as Garrett introduced him when he arrived at our home I could tell. There was just something about him, something beyond the fact that he was six-foot-two and ridiculously handsome. Something beyond the outline of his cock that I couldn’t help but glimpse in his tight jeans, something beyond the fact that I was starved for a big, girthy cock. Something.

Okay, maybe it was me.

“So nice to meet you, Carolyn,” Marlon said in his sexiest, deepest voice that I swear he used just to drive me crazy. “Sorry I missed the wedding,” he added and I had no choice but to forgive him.

“We just had a few family members, nothing big,” Garrett said, seemingly oblivious to the turmoil that was roiling my brain at the time. “You didn’t miss much.”

“I missed Carolyn in a bridal gown,” Marlon said and just about melted my knickers. “I’d say I missed a lot.”

Garrett smiled but said nothing, which struck me as a little strange at the time but I said nothing about it. We all went out to dinner and I began to get to know Marlon. I was so impressed by him. He was a perfect gentleman and extremely polite, which was so nice. I listened to Garrett and him talk about their childhood and all the fun they had together and it was lovely.

But I had to ask Garrett about it when we were alone in bed.

“What was it like being best friends in a small town in Texas with a black kid?” I whispered so there was no chance that Marlon would overhear me from the guest bedroom.

“It was no big deal,” Garrett assured me but I got the feeling there was something he wasn’t telling me. Something I couldn’t put my finger on but I knew there was more to the story.

We got along famously while Garrett was off the rig, the three of us bonding like the long-lost friends they were. I fit right in and it was perfect. But then it was time for Garrett to go off to the rig. Marlon had an initial interview but he wasn’t hired yet and had no place to stay if not with us.

With me.

Just the two of us.

“It’ll be fine, Carolyn,” Garrett said to me after I’d voiced my concern but before he boarded the boat to sail out to the rig for his regular two-week rotation. “I trust Marlon and you can trust him, too. Hell, we’re doing him a huge favor by letting him stay with us and I’m going to get him a great job. Why would he do anything to screw that up?”

What I didn’t tell my new husband was that it wasn’t Marlon I was worried about.

It was me I was worried about.

That first two-week shift that Marlon stayed alone with me in our house went fine. He remained the perfect gentleman that he was when Garrett was there in the house with us and I never felt threatened or uncomfortable. He never even hinted that he might be interested in me, which was new for me. Not to brag, but I know I’m a good-looking woman. I’ve never had any trouble getting men to look at me, or more than just look, when I was single. So being largely ignored by Marlon was, shall we say, a bit disconcerting. And frustrating.

Needless to say, I really wore out my dildo over those two weeks.

Then Garrett came home, and everything went to hell in a handbasket.


4

Present Day

Marlon makes a show of trying to fix the laundry room window for the first week we’re home together but his efforts are just so comical. He would take some measurements and go to the hardware store at the far end of town for some caulk or something, but as soon as he got home from his little errand he would drag me into the bedroom and have his way with me. We then lounged around in the bed all morning until we were both so hungry we couldn’t stand it any longer, then we’d get dressed and go out for something to eat. I tried to cook once but Marlon insisted that the sight of me trying to be domestic made me irresistible and he’d drag me back into the bedroom and lunch would be ruined, or never started in the first place. We stopped trying to eat at home after the second day.

Marlon made a few more half-hearted attempts to address the leaking window until I finally put my foot down, something we both found rather humorous. I tried to keep a straight face as I berated him for wasting his time and mine whilst making no progress whatsoever but it was hopeless. As soon as he started laughing at me, I couldn’t contain my own case of the giggles and I fell into his arms, he kissed me and then he nuzzled my neck and before you could say anything, we were back in bed, fucking. I just could not say no to the man. And he couldn’t get his fill of me, much as he tried.

Finally, I called one of those handyman services where they’ll do odd jobs around the house for an hourly rate but I insisted that Marlon leave whilst the man came over to give me an estimate. I had no issues with paying someone to do the work but I need the work done before Garrett’s two-weeks-out ended. It was bad enough that I was fucking his best friend all day every day while he was at sea, but to not get done the one thing he asked me to take care of whilst he was gone was just beyond the pale.

“Why do I have to vacate the premises?” Marlon asks when I tell him to get out.

“I don’t want him seeing you here and spreading it all over town,” I tell him with all the seriousness I can project. This is one instance where I’m not going to cave – Garrett doesn’t deserve to be outed as a cuckold in his hometown. Once I explain that to Marlon, he finally agrees to leave. Of course, before he goes he has to kiss me goodbye, even though he’ll only be gone for the time it takes the handyman to give me an estimate but that turns into a bit more than a kiss, and before I can stop what’s happening, we’re back in bed and someone is ringing the doorbell.

“You have to stay absolutely silent,” I warn Marlon as I slip on my robe and rush to answer the door. He grabs my hand but I shake free and close the bedroom door on the way to the living room. I look like I was doing exactly what I was doing but I don’t have time to fix my hair or put on lipstick so I rush downstairs to the foyer and pull the door open only to be greeted by a guy I know from somewhere but I can’t remember where. I’ve been in the States for a number of years and I can still count on one hand the number of people I’ve met, but this guy looks so familiar and he looks at me like he knows me, too. I try to ignore my suspicions and his obvious desire to connect with me and walk him to the laundry room in the back of the house.

“How’s Garrett these days,” he asks after I show him what he needs to do.

“Do you know Garrett?” I ask in as innocent a tone as I can manage.

“Oh, yeah,” the man says. He introduced himself but I can’t for the life of me remember what he said his name was. “We went to high school together. He still working the rigs?”

“He is,” I say as softly as I can. I don’t want him to get suspicious but I look a fright and now he knows I’m probably here alone or Garrett would be handling this situation. “He’ll be back next weekend.”

“Must be tough,” Mr. Handyman says with a look that isn’t quite a leer but it’s close. I don’t say anything so he doesn’t either. He’s looking at the window and I’m just about to leave him to it when the upstairs toilet flushes.

Fucking hell.

I look at him and he looks at me and neither of us says a word but neither of us has to.

The jig is up. 

~ ~ ~

Two Years Ago

When Garrett came home after his two-week shift the first time Marlon stayed alone with me in our house, he seemed even more subdued than usual. He was cordial with Marlon and polite almost to a fault with me, but I could tell something was bothering him, even if we’d only been married for a few years at that point. I asked him what was wrong when we were alone in our bedroom after we all retired for the evening.

