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Synopsis

Ours was a story so common to couples with young children – all of our time and energy focused on our two little bundles of high energy joy.

But with Holly and I approaching forty, when her two best friends both separated from their partners and re-entered the dating scene, it sparked an existential crisis for my wife. 

At college before she met me, for good reason the three of them had been known as ‘The Wild Bunch,’ as they’d unashamedly sown their wild oats as vigorously as any frat boy ever did.

Now seventeen years on, we’d been happy and she was the best mom and wife a family could ever hope for.

But an anniversary trip to Jamaica, the siren voices of her best friends and our need to save money for college funds provided the seeds for major changes in our lives and marriage.

‘Be careful … desire is a fire that burns hot … if you ignore it, it can turn everything to ashes.’

Even now, I’m not quite sure if that fire will warm or burn us.


Chapter 1

Returning to the dance floor with drinks in hand, my heart skipped a beat at the sight before me.

It was the attention my willowy, sexy blonde wife had attracted that shocked me – even as a mother of young twins who was closer to forty than thirty-five, she was still sexy as hell.

No, what shocked me was the way that my wife was responding to the attention of the young male hunter who’d waited for my departure to strike – to chance his arm.

Because her response hadn’t been to shut him down or politely rebuff his advances. No, my sexy, very married Holly was grinding against this tall, young, dreadlocked man. Grinding with her hips as her hands doubled down on making clear her enthusiasm - roaming over his chest as the pair of them moved to the pounding beat.

I shook my head. Did a double take. I wasn’t hallucinating, was I?

Before we’d started dating in our final year at college, this would have been standard fodder for footloose and fancy-free Holly. Holly the slightly more conservative one of the trio known universally on campus as ‘The Wild Bunch’ – Trish, Tracey and Holly. The three hot young trainee nurses who loved them and left them on a par with the wildest of the male half of the campus.

Unlike her two friends, Holly may have had a conservative Bible Belt upbringing, but she’d been determined to explore and enjoy when she’d arrived in the Big Apple - thousands of miles away from her prudish and controlling Texan family.

Shaking my head again, blinking twice, I confirmed I wasn’t dreaming, wasn’t imagining it. What I was seeing was real – real and a million percent different from what I’d envisaged. The romantic getaway for just the two of us for our fifteenth anniversary.

A romantic Caribbean getaway enabled by my folks looking after our seven-year-old twins Millie and Martha. A romantic getaway we’d needed after all the stress and strain of recently relocating our family home - so we’d have the room we’d need as the girls got older. A romantic getaway that had been wonderful until this last night of our stay. A last night that was now shaping up to be a far from idyllic end to our glorious seven days as I drew myself up to my full height and prepared to intervene.

~~~~~  

"Having fun?" I asked, forcing a smile. She turned to me, eyes glassy from too many cocktails, and grinned.

"Isn't he gorgeous?" she purred, running a finger down the young black man’s chiseled jaw. He stared at her with a predatory gleam, pulling her tighter against him.

‘Excuse me!’ Not even a hint of guilt or apology. Five minutes I’d been gone – not a moment longer – and this is what I’d returned to!

In all our years together, I’d seen her dance with plenty of other guys – looking like she did, it went with the territory – but never like this. Never so brazen, never so wild.

The only times I’d ever seen her like this had been in the days before we started dating – when I’d watched her from the sidelines at parties where I’d first spotted the sexy, but slightly wild, nursing student. In the days before I’d asked out the beautiful willowy blonde – the slightly less scary of the trio of young women already notorious around the campus. ‘The Wild Bunch.’

Before we dated, dancing like this with random jocks and miscellaneous other admirers had been the stock in trade of Holly, Trish and Tracey.

But that was nearly twenty years ago, when we’d all been a lot wilder and more carefree.

"Mmm … dark chocolate … I never had me any dark chocolate," the love of my life teased, running a finger down the young Jamaican’s dark and muscular arm.

Fuck, he had to be at least a decade and a half younger than her, but there was no shame, no hesitation in the way she toyed with him. Not that he was exactly reluctant – he had a grin on his face that could have lit up the entire island. Being drooled over by a beautiful, sexy, mature woman right in front of her husband!

I swallowed hard, torn between dragging her away from this stranger and letting her enjoy herself – surprising myself at my own indecision and confusion.

Part of me was angry and jealous. But part of me said she deserved to cut loose for once. To rediscover the wild, vivacious woman I'd fallen for when we were young.

But the sight of this young Jamaican’s hands-on MY HOLLY’s body, guiding her hips as they undulated to the music...

"Relax," she said with a light, teasing chuckle, leaning in to nibble my ear. "You know you're the only one for me … that you’ll be the only one for me LATER!"

Her words made my groin stiffen at the thought of ‘later’, but they did little to ease the other side of the equation. The knot of jealous fear in my gut as the woman I loved more than life itself turned back to her new Jamaican friend - wrapping her arms around his neck in a way that tightened my gut even more.

Damn! Holly had always loved to tease me. I knew she loved me with the same full-on attitude she’d once used to embrace her wild college love life when she’d come to New York from the conservative backwoods of Texas.

I knew her love for me was full-on, but I also knew she always knew exactly which of my buttons to press. She always had done, ever since we’d started dating in our senior year.

~~~~~  

This handsome, unnamed Jamaican dipped his head to whisper in my wife’s ear and she giggled - the sound slicing through me.

I forced myself to gulp the rest of my drink and think.

If this was the price of her happiness – six days of OUR romantic getaway followed by a SINGLE night to enable my Holly to relive wild memories – then it was a price I was prepared to pay.

I owed her that. I knew she loved me, knew she’d given up so much for me and the twins.

But as this young Romeo’s hands slid lower, squeezing Holly’s ass, I wondered if I'd made a mistake. Wondered if I could emotionally hold the line. I’d never borne a weight like this before.

Since we’d become an item, she’d never danced like this with anyone else. It raised all kinds of frightening questions in my mind, despite the rational part of my brain telling me we were sound.

Taking a deep breath, looking on at the pair of them smooching, I thought again how the Holly I’d first known – so carefree, so wild in her pursuit of pleasure - had sacrificed so much to become a wife and mother.

Perhaps she needed this one last taste of freedom. This one last taste of excitement, before we returned to our ordinary life. A life focused on the twins, a life where I knew she was worried about the impending big Four-Zero.

With a sigh, I doubled down on controlling my jealousy, leaning against the bar as I watched the woman who was my everything lose herself to the pulsing beat and the exciting newness of another man's touch.

It was our last night, so I could give her this, could exert self-control.

But what was harder was stilling the silent voice deep in my soul telling me how good they looked together. The stereotypical dark and powerful male contrasting with the more mature blonde and lithe beauty that was my wife. Almost as hard as stilling my sense of confusion that I felt a weird swelling excitement in my loins.

What the hell was that all about?

I was resigned to giving her this – giving her this burst of nostalgia on the last child-free night of our romantic getaway. But even so, it didn’t make it any easier to watch as the tall, dreadlocked man pulled Holly closer, grinding against her as his hands roamed over her body. Her own pleasure clear as she arched into the young Jamaican’s touch with a heartfelt moan, her long blonde hair whipping around his face.

They were a striking pair together – her gym-toned five-seven-frame, voluptuous in all the right places, pale and blonde and the perfect contrast to his athletic Jamaican chocolate.

My stomach twisted at the sight, an unfamiliar surge of fear and inadequacy threatening and surprising me, feelings I’d not felt as early insecurities had disappeared against the certainty of Holly’s love for me.

She may have been wild before we’d met, but since those early dates, she’d never given me reason to doubt.

But now, seventeen years on, knowing how before me she’d always ‘dated’ Alphas and Jocks, seeing her so full of desire for this young buck brought back how I’d felt in those early years of our relationship. When my knowledge of her deep love had so often been finely balanced against powerful irrational fears.

In my logical brain, I’d always been confident enough. Knew that in different ways, I was just as much a catch as she was. But even so … so far from home, seeing her desire displayed so transparently made all those long-forgotten fears bubble back to life.

I took a long swig of my drink, gritting my teeth against the bitterness. This was for Holly. She deserved one last night of fun before we returned to our routine, our roles as dutiful parents and upstanding members of the community.

One night. I could give her that. It was harmless, right? Just some flirting and stroking, nothing too serious. Nothing compared to what she’d given up.

The Holly I’d fallen for had been wild and free – a wild, bucking bronco not wanting to be saddled or tethered. But in those first days and weeks of our dating, something had grown … something that had given us a future together … two people intertwined in fun, in love, in sacrifice until we’d gotten to the point where we both knew we wanted to be together forever.

That was all true … that was the backstory we’d one day tell our grandkids … but it didn’t mean the wild Holly had ever died … had ever gone away … she was just in cryogenic storage, and tonight … just two years short of her frightening fortieth, was providing the warming heat to bring Wild Holly back to life.

We were good together – early days, we’d been Fire and Ice, complimenting until we’d formed a merged, happy unit … but tonight, I was seeing the woman who’d nursed our twins kick out in one last night of wildness. How could I begrudge her this one last taste of that long-gone freedom?

~~~~~  

The reggae music’s heavy bass made my chest physically vibrate as I watched Holly continue to advertise her excitement as she ground against the young, dreadlocked guy … her eyes closed and a blissful smile on her lips. His large hands now freely roaming over her body, squeezing her hips and breasts as she moved against him.

It was only five minutes ago that he’d first started taking such liberties. The first time, Holly had jumped a mile in shock - looking to me for my reaction.

For some strange reason – maybe this was just how things were headed – I’d just smiled and shrugged my shoulders … holding up a single digit. One night, one time only – just a digit, but after so many years together, Holly understood. I’d seen a faint look of thanks and relief in her response - that I was okay to let this night of nostalgia move to the next level.

That was five minutes ago – five minutes that seemed an eternity as I forced myself to take another sharp breath and try to relax.

‘Holly deserved this,’ that’s what I told myself. She'd sacrificed her freedom to date and marry me … then had sacrificed even more for our family. And she deserved one last taste of excitement before we returned to our ordinary life back in New York. I wouldn’t, and couldn’t, begrudge her that. Not this woman who’d sacrificed so much.

Still, I kept a close eye on them as I nursed my drink. The young dreadlocked man leaned down and whispered in Holly's ear, his lips brushing her delicate shell. She laughed and shook her head but didn't pull away.

Such a small thing compared to the physical liberties he’d taken squeezing her breasts these last few minutes, but in some ways, it was far more painful to endure. Far more personal and threatening. Physical was physical … could be put down to uncontrollable animal attraction. But laughter and smiles like that … that was more threatening … that was psychological, that was step one to some kind of emotional connection.

I calmed myself, blushing as I readjusted the front of my pants … it was just ‘a laugh’. Besides, there were other things to focus on as the tall young Jamaican’s hands slid lower. He'd cupped her boobs and squeezed her hips, and now he was cupping her ass and pulling my wife Holly tighter against him. The fabric of her short, clingy red dress rode higher, revealing the lacy tops of her matching stockings.

That was too far, too much. I’d been happy to let my wife have some harmless fun, and I’d even derived some weird kind of pleasure myself, but this was too much!

I slammed my glass down on the bar and stalked toward them, ready to yank Holly away from this man and out of this beachside Jamaican club. She was mine, and I would not share her with anyone. Not tonight, not ever.

The young dreadlocked man glanced up and met my gaze, a smug smirk twisting his lips. I was only the same five-seven as my wife, and he had a good half foot on me – it was like he was daring me to intervene. To try and take back what he thought was already his.

I froze in my tracks as Holly turned to look at me, a flush staining her cheeks. Our eyes locked, and I saw a flash of guilt in her gaze. But there was something else too - a hunger, a pleading begging hunger I’d not seen in years. A hunger for excitement, for passion, for freedom. Before Cinders went past midnight and everyday life resumed its coiled grip on her life.

She wanted this. Needed this, needed this excited newness I knew I couldn't provide. I swallowed hard against the lump in my throat and waved to Holly, signaling my surrender.

I’d been ready to intervene, but seeing that look, I knew this was one of those watershed moments.

Her two best friends, Trish and Tracey, were recently liberated and rejoicing in reliving their remembered youthful excesses. And my loving wife – loving mom to Millie and Martha - needed just a smidgeon of a taste. A taste of what her two friends were enjoying. A need that was especially powerful given her upcoming big Four-Zero.

Taking another deep breath, thinking through life through Holly’s eyes, I knew I had to give her this one night … knew that I wanted to give her this one, nostalgic night, however much it taunted and confused me to see another man lay hands on her.

Just one night, then we could go back to everyday family life in New York.

~~~~~  

Having seen me stop midway and fail to intervene, the young dreadlocked guy was more than encouraged. His hands now slid lower, cupping Holly's ass as he pulled her in tight and ground into her. Grinding in a way that had to have the pair of them feeling just how hot and excited they were for each other.

Holly threw her head back with an audible moan, the sound piercing me like a knife. Her obvious pleasure, the upgrading of their passion, made my angst and jealousy more painful, but also strangely made me feel more excited.

Fuck, why was my cock actually getting harder? It should have been my fist that was getting harder, not my cock! Why was my cock hardening at these sights and sounds? She was mine; Holly was mine, not his!! Yet somehow, seeing and hearing this challenge set my adrenaline flowing like some challenged Neanderthal forced to defend his cave.

I turned away, unable to watch any longer. The stab of pain and jealousy nearly overwhelmed me, and I gripped the bar to steady myself. Why was I so conflicted, so confused? My lack of intervention was more than just love and altruism for Holly, even if I couldn’t bring myself to say it out loud.

There were so many voices chuntering in my head – another voice chided me, asking me why, after all these years, I still felt insecure and a little inadequate. Hadn’t she proven her love through the years and through giving me two wonderful children? How could I still be afraid I might lose her to another man? Why did I look at what was happening on the dance floor through this lens of fear, rather than just see it as some harmless last night fun? Allowing her one night of memories, one night of how things had been before marriage and kids?

Another voice answered – told me it was only natural to feel jealous. Asked what man on earth wouldn’t feel jealous at a scene like this. But it was countered by the first voice taunting me.

I was so confused. Part in torment, part telling myself she deserved this. Deserved to feel alive again, unshackled by the burdens of motherhood and marriage … even if only for one night.

Taking another deep breath as I struggled with my mixed emotions, I risked another glance at the dance floor and was surprised. Holly’s gaze had wandered from her young dance partner, and instead, she was watching me. Her eyes dark with desire and promise as she brought one hand to her mouth, sucking on her index finger in a way that made me instantly go from swollen to full-on hard.

That was for me. No doubt about it. A promise of thanks for the gift I’d given and what it had cost me. I managed a shaky smile, and she rewarded me with a lusty, sultry grin of her own before turning her attention back to the young Jamaican currently devouring her with his gaze.

One night … just one more hour, I could give her that, however much it consumed and confused me.

Because I loved her.

Because I’d be the one benefitting later.

And because it appealed to a strangely confused part of my psyche.

Holly’s timely lifebelt allowed me to look on in a less worried frame of mind as she swayed her hips to the pounding beat, grinding back against the man behind her. His large, dark hands roamed over her body, squeezing her breasts and sliding down to grip her hips.

Watching them together like this shouldn't have aroused me, but it did. This was wrong, so very wrong! I should have been running out there to stop it … to reclaim my woman.

But instead, I found myself imagining his fingers sliding under her dress, finding her wet and wanting. Holly had always loved dancing, loved losing herself in the music and the moment. Loved using it as an excuse to shed her inhibitions and indulge in pleasure without guilt.

Before me, before our daughters, she had lived a life as focused on pleasure as any Frat boy jock ever achieved. Carefree and wild, she drifted from one relationship and set of thrills to the next, unencumbered by today’s responsibilities.

I’d admired, courted and then fallen in love with that Holly, and love she’d returned as I made her more stable, and she made me more adventurous. The two of us found a happy middle ground that had only become even happier with the birth and lives of our twin daughters.