“Do you feel like you can’t trust me?” I asked outright. He shook his head emphatically.

“No, it’s not that,” he whispered.

“Then what is it? Because I know something is wrong.” I stared at him and he wouldn’t look me in the eyes. Finally, I touched his chin to make him look at me. “Come on, Garrett. You can tell me anything.”

He looked at me but he looked so sad. Or embarrassed. “It’s hard to talk about,” he finally told me.

“Well, I think you’d better find a way to talk about it or this isn’t going to work,” I said. I was never one to toss off ultimatums but I was desperate. Something had to give.

He sighed. “When we were in college, Marlon and I roomed together our senior year. One night, I walked in on him in bed with his girlfriend and I saw how big his cock was.”

I didn’t tell him that I had a pretty good idea myself, even if I never saw it except through his jeans. I’d been fantasizing about it ever since he moved in with us.

“Anyway, before that, I’d always had a mild interest in cuckold porn, but after I saw him and his monster cock, it was all I was interested in.” He paused for dramatic effect before he looked at me. “All I’m still interested in.”

“Wait,” I said. “You watch porn?” I didn’t have any issues with porn – I’d watched some myself – I just didn’t understand why a man who was married would watch porn instead of making love to his wife. I was so naive back then.

“I do,” he whispered.

“On the rig?” I asked, hoping that was what he was talking about.

“Not just on the rig,” he admitted so quietly I wasn’t sure I heard him. But I had.

“So, you wank off instead of…?” I couldn’t get myself to finish the sentence. I was so disappointed.

“I know, I know. I’m a sad little shit,” he said with so much misery in his voice he almost broke my heart. Except I was so angry with him for ignoring me for some porn star on the internet. But being angry with my husband wasn’t going to help anything, so I made myself calm down.

“What do you suggest we do?” I decided to put the ball in his court since I finally had him talking about what was wrong. I just wasn’t sure he’d take the ball and run with it.

He did, though. Did he ever? “I think we should talk to Marlon,” he whispered.

“And say what?” I wasn’t sure I wanted him to say what I thought he was going to say, but saying nothing and hoping for the best did not seem the way to go.

“Maybe we could suggest a threesome,” he said softly. “To begin with.”

I fought hard to control myself. “Meaning what, exactly?”

“Well, we don’t know if we’ll be on the same shift when he gets hired…”

“If he gets hired.” Garrett had explained to me early on that nothing was guaranteed.

“Right, if he gets hired. But if he’s here when I’m not…” He raised his eyebrows, leaving me to fill in the blanks he refused to say out loud.

“You’d be okay with that?” I asked, excited, hurt, and surprised all at the same time.

“I don’t know,” he admitted, honestly, I assumed. I would find out later that he knew well and good he’d be okay with his best friend fucking his wife while he was away. More than okay with it. “Would you be okay with it?” he asked.

I stared at him for several seconds, wondering if he wanted to know and if I wanted to tell him. By that time, I was so horny and desperate for attention, which I wasn’t getting from either of them, I nodded my head even though I knew I was playing a dangerous game. I loved my husband but he was such a huge disappointment in bed, maybe Marlon could help our sorry situation.

“Great,” he said with nothing but relief on his face. “Let’s go.”

“Now?” I asked, astonished. “Is this the right time to…?”

“It’s as good a time as any,” he said as he climbed out of bed. He pulled on a pair of shorts but before he did, I noticed he was hard. Again, I was astonished.

“You’re really getting off on this, aren’t you?” I asked as I climbed out of our bed.

“Yeah,” he said sheepishly. “Is that bad?”

“No, I guess not.” I wasn’t sure but I didn’t want to make Garrett feel like a perv. Even though I kind of thought his excitement was rather pervy. “I suppose you don’t get to choose what you find exciting.”

He said, “I know, right? I’ve always wondered why I’m like this but at least I’m not alone.” He was waiting for me at our bedroom door. I was at a loss for how to dress for the occasion. What does one wear to propose a threesome to your husband’s best friend? I’m sure I had no idea. Finally, I just pulled on my robe. I turned to look at Garrett but he was just shaking his head.

“Don’t you have anything a little sexier?”

“Seriously?” I was having a really hard time keeping up. Things were changing so quickly. My husband of a few years wanted me to get slutty for another man so he would fuck me? Really? But my pussy was wet. Really wet.

I went to my closet and looked through my limited options. I wasn’t big on lingerie and neither was Garrett so I didn’t have much to choose from, but I did have a white nightie from our honeymoon. I wondered if it would be callous of me to suggest the one thing from our wedding night to wear while I threw myself at another man, but as soon as I showed it to him, his eyes lit up and he nodded enthusiastically. I was shocked but also a little pleased. It would get the point across, I had to admit that. I put it on and walked toward the door.

Once again, Garrett looked at me like he didn’t approve.

“Oh, come on,” I whined. “You said…”

He cut me off. “No, it’s fine. But you need shoes, too.”

“What are you talking about? We’re going from our bedroom to his bedroom. Why do I need to put on shoes?”

He gave me a look, somewhere between lustful and sheepish. “Because you look great in heels. Really great.”

I just stared at him. Finally, I rolled my eyes and went back to my closet. I hadn’t worn a pair of stilettos in forever but I owned several pairs of strappy, come-fuck-me-looking heels from my clubbing days in London. I pulled out the tallest, sluttiest pair I owned, convinced that they were so ridiculously inappropriate that Garrett would come to his senses, but as soon as he saw them, he nodded again, even more enthusiastically than when I showed him my nightie.

“Oh, yeah,” he practically gushed. “Those are perfect.” I sighed and sat on the bed to put them on, then I stood up to go, finally. He looked at me again.

“What now?” I almost shouted. He shushed me but pointed at my makeup vanity.

“Maybe a little lipstick?” he whispered.

“Okay, but that’s it, alright?”

He nodded, “Yeah, fine.”

I sat at my vanity and chose my reddest, sluttiest lipstick because I knew that was what Garrett had in mind and I didn’t want to have to do it again. As I looked at myself in the mirror, I thought one more time that what we were doing was completely bonkers.

“You look incredible,” he whispered when I stood up and came to him. He wrapped his arm around my waist and pulled me in for a kiss but I demurred.

“Uh, uh,” I said with a raised eyebrow. “This isn’t for you, remember?”

He closed his eyes and I swear he shuddered slightly.

We stared at each other when he opened his eyes and I raised an eyebrow to silently ask if he really wanted to do this. He nodded, all serious and grim. But excited, too. I fought off the urge to roll my eyes and we left our bedroom.

The house was dark but there was light coming from under Marlon’s door so at least he was still awake. We walked toward the door, my heels clicking on the wood floor and I could feel my face flushing. I was excited, nervous, and confused all at the same time. I left it to Garrett to knock on the door.

“Yes?” Marlon said from inside his room.

“Mind if we come in?” Garrett asked when he pushed the door open a crack and stuck his head in.

“We?” Marlon asked and Garrett swung the fully open. I’m sure I blushed hard, and Marlon looked as confused as I felt. More so, I imagined. We were springing this on him without any warning whatsoever.

“We’d like to talk to you if that’s okay,” Garrett said, his voice cracking slightly.

“What’s this about, Garrett?” Marlon asked as he stood up. He hadn’t undressed yet – he’d been lying on the bed in his jeans and a tee shirt, his bare feet on the floor. He just stood there looking at me. I wanted to run back to our bedroom.

“We were wondering if you’d be interested in, uh…all three of us…” He looked at his feet. I turned to look at him but he wouldn’t look me in the eyes. Finally, I turned back to Marlon.

“We’d like to try a threesome if you’re interested,” I managed to whisper.

Marlon just stared at me for the longest time. I finally nudged Garrett. “Say something,” I whispered.

“Yeah, uh,” he began but then he stopped again. “I know this is sudden but…”

“I’m in,” Marlon said, cutting him off. “If you’re sure. If you’re both sure.” He smiled at me. I’m sure I blushed hard.

“I’m sure,” Garrett said quickly. “And so is Carolyn.” He turned and looked at me finally. “Right, babe?”

“Yes,” I whispered. Garrett nodded as if to tell me to go to Marlon. I did.

“You’re sure about this?” Marlon said to me. I nodded. “I need you to say it, Carolyn.”

“I’m sure,” I whispered.

“What do you want?” Marlon persisted. “What do you want me to do?”

“I want you to fuck me,” I said, finally having found my voice.

“And you’re sure about this, Garrett?” he asked as he looked past me. “You’re sure about this?”

“I’m sure,” Garrett said a little more forcefully.

Finally, I decided to just take matters into my own hands and I stepped toward Marlon and wrapped my arms around his neck. Even with three-inch heels on I still had to reach up to do it but as soon as I did, he put his hands on my hips and pulled me to him. He kissed me, lightly at first and I let him until his kiss deepened, his tongue insinuating itself into my mouth. He tasted great. He felt great. I pressed my body against him and I could feel his cock hard against my belly. It felt great.

Finally, I couldn’t wait any longer. I had to get Marlon’s cock out of his jeans and see exactly what I was to that point only feeling through the material. I pulled back from kissing him and looked into his eyes. “Can I suck you?” I asked in a tiny voice.

“I wish you would,” he said with a serious tone to match his serious look.

I sank to my knees, undid his button, and unzipped him. He was hard and black and looked so fucking good. I hadn’t seen a cock like his in years, maybe ever, and it made me so wet just to hold it in my hands.

“Holy shit,” I said without thinking, then I looked back at Garrett. He was transfixed. I took that as a good sign.

“You ever been with a black man, Carolyn?” Marlon asked, bringing me back to him and his cock. I turned and looked up at him, but didn’t say a word. I just shook my head and licked the tip, tasting him for the first time. I swirled my tongue around his huge black helmet and massaged his shaft with one hand and his huge balls with my other hand as I kept my eyes on his.

In the years that I’d been with Garrett, I had made it seem that I struggled to suck his smallish dick. I faked choking and pretended to gag as I ‘tried’ to deepthroat him. Now that I had a big cock to work with, I decided to show him how good I was at giving head. I took Marlon’s cock deep into my throat with almost no effort. I’d sucked enough guys in my day to know how to deepthroat and although Marlon’s size presented a bit of a challenge, I knew I was up for it. I buried my face in his kinky pubic hair and licked his balls with his cock buried in my throat. I reached for his ass and dug my fingers into it, holding him close. Even I was impressed but knew I was blowing Garrett’s mind.

“Fuck, Carolyn,” Marlon said as he eased his cock out of my mouth. “You keep that up and I’ll lose it before I even get a chance to fuck you.”

I stood up and smiled as I licked my lips. “Well, we certainly don’t want that, now do we?” I kissed him again and climbed onto the bed as he stripped off the rest of his clothes. When he climbed into the bed with me, I looked at Garrett. “Are you going to just stand there or are you going to join us?”

My husband looked dazed but he focused and nodded. He undressed as Marlon laid down next to me and reached for my pussy. His black hand looked so good against my white skin as he buried his middle finger inside of me. I almost came just from him fingering me but I resisted the temptation. I wanted him to fuck me with that big black cock. I wanted him so badly.

When Garrett was finally naked, he climbed onto the bed and I got on my hands and knees as Marlon got into position behind me. I was so wet and so ready to be fucked that he slid into me to the hilt with almost no effort, but I grunted as he filled my pussy, the first real cock I’d felt in years. It felt so good I came almost immediately, which was amazing.

Trouble was, as soon as I came, so did Garrett. I barely touched him when he began spurting in my face. I quickly took his dick in my mouth but it was too late.

“Oh, fuck,” he said over and over. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry.” He climbed off the bed to clean up and as he was headed out the door to the bathroom, he said he could get hard again and he’d be right back. I wiped the cum from my face and rolled onto my back, spreading my legs in a blatant invitation to Marlon to fuck me again.

“Should we wait for him?” he asked, his enormous erection in one hand and my ankle in the other.

“No, he’ll be a minute and I can’t wait for you to cum inside me,” I whispered. “Fuck me, Marlon. Just fuck me.”

He smiled and aimed his black cock at my vagina which was already sensitive from my first orgasm. I gasped when he entered me again and wrapped my arms around his neck to pull him close. I didn’t kiss him because I had some of my husband’s cum in my mouth but Marlon didn’t seem to mind as he sought out my lips with his own and buried his tongue in my mouth as he pistoned in and out of my cunt. Fuck, he filled me like no one ever had before and it was glorious. He felt so fucking good.