And she was happy. She was!

But even so, just occasionally through all our years of happiness, I could see the longing in her eyes or, sometimes, hear it in her voice when she spoke of that carefree and wild past.

And tonight, if I stayed strong, I could give her just a little taste, a little reminder of that past. A reminder of more carefree, more hedonistic days. Of the pleasures she still sometimes hankered after, even after she’d chosen the more wholesome, sustainable pleasures of marriage, motherhood and family life.

Looking at them, I focused on her, not them. Focused on her pleasure, feeling happy that I was giving her a reminder of the unadulterated bliss of her crazy college days before real life came crashing back in.

Giving her a reminder of days that for her were gone – but which her college buddies Trish and Tracey were now enjoying all over again. Both suffered a divorce within twelve months of each other. Both seeking to mask the pain by throwing themselves headlong back into the dating scene, as if the last twenty years had never happened.

No, set against their example, against their backdrop, giving Holly this gift of a single night of dancing with this handsome young black guy as if she were a young, single woman again was a small price. A price I was glad to pay.

It was a gift I would gladly give to see her smile like that again. To know I could help her be, even just for one night, the young woman who still lived inside. Who craved adventure in all its forms, not just the healthy but often mundane pleasures we found in family life.

She deserved that. She’d given up so much for me. For us. She deserved to feel alive.

And so, I watched. Watched and ached and loved her all the more for the duality inside her heart. My Holly, who was wild and free and forever torn between the woman she had been and the one she’d wanted to become.

~~~~~  

He was mortal, after all. He might be young, tall and handsome – but ‘dread man’ had to relieve himself like anyone else. And just as he’d done, I used the moment to swoop back in and reclaim my woman.

We danced back together, Holly smiling in a way that reminded me of what she’d promised earlier – when she’d sucked that index finger so suggestively. Our bodies moved as one to the pulsing beat of the music. Holly's hands roamed my body freely, nails raking down my back in a way that made me groan into her mouth as we kissed.

The dreadlocked man from earlier came back and joined us for a time, hands grasping Holly's hips as he ground against her from behind. She moaned at the sensation, head falling back against his chest as she rode the waves of nostalgia and pleasure.

After a while, sensing things weren’t going any further with this beautiful but married blonde – ‘dread man’ drifted away into the crowd. Holly turned into my arms with a smile that lit up her entire face.

"Thank you," she breathed, eyes shining with tears and joy, "for giving me this. For loving me enough to let me be me again … relive my youth again … you know, sometimes I am jealous of Tracey and Trish…"

I brushed a stray hair back from her face, struck as always by her beauty. "You're welcome," I said simply. "I'd do anything for you. You know that, right?"

"I know," she smiled, looping her arms over my shoulders and arms around my neck, "that's why I chose you all those years ago … even then, I knew you’d do anything, sacrifice anything to make me happy…"

“Anything,” I repeated, kissing her passionately, looking deep into those sparkling sapphire eyes that had given me so much love and happiness.

“Be careful, Mister,” she teased as she pecked me back, “one day I might hold you to that promise…”

I smiled back. Kissed her back again. Both of us happy to leave unmentioned the various admirers she’d left behind to marry a solid, dependable man like me. It could remain unsaid as we both knew it was best for her and us.

As the final song came to an end, I held her close and breathed her in.

I didn’t know it at the time, but the memory of this moment would sustain me in the exciting but sometimes difficult days that fate had in store for us. The days when we took what we’d thought was a single night of playful make-believe and allowed it to creep back into our real lives back home.

I also didn’t know at the time that my promise to do anything to make her happy would have such a profound effect on our lives.


Chapter 2

Six Months Later

I watched Holly's eyelids flutter open, her long, golden locks brushing against her cheeks as the morning sunlight streamed through our bedroom window. She stirred in my arms, her warm breath tickling my neck as I held her close. The soft curve of her hips pressed against me, and I couldn't help but admire the way her body fit perfectly into mine. We had been married for a decade-and-a-half, and yet, she still managed to make my heart race with a single touch.

As Holly slowly entered the land of the living, I turned towards her, her blue eyes slowly opening. "Good morning, sleepyhead," I whispered as I leaned in to kiss her, savoring the taste of her lips as they met mine.

But as we lay there, cuddling in the quiet of our suburban home, I could sense a tension in her that hadn't been there before. She sighed, her breath hot against my neck, and I felt her body go still.

"What's wrong?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

She hesitated for a moment, then spoke in a low, halting voice. "I don't know. I just...I feel so restless, Richard. I don't know if I can keep doing this...living this life."

I pulled back, looking into her eyes. They were clouded with a sadness I hadn't seen in years, not since before we had Millie and Martha.

"What do you mean?" I asked, my heart beginning to race.

"I just...I feel like I'm missing out on something. Like there's more to life than just being a mom and a wife." She looked away, her gaze fixed on some distant point. "Tracey and Trish...they're still out there, living their lives, having adventures. And here I am, stuck in this house all day with the kids.”

I felt a knot form in my stomach. I knew Holly had been feeling restless lately, but hearing her say it out loud was like a punch to the gut. I wanted to tell her that I understood, that I was feeling the same way, but the words wouldn't come.

Instead, I just held her tighter, trying to soak up the warmth of her body. But even as I did, I couldn't shake the feeling that something was slipping through my fingers.

I knew that Holly had always been the adventurous type, even in college. But I had hoped that the stability of our family life would be enough for her. Now, it seemed that the monotony of suburban life was taking its toll.

"Holly," I said, taking her hand in mine. "You know how much I love you and the girls. I would do anything to make you happy."

She squeezed my hand, her eyes meeting mine. "I know, Richard. And I love you too. It's just...I don't now what I want anymore." She closed her eyes, a single tear trickling down her cheek.

I felt a cold dread settling in my chest as I considered the possibility that Holly might be longing for something I couldn't give her. I thought back to the night before when she had come home from one of her girls' night out, her cheeks flushed and her eyes sparkling with excitement.

She hadn’t hidden from me the fact that, the three of them enjoying one of the better local clubs, she’d accepted invitations to dance with several guys. Not exactly surprising looking as she did - five-seven with long blonde hair, a lovely smile and a body that had filled out and was sexier than before she’d had the twins. I had no illusions of what her newly divorced friends would see as the main objective of the evening - so I could hardly expect a woman as full of life as Holly to sit on the sidelines like some nineteenth century wallflower.

But when she’d come home, she’d assured me that nothing had gone too far - then taken great pleasure in regaling me with recent stories of Tracey and Trish's wild love lives. At college they’d been known as ‘The Wild Bunch’, and even if their friend stuck to her vows, they seemed Hell-bent on reliving their wild college past. When the three of them had fluttered from man to man with as much carefree adventurousness as any frat boy on campus.

As Holly glossed over the excitement and pleasure of her dances with other guys, I couldn't help but feel a pang of fear as I listened to her stories of what her best two friends got up to these days - knowing that I could deliver that kind of excitement on a long-term basis. I was just an ordinary man, with an ordinary job and an ordinary life. I had always thought that was enough for Holly. But now, however much I knew she loved me, I wasn't so sure she’d be indefinitely be able to resist the temptations and frustrations she’d feel every time she was with her newly liberated best friends.

Thinking back to the supposedly platonic dances she’d had and how flushed and excited she’d looked last night, I felt a terrible gnawing hollow in my gut and I had to know.

"What are you saying? What Are you thinking of doing?" I asked, trying and failing to keep the fear out of my voice and too afraid to voice the list of things that a woman like this might be contemplating. That I was terrified Holly might be contemplating.

Holly looked at me, her eyes filled with panic - seeing the pain she’d caused. "No, Richard. Nothing like that … I could never cheat on you, or leave you and the twins.”

She hugged me tight before releasing me and looking me direct in the eye with super seriousness. “Rich, honey … don’t ever think that … they might be my best friends, but I could never do what they did … but I need to find a way to make this life work for me. I need to find a way to feel alive again."

We just looked at each other nervously. Knowing we loved each other more than ever. Knowing we were still totally devoted to each other and the twins. But also knowing we had a problem.

I didn't know what to say. There were no magic words. I’d already told her I’d do anything to make her happy - and I meant every of it. I just didn’t know what that ‘anything’ was. Neither of us did.

We just knew we had a problem.