And I knew at that moment that life would never be the same.

For any of us.
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Present Day

I’m staring at the handyman as we listen to the toilet upstairs after Marlon flushed it and the look in his eyes is just too much. In a few seconds, he goes from surprised to worried to understanding. I don’t bother trying to make excuses or explain. When you’re caught, you’re caught, and I was so caught.

“Uh, you want me to fix it now or come back?” the handyman asks after too long a pause for either of us. I’m sure I’m blushing almost as hard as he is.

“Do you have time to do it now?” I ask, deciding on the spot to just go with it and let the chips fall where they may. I raise an eyebrow as if to dare him to give me a hard time about what we both know is happening – I’m cheating on my husband.

“Uh, I guess I can do it now,” he says as he rubs the back of his neck with his hand and refuses to look me in the eyes. “You sure that’s what you want me to do?”

“Why not?” I say with a flip attitude and a shrug. What have I got to lose? “Can I get you something to drink?” No reason not to be polite, I decide.

“No, thank you. I’m good,” he mumbles and he turns to go to his truck for some tools, I expect. I use his absence as my opportunity to go upstairs and confront Marlon. I’m not sure if he flushed the toilet out of habit or if he intended to make it obvious what was going on. Either way, I was not happy.

“What the fuck, Marlon?” I hiss when I reach the bedroom. He’s already back in bed, naked of course, and grinning like a Cheshire cat. I try to maintain my look of annoyance but it’s no use – the whole situation is just too ludicrous and I laugh in spite of myself. “You know what this means, right?” I ask in a whisper as we hear the front door open and close.

“That we can start going out to dinner here in town finally?” he asks as he winks at me. I can’t remember the last time anyone winked at me. Who even does that in this day and age?

“Garrett is going to be beside himself,” I tell him as I come to him in the bed, shedding my robe as I cross the room. He wraps me in his arms and kisses me, then rolls me onto my back and fingers my dripping pussy. “What the fuck do you think you’re doing, Marlon?” I ask as he buries two fingers deep in my hole.

“Let’s give whoever is downstairs something to really talk about with his buddies,” he whispers as he works his magic on my overly-sensitive clit. I reach to push his hand away but he overpowers me, not that I try all that hard. In short order, I’m pulling him closer and chastising myself for what I’m about to do.

“Fuck me, then,” I whisper as he smiles and climbs onto me, my legs spread wide, my head ready to explode at the insanity of what we’re about to do. “Fuck me good.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

~ ~ ~

Two Years Ago

As soon as Garrett left our bedroom after cumming prematurely all over my face, I invited Marlon to continue to fuck me. I didn’t need to ask him twice. He positioned his cock at my vagina and leaned in.

“Oh, my, fucking, god,” I whispered as he filled me like I’d never been filled before. I’d had some big dicks in my day before I met and married Garrett but nothing like this. Marlon was enormous – thick and long and fucking perfect.

“You like?” he asked in that smarmy tone of his. “Fuck, you’re tight, Carolyn.”

“Just shut up and fuck me,” I told him as I wrapped my arms around his neck and pulled him close. He held himself back even as he pummelled my pussy with his erection. “What?” I asked finally.

“You’re a mess,” he said with a hint of disgust in his tone. “No offense,” he added.

“Oh, just fucking kiss me, you bastard,” I said as I grabbed his head with both hands and mashed my lips against his. He finally relented and kissed me back but I was suddenly climaxing again and I broke from our kiss to gasp and spasm underneath his body. He didn’t miss a beat but kept fucking me and prolonging my orgasm. I was almost losing my mind when I realized Garrett was standing in the doorway stroking his small white dick as he watched his best friend fuck his wife. I wanted to ask him what the fuck he was doing but I couldn’t talk, couldn’t think, couldn’t do much of anything as Marlon continued to fuck me into oblivion.

Finally, he swelled inside me and came.

Oh, god, it was glorious.

He groaned and spasmed as he emptied himself deep inside me, dousing my cervix with his seed, filling me to the point that I could feel it leaking out of me as he remained buried inside me. I pulled him tight to me with my ankles wrapped around his thighs until finally, he collapsed on me, his body limp and heavy, pressing mine into the mattress but feeling so fucking good. So fucking good.

“Fuck, Carolyn,” he whispered at last. I kept my face buried in his neck, not sure that I wanted to see what my husband was going to make of what I’d just done, what he just witnessed. I had no idea at that point what was going through Garrett’s mind but I was in no rush to find out.

“That was incredible,” Garrett finally said from the doorway with a catch in his voice. Marlon raised up and we both turned to look at him, cum dripping from his limp dick in his hand. “Fucking incredible.”

“You wanked yourself?” I asked, shocked, somewhat disappointed but also relieved. Sort of.

“I couldn’t help myself,” Garrett admitted.

Marlon didn’t say a word as he disengaged his still-erect-but-softening penis from my vagina which unleashed a torrent of our combined juices from me that doused the sheets. He sat up on the edge of the bed and then stood up, his black cock glistening in the low light from the hallway.

“I’ll leave you two to talk,” he said as he exited his bedroom.

I reached for Garrett and he walked to the bed, took my hand and kissed it, a gesture that made me want to cry. “That was amazing, Carolyn,” he whispered with a shy smile.

“Really? You don’t hate me?”

“Hate you? God, that was a dream come true for me.”

“Really?” I knew he had said that he loved cuckold porn but this was so far beyond watching some stranger faking shit on the internet. At least, that’s the way I saw it. “Doesn’t it hurt you?”

“No, I loved it,” he told me and it looked for all the world like he was being totally honest with me. At least, that’s what I chose to believe.

“Really?”

“I swear, Carolyn.”

I smiled. “I love you, Garrett.”

He smiled back at me, a warm honest smile I knew beyond doubt I could trust. “I love you, too.”

Marlon was hired by the same drilling company as Garrett to work on a different rig. At first, they worked overlapping two-weeks-in, two-weeks-out shifts which was hard for all of us to deal with at first but we got the hang of it quickly. It started with Garrett staying home with me while Marlon went out for his first two weeks on a smaller rig in the Gulf. That turned out to be perfect because it gave me a chance to make sure I knew just what my husband was making of everything. I quizzed him hard, too.

“You’re sure you’ll be okay?” I asked him again and again.

“Babe, I’ll be fine. I’ve been dreaming of this since I can’t remember when. Seeing you with Marlon has only made it stronger for me. I can’t wait to be out there while you’re here with him, alone. It’s a dream come true for me.”

“But that makes no sense to me, Garrett,” I whined. “Don’t you love me?”

“Fuck, Carolyn,” he whined right back at me. “I love you so much. That’s why I love it when he fucks you with that big black cock of his. It’s what you always wanted, isn’t it?”

“Well,” I hedged. “I never was into the whole raceplay thing.”

“What do you mean?”

“I don’t care if he’s black or not. I just like the fact that he’s big.”

He stared at me and then broke out in a laugh. “Why the hell did you marry me, then?”

I blushed hard. I hadn’t expected him to ask me but once he had, I knew I could only be honest with him. “I’ve been with a dozen big swinging dicks over the years, honey. I like the way they fucked but that’s about the only thing I liked about them. I fell in love with you in spite of your dick when if finally dawned on me that I wanted to be with a man who knew how to treat a woman. You’re that man, Garrett. You treat me better than any man ever has or likely ever will, because I’m yours forever.”

“Even with my tiny dick?”

“Because of your tiny dick, luv. Because of it.” I kissed him hard and reached down to see if all this talk of how things would be with me and Marlon had done the job.

It had. I dragged him to bed and made love to him, riding his small, not tiny, white dick for all I was worth.

Later that week, Garrett went off to begin his two-week shift and I still had another week before Marlon would come home to me. And when he did, I almost killed him I fucked him so much. At least, that’s what he said.
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Present Day

Once word got out that I was living with my husband and his best friend, who was black, everything changed. When Garrett was in town, things were almost the same on the surface but I could tell that we were seen differently by his friends and family. No one said anything about our unique arrangement – no one had to. It was obvious that they all knew about it.

But when Marlon and I were out together, everyone looked at us differently. It was if they were witnessing me cheating on my husband in real time, which everyone had an opinion about. They kept it to themselves, mostly, but I could tell they were seeing me in a completely different light.

A scandalous light.

Which I loved.

At first, I didn’t know what to make of it. Marlon and I would walk into a shop or restaurant – I made sure that Garrett knew we were out and about in public and that he didn’t have a problem with it – and everyone seemed to be staring at us. At first, Marlon thought it was because they disapproved of a black man and a white woman being together. I told him I didn’t think that was it but he told me that he knew better. He’d dated a white girl in college and even though they were up North, he got a lot of shit for it, from his black friends as well as from white strangers.

“It might be 2024 on the calendar, Carolyn,” he told me when we first started noticing the people staring at us. “But in a lot of people’s minds, it’s still 1950, or they wish it was.”

“Aren’t there a record number of mixed-race couples all over the place?” I knew that was true in the UK and I’d read the same was true in the US but I didn’t know for sure.

“Statistically, maybe, but that doesn’t mean everyone's okay with it. Especially in small towns like this one.”

“Well,” I said with a smirk. “Maybe we should drag them into the 21st century.” I pulled his face to mine for a kiss, right out in public, and I swear I heard someone gasp when I did. But Marlon didn’t pull away from me, which I found interesting.

“You really want to blow up your reputation in the town you live in?”

I shrugged. “I’m new here and most of the people I know are more acquaintances than anything else.”

“What about Garrett?” Marlon asked.

I was touched that he was so concerned about his friend’s feelings. “I talked to Garrett and he was okay with it.”

“He is?” Marlon gave me a look. “Don’t you find that strange?”

“I’m finding all kinds of things strange about my husband, to be honest. Not the least of which is how much he gets off on his wife fucking his best friend while he’s out on the rig.”

“You didn’t know before I showed up?”

“Not a clue,” I said as I wrapped my arm around his. “But it’s a nice surprise.” He smiled at me and I wanted to drag him home and fuck him again. Instead, I just kissed his cheek.

“I thought you Brits weren’t into public displays of affection,” he whispered as we shopped in the local market and created another stir.

“I’ve never been like that,” I admitted. “I have no idea why that is.”

“So, you’re a bit of a show-off?”

“Oh, I’m a total exhibitionist,” I said with a laugh. “I was always organizing neighborhood plays when I was a kid. And I joined the drama club as soon as they’d let me. I’m quite a ham, honestly.”

“Yeah, I can imagine,” he said with a laugh and I slapped his arm.

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Oh, come on, Carolyn,” he said with a big eye roll. “You’re hardly a shrinking violet. It doesn’t hurt that you’re so fucking gorgeous.”

I blushed hard. “You think I’m pretty?” I asked, and as soon as the words left my mouth, I blushed even harder.

“Oh, for fuck sake, Carolyn. Are you shitting me?” He laughed and almost choked.

“Well, I know I get a lot of attention from men, but it’s still nice to hear.” I gave him my best side-eye look and he laughed again, even harder.

“Oh, okay. We’ll play that game if that’s what you want to do.”

“What game?” I was confused.

“You know, I’ve been meaning to suggest that we go clubbing now that the word is out about us.”

I stared at him. “There aren’t any clubs in Texas City, Marlon,” I deadpanned.

“No, of course not. But there are in Houston.” He gave me another smirk. “We’ll go shopping first. I’ve got all this money and no place to spend it now.”

“You don’t have to do that,” I told him hoping against hope he’d ignore my protests.

“It would be my pleasure.” He bowed at the waist like a dork but I found it charming. I fake-curtsied in response. We both laughed.

The next day, Marlon and I went shopping in a part of Houston I had no idea existed. The shops were small but nicely cared for and there were a lot of them, all small but well-run from the looks of the merchandise. Merchandise that was… unusual, to say the least. Even more unusual was the color of all the people in and around the shops.

Everyone, and I do mean everyone, was black.

I was the only white person around.

“What is this place?” I asked Marlon after he parked the car and we strolled down the avenue. The road was busy and the sidewalks were crowded, also different from everywhere else I’d been in my short time in Texas where the automobile is king and no one walks anywhere if they can help it.

“It’s Sunnyside,” he said as I held his arm firmly. “It’s a historically black neighborhood.”

“How did you find out about it?” I asked and he turned to look at me, smiling.

“It’s easy to find out where to go to find your people, Carolyn,” he explained. “I’ll bet you could find a group of Brits in an hour if you put your mind to it.”