~~~~~ 

As I watched Holly get ready for the day, I couldn't shake the feeling of unease that had settled over me. I tried to focus on the mundane tasks at hand - making breakfast for the twins, packing their lunches - but my mind kept drifting back to our conversation earlier.

I knew that Holly was struggling with the monotony of our suburban life, but I had never realized the extent of her feelings until now. I could see it in the way she moved around the kitchen, her movements lacking their usual energy and enthusiasm.

As the twins scampered around the kitchen, their favorite Taylor Swift song came on the radio and without a word passing between them - twins are like that - their little blonde heads started bobbing in unison as they began an impromptu rendition of the song.

They danced around, about twenty-five years younger and one billion dollars poorer than their idol, but they didn’t care - their little off-key voices were full of enthusiasm. Millie, always the more daring one, attempted a twirl and ended up bumping into Martha. Both of them tumbling to the ground in a fit of giggles. Holly couldn't help but laugh at our daughters’ cutesy antics. Their infectious laughter filled the room, casting a warm glow over her face as it eased some of her worries away.

As they finished their breakfast and headed off to school still chuckling from their morning performance, I pulled Holly aside and took her hand in mine. "Listen," I said, my voice low and serious. "I know things have been tough lately. But I want you to know that I'm here for you, no matter what. We'll figure this out together."

She looked up at me, her eyes filled with gratitude. "Thank you, Richard. I love you so much."

I couldn't bear the thought of the vivacious, loving woman who loved life and people so much suffering a slow-motion as her enthusiasm for our family and me gradually withered and died under the weight of thinking about all the things she was missing. I believed her when she said she’d never cheat on me or leave me - but this kind of slow-motion death for our love would be just as terrible. Even if she was still hear with us in person, I couldn’t bear to see the real Holly slip away from us bit by bit until she was just a shell of the woman I loved. What kind of life and mom would that be for the twins and me?

I knew I had to do something, but I didn't know where to start.

~~~~~ 

That afternoon, I found myself in my upstairs home office, trying to focus on the pile of paperwork in front of me. But my mind kept drifting back to the conversation I'd had with Holly that morning. I couldn't shake the feeling that something was slipping through my fingers, and I didn't know how to stop it.

As I stared blankly at the computer screen, I couldn't help but remember the wild tales Holly had shared about her friends Trish and Tracey's recent exploits. (Understandably, once we’d started dating in our senior year at college, Holly had been to draw a veil over the exploits of ‘The Wild Bunch’ - so it was their recent exploits I knew in detail. College things were far more hazy - college folklore and something I knew Holly wanted to remain ‘sealed’) I’d always been far more ‘mainstream,’ always been a bit envious of their recently liberated lifestyles, but now it seemed like those stories were taking on a far more dangerous significance. Surely it was anything but a coincidence. Even if she swore she’d never act on it - the actions and tales of her best friends had to be one of the key reasons Holly was suddenly longing for the excitement of a different life. A life at odds with the humdrum routines and constraints of marriage and motherhood?

I felt a knot tighten in my stomach at the thought. I had always prided myself on being a supportive husband, but I couldn't help feeling like I was falling short in some way. I knew that Holly loved me and the twins more than anything, but I couldn't ignore the fact that she seemed to be craving something more.

As I sat there, lost in thought, my phone buzzed on the desk beside me. It was a text message from Holly, with a picture attached. She had taken the twins to the park, and the three of them were grinning ear-to-ear in the photo. My heart swelled with love and pride as I looked at the picture, but I couldn't shake the feeling that something was missing. She might be happy right now, but how long before the cumulative effects of Tracey and Trish’s tales and maybe a little too much to drink on one of their girls’ nights out and she’d give in the temptation of some handsome dance partner or other.

Trying to distract myself from this troubling thought, I typed out a message to Holly. "Looks like you guys are having fun. I wish I could be there with you."

She replied almost immediately. "We miss you too, hon. Maybe we can do something fun this weekend, just the four of us."

I smiled at the thought, but I knew that a weekend trip to the zoo wouldn't be enough to quell the restlessness I saw in Holly's eyes. I needed to do something more, something drastic. What I didn’t know was it would be one overheard conversation and our recent conversations about the need to start college funds for the twins that would start to help us find a way to fill the void in Holly’s life.


Chapter 3

Two days later I had to pop home to collect some papers. Holly was on the phone and as I expected to be in and out quickly, I thought I’d leave her be as I headed upstairs to find the missing file. While I was there, my boss rang and needed me to send him an urgent response related to a client question.

Holly was being quite loud - which normally meant Tracey or Trish - so I closed the door for the ten minutes or so it would take me to send the email. Email duly finished, I leaned back in my chair, my eye catching sight of a framed photo of a very much younger Holly and Richard, totally loved up and taken on the night of our senior prom.

At first it just made me wonder ‘where have all the years gone,’ but then after Holly’s recent confessions about feeling life was passing her by, it got me remembering the vivid college tales of Holly's wild, carefree spirit in college. Memories of her laughter echoing through raucous parties and her sapphire eyes sparkling with untamed desire in the days before and after I’d first met her and started dating her.

I ran a hand through my thinning hair - I’d kept my weight down okay compared to many of peers and wasn’t it too bad shape, but I’d certainly not aged as well as my lovely, ex-Cheerleader wife. Back then, and even now after two kids, Holly was a magnet for male attention. Her beauty, kindness and vivacious spirit drawing men like moths to a flame. Back then it had been this intoxicating mix of characteristics that had attracted me to her and made me fall in love with her.

In those early years of our dating and marriage, I’d often felt insecure - knowing that before me she’d always dated jocks and handsome, muscular types. But, thankfully through all the passing years I’d become more secure in accepting the deep truth that she loved me for all the things I could give her - even if we both knew on the physical front she could have done better.

Letting out a deep sigh, I opened the door and prepared to go back to work for the last couple of hours. I was halfway down the stairs and just about to call out to Holly when she burst out laughing and some sixth sense told me to stay quiet.

Holly's voice sounded light, almost giddy. I hadn't heard it like this in a while. Her friend Tracey - on speaker as Holly didn’t know I was back - sounding similarly dizzy with happiness.

"You won't believe this, Hol," Tracey said, her voice dripping with delight. "I met this amazing young black guy at the gym last night. He's young, fit, and has the most incredibly large … ‘abs’.” Her pause making clear she was referring to anything but his abs. “We went back to his place, and let me tell you … he rocked my world … made this mama very, very happy…"

I felt a twinge of jealousy as I listened to Tracey's salacious tale. Just minutes ago, looking at that old prom photo, I’d been thinking back to how Holly was no stranger to such encounters back in the day, and it was hard not to feel inadequate in comparison.

"I'm so happy for you, Trace," Holly said, her voice tinged with longing. "I wish I could have a little excitement like that in my life, too. Sometimes I feel like I'm just going through the motions, you know?"

All of the last few days fears and insecurities came flooding back as I listened to Holly's wistful confession of wanting some of the same excitement her best friends had. I knew she loved me, but this all made me terribly fearful that I was no longer enough for her. I had been for fifteen years, but that all seemed to be unravelling at a rapid rate of knots.

"I know what you mean," Tracey said sympathetically. "But you're still young, Holly. You don't have to settle for a boring life just because you're married with kids. You deserve to be happy and fulfilled, in every aspect of your life."

"Richard and I have talked about it … but, honestly … I can’t see any solutions … I think I just have to accept that those days … that kind of excitement … those kinds of desires … they’re a thing of the past now,” she sighed wistfully.

I’d expected some flippant, troublemaking comment from Tracey - after all, that was her form, and just moments ago she seemed to have been encouraging my wife to stray from her vows. But instead, there was just a long, pregnant silence, as if both of them were deep in thought. Before, finally it was Tracey who spoke.

"Be careful, Holly, desire is a fire that burns hot, but if you ignore it … if you and Richard ignore it, it can turn everything to ashes." she warned, her tone suddenly serious before another pause and a final thought. “After all, aren’t I the one to know? Me and Trish … look how our marriages turned out.”

Her words had me nauseous with fear. Had me - when I’d recovered and wasn’t feeling quite so faint - doubling down on my resolve to find some kind of constructive way to deal with Holly’s dissatisfaction and desires.

~~~~~ 

That resolve only became more urgent the next day when what might seem an insignificant incident made me realize the urgency of our situation.

Holly and I were waiting in the schoolyard to for our daughters amidst a sea of minivans and soccer moms.

It was a typical end of school day scene - a cacophony of laughter and chatter filled the air, punctuated by the occasional shrill whistle from a harried teacher. I watched as Holly chatted with the other parents - just as often happened, drawing more than a few admiring glances from dads and male teachers. These looks always made me feel a mixture of jealousy and pride that this vibrant, beautiful woman was mine. But after everything we’d talked about and that I’d overheard recently, my emotions felt like they were on speed today.

Normally, my bubbly and friendly wife loves these chances to mingle and chat with the other moms. But today, as she chatted to the other moms, her reactions and the bored look on her face told me her heart really wasn’t in it. Then Holly’s twin sister Debbie - twins run in their family - came up and, unusually for her, was effusive.

"Hey, Holly! Loved your new sweet and sour recipe," she chirped. “I tried it out on Mark the Kiddos last night … they loved it … all came back asking for seconds and thirds…”

"It’s only a recipe, Debbie!" Holly replied, her voice a pitch more taut and sharp than usual. Normally Holly would have loved a compliment like this shared so publicly by her younger sister - but today she was decidedly sharp with her, causing a hurt look on her sister’s face. She didn’t say the words out loud, but it was like she was saying ‘what’s so special about being a mom, about providing for my family … I’m far more than just a mom …I’ve got needs far more than that.

Holly could see she’d hurt Debbie and there were a few words to make up, but then after a short sisterly hug Holly seemed to drift away again, not paying attention to me or the other parents. As we stood there, I noticed her gaze drift towards the parking lot of the co-located high school, where a group of senior football players - still in their practice kit were horsing around by their cars. My wife’s eyes lingered on the young men, and I could see a wistful expression flit across her face. It was a look I knew all too well, one that spoke of longing and unfulfilled desire. It wasn’t that she was lusting after them - it was that she was thinking back to when she’d been that age, with all the freedoms and opportunities possible before marriage and family. Seeing her still gazing across, my heart clenched in my chest, and I felt a familiar knot of insecurity tighten in my stomach.

"Hey, babe," I said, trying to keep my voice light as I slipped my arm around her waist. "You okay?"

Holly started, as if snapping out of a trance, and gave me a forced, slightly dismissive smile - almost as if she was angry at me for disturbing her daydreaming. "I'm fine," she said, her voice slightly strained. "Don’t fuss so, you know how it annoys me."

I leaned in to kiss her - my way of saying sorry - but she turned her head away at the last moment, leaving me with a lingering kiss on her cheek. I felt a flash of irritation, but quickly tamped it down, not wanting to make a scene in front of the other parents. Instead, I settled for a tight smile and a squeeze of her hand.

As we waited for the twins to emerge from the school building, I couldn't help but stew in my own thoughts. I knew she still loved me and the twins, but that Holly was dissatisfied with parts of her current life. Right now, I might be hurting a little myself, but I couldn't blame her, really. Like so many of the couples standing in that schoolyard, our life had become a monotonous cycle of work, parenting, and household chores, with little time or energy left for romance or passion.

But what could I do to change that? How could I compete with the allure of a younger, more carefree existence? I felt like a moth drawn to a flame, knowing that the closer I got, the more I risked being burned. What had Tracey said? ‘Be careful, Holly, desire is a fire that burns hot … if you and Richard ignore it, it can turn everything to ashes.’

She wasn’t wrong I thought to myself, before my slightly depressed thoughts were interrupted by two visions of happiness and energy as the twins came bounding out of the school, their backpacks bouncing on their shoulders as they raced towards us. Holly's face lit up with genuine joy as she scooped them up in her arms, showering them with kisses and hugs. And for a brief moment, we both forgot all about our worries and frustrations, lost in the warmth and love of our two wonderful little girls.

But as we walked back to the car, hand in hand with our daughters, I couldn't shake the feeling that our relationship was teetering on the edge of a precipice, and that it would take only the slightest nudge to send us tumbling over the edge. Even as I drove us back home listening to the incessant chatter and laughter between the three females in my life, Tracey’s words kept coming back to me … like one of those old-time end of play stuck records. ‘Be careful, Holly, desire is a fire that burns hot … if you and Richard ignore it, it can turn everything to ashes.’

What I didn’t know was how a seemingly harmless discussions about starting a college fund for the twins would hand me and Holly an emotional equivalent of a gallon of napalm.


Chapter 4

I leaned against the kitchen counter, watching Holly as she fussed around the room, her blonde hair catching the light each time she turned.

She may have been a ‘wild thing’ in her younger years, but faced with the prospect of three young people inspecting our ‘available to rent’ basement, she was domesticity personified. Determined that no stranger, however young, would find fault in the way she maintained and ran our family home.

The twins, Martha and Millie, were perched on stools, their legs swinging in syncopation, excitement etching their identical faces. It was a scene that filled me with warmth - my three girls, the center of my world.

"Remember, be nice to our guest," Holly reminded the twins with a wink. They nodded earnestly, their seven-year-old minds buzzing with the prospect of meeting someone new.

"Of course we will, Mommy! We're always nice!" Martha chirped, while Millie hummed in agreement.

A car door slammed outside, and the twins raced to the window, noses pressed against the glass. "He's here!" they squealed in unison.

Holly shot me a look—part anticipation, part nerves—as I opened the door. We’d only been in our new home less than a year, and it had been a big decision to open up our family home to a stranger. But the house layout – an almost fully independent basement, only the front door shared – and our desire to build the twins’ college fund had won out in the end. Twin facts which had led us to this evening – nervously awaiting the arrival of one male and two female potential renters. All of them are final-year students at the nearby college. All of them sounded moderate and reasonable on the phone. But now would come the real test.

I don’t have a racist bone in my body, but as I opened the door, I felt like fifty-thousand volts had been shot through me.

It was only two months since we’d returned from Jamaica – we’d often relived and discussed that last night – and now stood there before me was ‘Leroy.’

I tried not to look surprised as I kicked myself. It had been Holly, not me, who’d heard his voice, but nonetheless, on the balance of probability, ‘Leroy’ most likely meant Deep South or African American. So, I shouldn’t have been surprised.

Trying to mask my surprise, I shook his hand and asked him in, pleased that now my shock was past what creed or color Leroy was meant nothing to me. I looked at him, just taking him for who and what he was.

Leroy wasn’t tall or handsome like the dreadlocked guy in Jamaica. He was maybe five-nine or five-ten, just a few inches taller than Holly and I. But like the guy in Jamaica, he had a full head of long, beaded dreadlocks.

And even if he wasn’t tall or handsome, his appearance was imposing in other ways. His build was lean but well-muscled, and the evening sun caught the dozen or so shiny silver piercings adorning his left cheek and right eyebrow.

The same sunlight meant it was impossible not to see the intricate dark tattoos climbing up his arms and marking his neck.

To Holly and I, raised solidly middle class a generation ago, he looked like he'd walked straight out of one of those TV crime dramas Holly liked to watch after the kids went to bed.

"Hey," he greeted, his voice smooth and polite with a hint of a lisp that softened the hard edges of his appearance. "I'm Leroy." His soft lisp reminded me of the fabled heavyweight Mike Tyson.

"Richard," I said, extending my hand again. His grip was firm, assured. "And this is my family."

"Hi, Leroy!" the twins chimed together, not a trace of intimidation in their voices.

"Nice to meet you," Holly added, stepping forward with a confident smile that seemed to falter just for a heartbeat before it found its footing again.