We walked into a shop that looked like it might be going out of business soon from the dilapidated sign over the entrance. Flo’s Boutique had seen better days, unlike most of the businesses on the block. But once we got inside, I realized they had exactly what I was looking for. Marlon had figured out what I needed and where to find it.

“Is Flo here?” he asked the first salesperson who approached, a tall but stout black woman in sensible shoes that she hadn’t bought with the employee discount from what I could see in the shoe department.

“Ain’t no Flo, baby,” she cooed at Marlon while giving me a suspicious once over. “You got a party to go to, stick?” It took me a second to realize she was referring to me.

“We’re going clubbing,” Marlon said with a disarming smile, which worked as the woman almost melted in response.

“Oh, okay,” she said with a smile that made me uncomfortable. “You looking to get her killed or just molested, baby?” she asked Marlon in a sweet but sinister tone.

“Pardon?” he asked, clearly as astonished as I was.

“I’m just playing with you, child,” she said with a slight eye-roll and a hand pat on his forearm. “This way to our best pieces,” she said as she led us to a rack of bodycon dresses. I gave Marlon a look but he was ignoring me. Probably because he wanted to see me in the dresses our salesperson seemed intent on selling us. I was of two minds about the look she clearly had in mind for me.

“Fuck, Carolyn,” Marlon said as he pulled out a red dress that would leave nothing to the imagination. “Sorry,” he said when the salesperson clucked. “You’d bring the house down in this.” He handed the dress to me and the saleswoman waved in the direction of two doors that had to be dressing rooms. I took the dress and went to try it on.

It looked fantastic.

Almost too good.

Perfect.

“Oh, baby,” the salesperson said as soon as I left the dressing room. “You in big trouble now.” She gave Marlon a quick smile but I just got one of those looks. One that told me everything I didn’t want to know about what might be in store for me if we went to a club with me dressed like this.

“Now, shoes,” she said and she handed me a pair of five-inch platform stilettos with nothing but red straps to hold them onto my feet. I side-eyed her and then Marlon, but he was practically drooling. I could see where this was going.

I rolled my eyes as I went back into the dressing room to try on the shoes and was startled at how tall I suddenly felt. I’d owned three-inch shoes most of my adult life but this was an order of magnitude higher, or so it appeared when I glanced at myself in the mirror – I could no longer see the top of my head. I loved the look but I knew I was risking life and limb to wear them, especially to go dancing.

Marlon bought me those and three more pairs in assorted colors.

Two nights later, we’re driving to a club that Marlon found out about from someone. He’s as nervous as I’ve ever seen him but I’m surprisingly calm. I figure if I’m with him, I’ll be fine. Better than fine – we’re going to have a rollicking good time, I just know we are.

“This place is a little rough so stick close to me, okay?” he tells me as we pull into the parking lot across the street. The line to get in is around the corner and I give him a look.

“I trust you’ve got something in mind so we don’t have to wait,” I say to him in the sweetest voice I can manage. He laughs and gives me a look.

“Of course,” he says without explaining further. “What do you take me for, a fool?” I laugh myself – I know that line from somewhere but I can’t remember where. It doesn’t matter. Now that we’re here and about to go out for the first time ever, I’m getting excited. I have no idea why, I just am.

He exits the car and trots around the bonnet to open my door for me, ever the gentleman. We walk across the avenue arm in arm and draw stares from the people waiting in the line, all of whom are black. Marlon marches me right to the front of the line and all but presents me to the big bruiser guarding the door, also black, also looking me up and down as the people in line behind us begin to protest rather dramatically. I wonder if we’re going to cause a riot when Marlon waves a hundred-dollar bill at the bouncer and he smiles, snatches the money, and opens the door for us. The catcalls and worse emanating from the line are immediately drowned out, thank god, by the blast of hip-hop that assaults us from the other side of the door. Another gatekeeper extracts his due from Marlon and I yell in his ear.

“I thought you said you’ve never been here before.”

“I haven’t,” he yells back. “This is mostly you, Carolyn.” He smiles and I look at him, confused. “You look amazing and that matters,” he tells me. I’m sure I blush hard but the club is dark and loud so I’m sure he doesn’t notice.

What I notice is all eyes are on me as we enter the main room. The music is incredibly loud and the place is packed to the rafters but all eyes seem to be on me as we make our way to the bar that lines the wall to the left of the dance floor. Couples are dancing to the beat of the latest being played by a DJ bathed in flashing lights and flanked by two black dancers in skimpy outfits, which makes me wonder why I’m getting so much attention. I ask Marlon and he gives me a smile and a look that makes me feel a bit clueless.

“You can’t figure it out, Carolyn?” he yells in my ear although I can barely hear him. I’m not the only white person in the crowd although we are in a distinct minority, so I give him another confused look and he leans close again.

“You’re white, gorgeous, and tall enough to stick out even if the first two things weren’t true. All three together make you impossible to ignore, Carolyn.” He orders drinks and hands the bartender, another black man in dreadlocks, which seems to be a thing for the employees, before he motions me towards the dance floor. “Come on,” Marlon shouts and when I look at the bartender, he smiles and nods as if to say he’ll look after our drinks until we return. I allow Marlon to drag me into the crowd.

The music is fantastic and Marlon is an even better dancer than I expected so I’m having a great time. We’re into each other and I’m having more fun than I’ve had in a long time when Marlon gives me a look that surprises me. His eyes go to the crowd around us and when I look around, I realize that I’m almost surrounded by black men. They all have dance partners but they’ve positioned themselves close to me while their partners are nearby but being ignored as they rake my body with their eyes as they dance. Not only am I the focus of their attention, but I’m getting death stares from their dance partners, all black women, all intimidating as hell.

I look at Marlon with fresh concern verging on fear but he laughs at me. I almost lose my temper with him and he finally realizes that I’m serious and takes me away from the dance floor and back to the bar.

“You’re fine,” he tells me when we’re far enough from the crowd and the music that we can talk. Or shout.

“Don’t leave me, okay?” I ask with real concern and he kisses my mouth.

“No worries, Carolyn,” he shouts. “I’m always here for you.”
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Present Day

Marlon and I went back to the club three more times before he left for his shift on the rig. I even got to know a few of the bartenders and the bouncer. I had a plan in mind.

When I made the trade-off of one of my men for the other at the harbor, I couldn’t wait to tell Garrett what Marlon and I had been doing and what I wanted to do with him.

“You want me to take you to an all-black club in Houston?” he asked once I’d filled him in. “Won’t that be dangerous?”