I knew exactly why my wife’s smile had faltered for just a moment – like me, she was thinking back to that night in Jamaica. We’d talked about it many times in the two months since our return. Both agreed it had been both exhilarating and hadn’t caused any long-term harm. Even if it had nearly given me a heart attack on the night in question!

But seeing someone whose ethnicity and dreadlocks reminded us so soon of how we’d pushed boundaries in Jamaica gave Holly just as much of a shock as me.

"Come on in, let's show you around." My voice was steady, but inside, I was a tangle of thoughts. Here was this young man, a living reminder of that crazy night in Jamaica. Not tall and handsome, but his muscular and gang-marked body a huge contrast to my plain, 'dad bod' physique ... stirring the same jolting excitement as Jamaica, but only this time in the heart of our real world lives.

"Would you like some lemonade or a coffee?" Holly asked, already moving back towards the kitchen.

"Sure, thanks." Leroy's eyes followed her, an unreadable expression on his face.

The twins led the way, chattering about their school, their friends, and their favorite TV shows. They didn't seem to notice—or care—about the tough-guy look of our potential renter; instead, they were captivated by his presence, treating him like a long-lost brother rather than a stranger.

"Here's the living room, and that's where we do Disney movie nights," Millie said, pointing to the couch draped in a colorful throw.

"Got a big screen, huh? Cool," Leroy commented, his gaze sweeping the room.

"Yup! Daddy makes the best popcorn," Martha boasted, grabbing my hand and squeezing it.

"Does he now?" Leroy smiled at me, a playful grin on his lips. I nodded, trying my best to match his youthful, streetwise confidence.

"Let me show you the rooms we're renting out," I offered, leading the way down the hall to the locked door at the top of the basement stairs. I could feel Holly's eyes on my back, a silent conversation passing between us.

The rooms were nothing special, just a large single room that doubled as combined bedroom and lounge, with small bathroom and kitchen areas off to the side.

But as Leroy inspected it, nodding his approval, I couldn't shake the feeling that if we rented it to him, after what I’d seen in Jamaica, Holly and I might be playing with fire.

I loved and trusted Holly, but Jamaica had shown that the old, wild, pre-motherhood Holly was still alive and well. Had just been in deep storage all these years.

Maybe that much wasn’t so surprising – but the fact I’d got a strange kick out of watching her being pawed by ‘Dread Man’ was the truly shocking thing.

But the two together, if we did decide to rent to Leroy, we might be on the brink of a real watershed moment. A thought that both scared me but also sent an adrenaline-rich thrill through my veins.

~~~~~  

"Wow! What's this?" Millie asked, reaching up with a tiny finger toward the silver that adorned his cheek.

We were back upstairs in the kitchen, room inspection over, trying to get a feel for prospect number one.

"Hey, careful now," Leroy chuckled, bending down on one knee to be at eye level with the twins. "They're just piercings—kinda like your mom's earrings," his lispy voice rasped.

"An' that?" Martha piped up, her voice laden with curiosity as she pointed to the gun tattoo peering from beneath his collar, barrel pointed upwards to his jaw.

"Oh, this old thing?" Leroy said with a dismissive smile, "just some ink. You know, your daddy probably has a cool tattoo hidden somewhere too."

Their giggles filled the room, and I felt Holly's hand find mine, giving it a reassuring squeeze.

"Millie, Martha, don't pester," Holly chided gently, though I could see the corners of her mouth turning upward in amusement.

"Ah, it's all good," Leroy assured us with a soft-spoken lisp that made his words sound almost melodic. "I've got two little sisters 'bout their age back home in L.A. … they're just as curious."

Holly and I exchanged a glance, the unspoken communication clear between us. The man before us was far more than the sum of his intimidating exterior. There was a gentleness there, a politeness that seemed to soften the edges of our initial judgment.

"Would you like something to drink?” Holly asked, repeating her earlier offer. “Water, coffee, or maybe a soda?" the maternal warmth in her voice wrapping around the room a stark contrast to my thoughts back to Jamaica.

"Water would be great, thanks," Leroy replied, standing up and following her into the kitchen. His movements were respectful, considerate, and I found myself intrigued by this juxtaposition—the streetwise exterior housing an unexpectedly courteous soul.

Surely, tonight, he was on the best behavior to make a good impression and edge out the other candidates. Raising the question of what he’d really be like if we chose him over the two female candidates. Raising the question of how much the politeness was genuine or just for show.

As we drank and chatted, he was a little guarded about what he said, but he made no secret of the fact he’d grown up on the wrong side of the tracks and done some things of which he wasn’t proud.

But credit to him, he was honest and didn’t try and present himself as someone or something he wasn’t. We got the clear picture that he’d never be entirely clear of that part of his life, but that the whole move across the country and enrolling in college was all part of a young man trying to make something of himself.

~~~~~  

"Richard, he seemed nice," Holly whispered to me later as we tidied up after the twins had gone to bed, the echo of their laughter still lingering in the air.

"Surprisingly so," I admitted, feeling the strange tingle of excitement at the prospect of possibly introducing a character like Leroy into our lives.

‘A character like Leroy.’ The truth was, we had no idea what he was really like. We knew he’d passed the essential credit and reference checks. We knew he was a senior at the local college, and we knew he was from L.A. and had two young sisters. But aside from that, all we had to go off was appearances and assumptions. That was the whole reason we’d hesitated to rent – however careful you are, inviting a stranger into your home is always a lottery. And with Leroy, the little we knew and saw presented a complicated, possibly high-risk option.

Once you got past all the gang paraphernalia, he seemed like a decent young man. But then again, what did we really know? Impressions and appearances can be deeply misleading.

~~~~~  

The apartment was bustling with the nervous energy of anticipation as the next evening, we awaited the next potential renters. Two young female students, one a petite redhead and the other a tall brunette, both with earnest smiles and textbooks clutched to their chests, arrived in quick succession.

They toured the space and asked polite questions, but it was clear their presence didn't quite spark the same energy and connection for Millie and Martha.

After the girls left, Holly and I turned to our daughters for their input, expecting them to be thrilled about the prospect of having fellow females around. But they shook their heads almost in unison, their blue eyes alight with a different kind of certainty.

"Mommy, Daddy, we want Leroy!" Millie exclaimed, her voice bubbling over with excitement. "We already have two girls," she gestured between herself and Martha, "but we don't have a boy."

Martha nodded vigorously in agreement, "Leroy is cool! He can be like our big brother."

Holly and I exchanged glances, the corners of our mouths twitching into involuntary smiles. It was heartwarming, their innocence and the straightforward logic of childhood that hadn't yet learned the complexities of adult decisions—or desires.

Later that night, with the twins tucked into bed, dreams undoubtedly swirling with visions of their newfound 'big brother', Holly and I reclined on the couch, a shared chuckle passing between us.

"Can you believe our little lady bosses?" Holly said, her laughter mingling with disbelief.

"Who would've thought they’d be so taken with a guy like Leroy?" I replied, wrapping an arm around her shoulders. The warmth from her body seeped into mine, and a comfortable silence enveloped us—punctuated only by the sound of our synchronized breathing and the distant chirping of crickets outside.

"Are we really doing this?" she asked after a moment, her gaze meeting mine, searching for reassurance. “I mean, he seems nice enough, but he’s made no secret of what his life was like before … are we really going to take that chance?”

Listening carefully, squeezing my wonderful wife, what I heard was two distinctly different questions. A question from a mama bear being extra careful about who she invited into her family den.

But more tensely, I also heard the woman who’d pushed and teased me to let her play in Jamaica asking her husband if we were really going to let a young man who reminded us of that night live just feet away in our basement.

Taking a deep breath, smiling at Holly in a way that told her exactly what was on my mind, I answered her question.

"Seems like it, but remember, we’re still totally in control … we both remember Jamaica, but that was just a coincidence … having him here might be a bit of fun, inject a bit of youthful energy … and it’ll certainly make Millie and Martha happy … but like Jamaica, I think it’s ultimately all harmless."

~~~~~  

The following day, chaos and cardboard boxes heralded Leroy's arrival. As he hauled his belongings into the basement, Millie and Martha, ever the welcoming committee, latched onto his hands and dragged him upstairs for an impromptu tour of their domain.

"Tea party, Leroy! You have to come!" Millie insisted, her grip firm on his large hand.

"Please, please!" echoed Martha, tugging him toward their room decked out in pastels and plush toys.

Holly and I stood back, watching as Leroy, this slightly threatening figure with tattoos peeking from under his sleeves, acquiesced with surprising grace. He folded his muscular frame onto miniature chairs and pretended to sip from empty cups, the girls giggling delightedly at their well-inked and facially-pierced guest's participation.

"Cheers to the best tea in the whole wide world!" Millie declared, raising her cup high.

"Best in the universe!" Leroy played along, his lispy voice softened further by the whimsical setting.

Ten minutes passed before Holly and I decided to rescue him, though he hardly seemed in need of it.

"Girls, let's give Leroy a break. He's had a long day moving in," Holly said gently, guiding the twins away.

"Sorry about the ambush," I apologized with a chuckle, reaching out to help him up from the child-sized chair.

Leroy rose, brushing off his jeans. "It's all good, man. Reminds me of playin' with my little sisters, Letitia and Venus," his smile was genuine, a flash of tenderness amid the tough exterior.

That evening, as I lay beside Holly, the quiet of the night wrapped around us, I found my thoughts drifting—not to the bonded family moments or the laughter of our children—but to the subtle shift in the air, the unspoken undercurrent that Leroy's arrival had set in motion. There was a charge, a current that pulsed just beneath the surface, threatening to breach the dam of normalcy we'd so carefully constructed.

In Jamaica, I’d looked on, first in shock and then in excitement, as a young dreadlocked guy had felt my wife’s boobs as they’d ground their pelvises together in a none-too-subtle enactment of what they’d really like to do.

Laying there next to Holly, I didn’t for a moment expect anything similar to happen back here in the heart of our real lives.

But at the same time, I couldn’t deny that the mere fact of having another young dreadlocked guy like Leroy in our home filled me with a sizzling sense of excitement.

It seemed like the best of both worlds for both Holly and me. A simmering, teasing excitement – but without any of the risks of really sharing Holly with another guy.


Chapter 5

One week had cascaded into another since Leroy moved in, and the novelty of his presence settled like a new layer over our family life.

At breakfast, the twins were lost in their giggles, their cherubic faces smeared with jam as Holly flitted around, a force of domestic energy in her yoga pants and tank top.

"I should hit the gym after I drop the girls off at school," she mused aloud, pouring herself a cup of coffee.

"Naah, you don't need no gym," Leroy interjected, his voice smooth with an edge of mischief, "your body's already bangin'."

A crimson hue blossomed on Holly's cheeks, spreading down her neck – caught off-guard but happy her daughters were too young to notice or understand.

She shot a glance my way, her confused embarrassment mingling with something akin to delight in her sapphire eyes.

"Uh, sorry 'bout that," Leroy added quickly, looking between Holly and me, his own face betraying a hint of uncertainty beneath the bravado. His look of embarrassment made me choose charity and mirth over correction.

"Hey, no worries, Leroy," I said, surprising myself with the calmness of my tone. I flashed him a knowing smile. "It's just how you kids talk these days, right? And... well, you’re not wrong, Leroy." My gaze lingered on my sexy, beautiful wife. Affirming the truth of Leroy's bold statement even as Holly approached forty, trying to stay calm even as I felt a tight knot forming in my gut.

"Okay, okay," Holly laughed it off, yet the blush remained, an imprint of the moment's transgression. The darkness of the Jamaican club meant I’d not seen her blush, but something in her expression reminded me of that night. It was the delight – then apparent and unmasked, now hidden – of being desired by a man other than the man who contractually had to love and want her. That’s what she’d felt that night in Jamaica – now again, in our family home, over the breakfast table next to our two young daughters, that’s what she was feeling and loving all over again.

Maybe this mild, naughty excitement would be enough to ward off the frustrations she’d opened up about these last few weeks. Maybe a little harmless flirting, the thrill of being appreciated and desired by a young man like Leroy would put the spark back in her life.

~~~~~  

Weeks blurred past, scenes shifting like snapshots—Leroy becoming less of an enigma as he shared more about his life back in L.A. Opening up about his troubled past and his efforts to move away from the seamier side of life and make something of himself. The more the weeks passed and the more he shared about his former life, the more he felt like a fixture in our family life. Especially as the twins had taken him to their hearts – an adopted big brother, they often talked about to their young friends who had actual big brothers.

But nothing like that ‘bangin body’ frisson of breakfast excitement occurred again until the day in September when Holly was helping Martha and Millie practice their strokes in our small backyard pool.

"Mommy, watch this!" Millie called out, launching into an enthusiastic dog paddle.

"Great job, sweetie!" Holly cheered, clapping her hands, her laughter echoing against the splash.

I stood there, leaning against the frame of the back door, beverage in hand. My eyes wandered and I caught sight of Leroy lounging on a deck chair, ostensibly buried in his textbook. Yet, from behind those dark sunglasses, I could feel the weight of his gaze.

His gaze wasn't on the words of his studies but on Holly. She was aglow in the sun, her tight-cut red bikini leaving little to the imagination - a two-piece ensemble that hugged and revealed in equal measure. Not her usual choice for a family swim, I noted. It clung to her like a second skin, outlining the contours of her generous curves, the ones I'd traced countless times with fingertips and lips.

The air was heavy with an unspoken tension. I recalled the breakfast time conversation, Holly telling the twins and Leroy that a rare day of good autumnal weather was forecast and that they should make the most of it after school. I remember her telling the girls she was going to give cake to them if they managed an extra few yards, before turning to Leroy and telling him he was welcome to join them if he fancied an escape from the basement.

Was this offer linked to her choice of bikini? A bikini I didn’t recall ever seeing before – and certainly not for a family-friendly swim session.

Yes, the tension was definitely there. I’d never been one to believe in coincidences and looking at Leroy, looking at Holly, I saw a dance of glances and half-smiles. The kind that spoke volumes without uttering a single word.

I swallowed hard, feeling the heat not from the surprisingly hot Autumn evening sun, but from a fire kindling within—a mix of possessive irritation and an undeniable surge of arousal. Mixed, confused feelings I’d not felt since that evening in Jamaica when Holly had relived parts of her wild youth.

Holly emerged from the pool, drops of water cascading down her body, and for a flickering moment, our gazes locked. There was a question there, a silent query laden with both fear and longing. A question that neither of us was ready to voice just yet.

"Richard, can you grab the towels?" she asked, disrupting the moment, her voice a lifeline back to reality. As I swear she stood, hands up in her wet and dripping hair, in a side-on pose designed to show her feminine silhouette to best effect to our young renter.

"Of course," I replied, forcing my feet to move, my thoughts a tangled mess of desire and dread.

After that fleeting ‘bangin’ body’ comment weeks ago, I’d convinced myself it was just a one-off and that despite an obvious attraction, nothing else would ever happen. But now I was having second and third thoughts – Holly’s invitation and choice of bikini allowed no other interpretation.

As I passed Leroy, our eyes met briefly. Underneath those shades, I knew he was smiling, and it struck me then that the thrill of the forbidden we’d fleetingly toyed with in Jamaica was both a million times more exciting and a million times more dangerous here back home in the suburbs. With a guy who we’d see each and every day, who’d never be more than just a few feet away from my beautiful and evidently horny wife.

And for the first time, seeing the way he smiled at me and furtively leered at my wife’s sexy body, I wondered if things might go further between him and Holly than some harmless flirting. Making Tracey’s words of warning echo back into my brain. ‘Be careful … desire is a fire that burns hot … if you ignore it, it can turn everything to ashes.’

~~~~~  

It was just three days later when I arrived home late for dinner, having rung ahead to let Holly know.

I pushed through the door, a flurry of apologies on my lips for my tardiness, only to find the tableau before me rendering words useless. The dining room was alive with the clinking of cutlery and the low hum of conversation, but it was the sight of Leroy seated at the head of the table - in my chair - that stopped me in my tracks.