“I don’t think so,” I explained how I’d gotten to know a few people and although he remained skeptical, I convinced him it would be okay. I knew he’d be interested because he’s been talking about me and Marlon being seen around town when I talked to him on the phone.

“It’s going to be a little humiliating,” he said as I was getting dressed. He hasn’t seen the new clothes Marlon bought for me at Flo’s and when I come out of the bathroom for the big reveal, his eyes all but pop out of his head.

“You like?” I ask as I do a turn for him. He just stares at me with his mouth hanging open until I walk towards him and he realizes how much taller I am in my new shoes.

“What in god’s name?” he asks as he looks at my feet. “How tall are you in those things?”

“I haven’t measured myself but I’d say somewhere around six-three?” I lift one of the heels and show him the weapon on my foot.

“And that dress,” he says when he recovers. “What was Marlon thinking?” He gives me a look that tells me he knows exactly what Marlon was thinking – he was hell-bent on showing me off.

“So, you’re okay with being seen with me in public like this?” I ask as I put my arms around his neck. Incredibly, I have to reach down to do so.

“As long as we don’t run into someone we know.” He cocks an eyebrow and I have to laugh.

“I don’t think that will be a problem.”

A few hours later, we’re walking toward the bouncer, whose name is Franklin, and who has taken a shine to me the past two weeks. But this is the first time I don’t have Marlon in tow to hand out a big tip so I’m more than a little nervous, especially when the catcalls start from the people waiting in line to get into the club.

“Hey, Franklin,” I say to the big man who even with my heels on still towers over me. “I’d love for you to meet my husband, Garrett,” I say as I ease Garrett towards the bouncer.

The bouncer who looks confused.

“Where’s your…boyfriend?” Franklin asks as he eyes Garrett. The crowd is getting really rowdy behind us until Franklin flashes a look and everyone calms down for the moment.

“He’s out on a rig in the Gulf,” I explain. I know I’m going into way more details than I need to but I can’t see not going with the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, so help me god. “Garrett here just got back this afternoon,” I say with a raised eyebrow and Franklin, who looks like he’s a big mindless brute but is really quite smart from what I can tell, gives me a look that says in an instant ‘Oh, okay. Now I get it.’

“You got something for me, slick?” he asks Garrett and I wait for him to pull his wallet out of his pants. I warned him that it’ll cost us to jump the line but that would definitely be money well spent. He didn’t argue with me then and although he looks less-than-thrilled with handing over a hundred-dollar bill, he does so without fuss. Franklin opens the door for us and waves us inside to the resurgent catcalls from the people in the line.

“We have to pay that much every time we come here?” Garrett asks as he pulls more cash out of his wallet to pay the cover charge.

“I’m afraid so,” I tell him as the music leaking through the interior door between us and the club is making it hard to communicate. When we’re cleared for entry, Garrett pushes the door open and a wave of heat and sound greets us. I grip Garrett’s arm tightly as we walk into the crowd and I steer him towards the bar and one of the bartenders I’ve become acquainted with.

“What’s shakin’, Carolyn?” Deron shouts as he eyes Garrett before he gives me a knowing smile.

“Hey, Deron,” I answer and wait for the crowd to give us a space to squeeze into. “I’d like you to meet my husband, Garrett.” He nods and then reaches across the bar to shake hands. Garrett does so grudgingly which surprises me. I order drinks and then give my husband a hard look when Deron goes off to make our cocktails.

“What’s wrong?” I ask pointedly. “I thought you’d be into this.”

“I am,” Garrett says defensively. “It’s just a lot to take all at once.”

“Do you want to go?”

He side-eyes me. “After dropping a buck-fifty to get in? I don’t think so,” he says as he shakes his head and looks around. He turns to look at me. “Do you want to dance with me?” I can tell by the way he asks that’s the last thing he wants to do.

“No, not really,” I tell him honestly. From the time we first got to know each other Garrett has made it abundantly clear that he’s not a dancer and the few times he’s tried, in the privacy of our living room, I can attest to his lack of rhythm and coordination. What I don’t tell him is that I will not be lacking for dance partners, another reason we’re at the club.

“Hey, babe,” a voice shouts from behind me. I turn to find the proverbial tall, dark, and handsome stranger eyeing me up and down. “Wanna dance?” he asks with his hand outstretched. I nod and turn to Garrett.

“Take care of the drinks, okay?” I tell him as I get half-dragged onto the dance floor. As usual, it’s just a few minutes before I’m surrounded by other black men dancing with their black girlfriends or wives or who knows what, all of them eyeing me as my partner tries to fend them off by dancing so close to me I can practically feel his manhood in his trousers.

Check that – I can feel his manhood in his trousers.

He holds my hips as he grinds his apparently erect-cock into the cleft of my ass. I let him and look at Garrett watching us a few feet away at the bar. He looks confused, as if he doesn’t know if he’s supposed to enjoy the show or come and rescue me. I give him a smile and a wave to ease any concerns he might have that I’m being molested by a complete stranger on the dance floor of a predominantly black club and he gives me a nod. Does that mean he’s cool with what’s happening? I can only guess. All I know is that I’m having a great time.

A really great time.

Several hours later, Garrett and I are driving home in the wee hours of the morning. I’m exhausted. I was in high demand as a dance partner and spent almost the entire time we were at the club dancing with an unending stream of admirers, most of whom propositioned me to come home with them or even just to go to the mens’ room for a quick… something. It was never made clear what exactly they had in mind but from my clubbing days in London, when I was running with a pretty fast crowd, I can only imagine what they had in mind if I was foolish enough to go with them. I was equally loathed to go to the ladies’ room where I was sure to incur the wrath of countless black women whose boyfriends were more interested in me than them, so I held my water until we left the club and I made Garrett stop at a service station that had facilities I could use. Disgusting facilities but at least they offered a modicum of safety with Garrett posted outside the door.

“So,” I ask when we get back in his truck for the ride back to Texas City and home. “What did you think?”

“About what?” he asks, being intentionally obtuse which kind of rankled.

“What do you think?” I ask in a snarky voice. “The club, silly.” I put my hand on his leg but didn’t reach any further – I didn’t want to distract him while we were on the road after midnight on a Saturday night.

“It was fine,” he says with a bit of an attitude. “What, did you do that for my benefit?”

“Somewhat,” I say, sighing afterward. “I thought you’d enjoy seeing what Marlon and I have been doing while you were away.” I hesitate before adding, “I thought you liked that kind of thing.”

He turns to look at me. “What? Being ignored and humiliated?” He turns back to the road. “Not hardly.”

“Really?” I am truly shocked. “I thought you liked…” I not sure how to finish my thought. Clearly, I’ve miscalculated badly.

“Why did you think I’d like that?” he asks with a note of pain in his tone.

“Well, you like the fact that Marlon lives with us and fucks me while you’re away. You liked watching him fuck me when you were both home at the same time. Is this so different from that?”

He looks at me again and he is clearly surprised at what I said to him. “I love the fact that you enjoy Marlon’s cock more than you enjoy fucking me. What’s this got to do with that?”

“I had a great time tonight, Garrett. Isn’t that what you like, me enjoying myself?”

“You liked that?” he asks, apparently with complete sincerity. Which amazes me.

“Of course,” I almost yell at him. “Seriously?”

“What do you like about being pawed and groped by men you don’t know?”

“The attention!” I scream. “I’m an attention whore, or hadn’t you noticed?”

We drive in silence for several miles. “I guess I hadn’t,” he finally admits.

I want to make some snarky comment but I have to allow that I had no idea who I was until Marlon brought me to the club and proved it. I loved being the center of attention while he was dancing with me and tonight was even better. All the men in that club wanted me. All of them. It didn’t matter who they were there with – they wanted me. It was an amazing feeling, I realized as we were driving home.

I guess I didn’t know myself so how could I be angry with Garrett for not knowing who and what I was?

“You’re right, I had no idea either,” I finally admit. “So I’m sorry.”

“It’s fine,” he sniffs. “I kind of get it.”

“You do?” I’m really being thrown for a loop now.

“Yeah, I think I do. You’re an exhibitionist in a way.” He glances at me. “I always got the feeling when I was watching you with Marlon that you enjoyed it even more when you knew I was watching.”

I just stare at him. “That’s pretty profound,” I whisper. “But absolutely true.”

“I’m slow but I’m not stupid, Carolyn,” he says with a smile, the first one I’ve seen since we left the house hours ago.

“You are not slow, either,” I say with a diffident tone.

“Well, it’s kind of you to say,” he says and I lean over and kiss his cheek.

“Will you make love to me when we get home, husband?”

He turns and smiles. “I’d love nothing better.”
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Present Day

I didn’t ask Garrett to take me back to the club again – it seemed like it would be cruel. I might enjoy all the attention but he clearly didn’t enjoy watching me get the attention. We spent the rest of his time off the rig being a normal couple again, living our lives as if there was nothing unusual going on between us.

Except there was something unusual going on between us.

I guess it’s a common problem in marriages, issues that don’t get talked about. It was certainly something we’d dealt with before. I never explained to Garrett how unhappy I was with our sex life before Marlon came along and he’d never told me that he preferred wanking to cuckold porn to making love to his wife. Yeah, we were old hands at not talking about our problems. This was just a newer version of the same old story.

“So,” he asks when we’re riding to the terminal for another exchange. “Will you be going back to the club with Marlon next week?”

I smile and turn to him. “I imagine we will. Does that excite you? Knowing that I’ll be back at the club?” I wanted to ask if he’d be wanking off to the thought of me being mauled and groped by black men while they danced with me but I decided that too would be cruel. So I didn’t ask.

“I guess so,” he says without much enthusiasm. “And when I get back home, maybe we could go there, too.” He gives me a look. I just look back at him with my eyes wide.

“Really?”

“It took some getting used to but, yeah. I think so.”

“Okay.” I look out the window. “If you’re sure.”

“I’ll give it some thought, obviously,” he says with a look my way. “But I’m pretty sure.”

“So, I’ll see you in a couple of weeks,” I tell him gently. It’s time for him to go.

“See you,” he says without bothering to kiss me. I’ve got my lips painted to welcome Marlon back home but it’s still a little hurtful that my husband doesn’t even bother kissing me goodbye. I wonder if there’s more to that than I realize.

I watch Garrett disappear into the terminal and settle back for the time it will take Marlon to arrive. I look at my phone and see that he’s texted me already. His transport is early so he’ll be ready to go in a few minutes. I wonder if he’ll see Garrett in the terminal and how they’ll each react if they do, but it’s beyond my control so I put it aside. I just think about how much I’m looking forward to seeing Marlon again. Which makes me feel a little guilty.

Garrett was exceptionally quiet the past two weeks after the debacle at the club. I didn’t know what to do to get him out of his funk so I just left him alone for the most part. He didn’t seem to mind, which I didn’t like but I didn’t say anything either. I am beginning to feel like our arrangement with Marlon is taking its toll on our marriage and if we should start making plans for ending it, the arrangement, not the marriage. That thought depresses me, though. The thought of going back to a normal marriage and a vanilla relationship seems as foreign to me as Texas City felt when I first moved here. So I won’t think about that, either, I decide on the spot. I pull out my Airpods and fire up Spotify.

Ten or so minutes later, I feel more than hear the tap on my window and open my eyes to see Marlon staring at me, smiling. He circles around the front of the truck and climbs into the passenger seat, then he leans in to kiss me deeply and thoroughly, in stark contrast to Garrett when he slunk away without even saying goodbye.

“Miss me?” Marlon asks when we break and I crank the truck’s ignition.

“You know I did,” I tell him with a tight smile.

“So, tell me more about Garrett at the club,” he orders me as I’m pulling out of the parking lot and onto the highway for home. I’d texted Marlon about our visit but told him I didn’t want to get into it via text and that he’d have to wait until he got home to get all the details, but now I don’t feel like talking about it. I tell him as much and he doesn’t complain.

“No matter, I’ve got an idea anyway.”

“An idea about what?” I ask, looking at him briefly before the heavy traffic on the highway demands my attention.

“Well, with as much as you seemed to enjoy the club, Carolyn,” he begins with a huge smile. “It occurred to me that something else might be right up your alley.”

“Something else?” I asked.

“Yeah, something else.”

“Like what?”

He waits until I glance his way again, then he laughs.

“You ever been to a strip joint, Carolyn?”
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I couldn’t believe my good luck when Marlon moved in with Garrett and me.

I love my husband but having a boyfriend is so wonderful, too.

One who gets me in a way my husband doesn’t.
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And even more.
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