"Sorry, I'm—" I began, but my voice trailed off as Holly turned towards me. She was wearing a top that clung to her like a second skin, its fabric so taut that the outline of her nipples pressed against the material. My throat went dry as I struggled to remember the polite veneer of a husband who had simply run late from work.

After the choice of bikini, I’d made some comments, and she’d teasingly asked me if I was okay with her clothing choice. She’d been extra horny that night, so how could I say ‘no.’ After all, it was all just harmless fun and I was the one reaping the rewards. And tonight, she had the same teasing grin on her face as she took in my reaction to how she was dressed.

"Hey, Richard! Sit here, man," Leroy said, motioning to the spot beside him with a grin that held too much knowledge. It chafed, watching him there, so comfortable, so at ease in my place. And it wasn’t just that – he was too smart to not know the game Holly was playing, and to not know it was almost certainly something she and I had discussed.

"Thanks," I muttered, sliding into the seat, my gaze flickering towards Holly. Her cheeks were tinged with color, whether from the heat of the kitchen or from the teasing game she was playing with the household’s only two males, I couldn't tell.

The meal passed in a blur of forced normalcy. But beneath the surface, there was an electric current, one that charged the space between Holly and Leroy with an intensity I tried to ignore, but which left me with a gnawing feeling in my gut.

"Can you pass the salt, Leroy?" Holly asked, her voice casual but her eyes holding his a beat too long.

I remembered how, just last week before the bikini incident, I'd caught them laughing together over some private joke as she touched his arm fleetingly, yet suggestively, before she’d teased me about it later.

And then there was the time I'd walked in on them in the hall, her body angled towards him in a way that spoke volumes, their conversation ending abruptly as I appeared.

Each memory was a jolt to my system, a reminder of the undeniable chemistry crackling between them, growing stronger each day. Something we’d talked about after the bikini incident and that we both felt more comfortable being open and honest about.

I could hardly blame Leroy for being attracted to my sexy blonde wife. And, while I knew the attraction was mutual, not for a moment had I ever doubted Holly’s faithfulness.

Yes, she’d been wild before we’d been together. And I had no doubts that looking like she did, she’d had plenty of offers and opportunities to stray over the years. But I also knew that although she might find other guys attractive, she was devoted to me and the twins. After all, weeks ago, when she’d opened up about her frustrations compared to her friends’ lives, she’d been adamant that she’d never cheat on me and the twins, that she could never see herself being happy without us.

"Rich, honey? Are you okay?" Holly's voice snapped me out of my reflections on the last few weeks and back to the present, her brows knitted in concern—or was it guilt?

"Fine, just tired," I replied, my voice tight as I tried to focus on the mundane comfort of my meal. But my mind was elsewhere, tangled in the conflicted arousal and trepidation that had begun to consume me as I reflected on all the recent signs of the growing chemistry between my sexy wife and our young renter.

As dinner came to a close and the girls babbled about their day, I watched Holly laugh at something Leroy said, her hand brushing his shoulder in a gesture that seemed just a little too familiar. Too familiar for straightforward ‘platonic’ friendship. It wasn’t that I thought she’d been unfaithful – but it was the clearest of signposts towards the way the attraction was building between the two of them.

Later that evening, staring into the dregs of my bourbon as I reflected on things, it was clear to me now that the boundaries of our marriage were changing. Not breaking or smashing, but changing. Changes that I knew in my heart had actually started on that last evening back in Jamaica. Changes which had then been supercharged by the changes going on in Holly’s best friends’ lives. Changes that – however much she loved me – made her own life look monochrome and two-D in comparison.

What to do? That was the question. Whether to fight it, reassert my claims, try and turn the clock back – to stop and roll back the increasing flirting and attraction between my beautiful Holly and our young renter.

Or go with the flow, trusting my wife’s love and choosing a path potentially both more risky and more exciting. Choosing the path that would satisfy her desires and make her feel alive again … making good on my promise to ‘do anything’ to make her happy.

I poured another shot and took another hit. Swirled the golden liquid around and around. Recognizing in the depths of my soul the huge significance of the decision facing me.

Our marriage vows, our promises of monogamous faithfulness, until now so solid, were blurring before my very eyes.

And despite the fear that gnawed at my insides, a part of me was enticed by the prospect of this forbidden dance, this game of desire played out in the sanctuary of our home.

Sighing deeply, finishing the burning liquid, I resolved not to come to any rash decisions that night.

~~~~~  

The low murmurs of my family's evening chatter receded as I stared into the half-empty glass in front of me.

Another few days had passed, and I was edging closer to knowing which way I had to jump.

A sip of the robust red wine did little to steady the storm within me, a swirling mix of dread and dark thrill.

"Remember that night in Jamaica, Richard?" Holly's voice pierced through my reverie, her tone light with nostalgia as she returned from putting the twins to bed – just the three adults now present in the family lounge.

Just for once, there had been no tight dresses or other teasing games at dinner tonight. No little touches or shared jokes. I could tell something was on Holly’s mind, and her sudden reference back to Jamaica proved it.

I swallowed hard, the image flashing vividly before my eyes: Holly, radiant under the club’s dance lights, her body moving with a long-forgotten excitement as she’d danced with the young man with his wild mane of dreadlocks. Radiant and bubbling with excited memories as she’d felt his hands confidently resting on her swaying hips.

Even just her mention of it made me recall the way she had looked at him, lost in the rhythm, her laughter tinkling like wind chimes in the balmy night... it had stirred something feral within me, a cocktail of jealousy and arousal I couldn't name. The same feeling coming back to me tonight.

"Yeah, I remember," I said, the memory casting a long, frightening, but also exhilarating shadow across the table. The memories confusingly mingled with the present, where Leroy’s presence now loomed as large as the Jamaicans had back then.

"That last night … wow, that was pretty wild, wasn’t it!” she beamed, squeezing my shoulder by way of a heartfelt thank you, as I smiled back at the memory

“You know, it brought it all back, all those wild nights back at college with Trish and Tracey … before you … before you and the twins,” she smiled winsomely, her mind suddenly two decades in the past.

Trish and Tracey, Holly's partners-in-crime, the really wild duo who’d always managed to coax my conservatively raised wife out into the fast lane. The tales of their escapades as student nurses, thumbing their noses at the rules and conventions of how young women should behave still legendary all these years later.

All these years later, when Holly's life had morphed into domesticity and motherhood whereas both of them, newly single, were living the wild life all over again.

"Wild days, indeed," I agreed, the words tasting bittersweet on my tongue, wondering what Holly was driving at with this conversation – especially with Leroy in the room with us. Wondering what her nervous demeanor indicated about where she was guiding our talk. Wondering if she was thinking about how Trish and Tracey’s lives had recently changed back to their earlier wildness.

"Times change, though," I added in a shaky voice, a half-hearted attempt to steer the conversation and my own thoughts away from the dangerous direction they were headed.

"Change can be good," Leroy chimed in, his voice smooth and sure. His eyes met mine briefly, and I saw an understanding there that sent a jolt of electricity down my spine. Wondering what he already knew about that night in Jamaica, wondering what Holly had already told him about her wild past before she’d met me.

Holly's chuckle was a melody that seemed to wrap itself around Leroy's words, binding them together in a secret pact that excluded me. I shifted uncomfortably in my chair, caught between the sanctity of our shared history and the illicit thrill of the unknown that beckoned us forward.

"Change can be exciting too," Holly said, her meaning hanging clear and thick in the air after so many weeks of slowly escalating games.

"Indeed," I echoed, my voice shaking with nerves, barely above a whisper. Long-stilled fears and feelings of inadequacy coming back to life, battling with the exhilarating vision of Holly unleashed and gloriously wild just as she’d been before I won and tamed her. Fears and exhilaration that had been intense enough in the safety of Jamaica – but which now felt truly overwhelming as Holly consciously made me link Leroy to what we’d done on that last night in Jamaica.

As Leroy's gaze lingered on Holly, a silent exchange passing between them, I realized that the forbidden dance had already begun – she must have told him all about Jamaica, all about her past.

If she’d already chosen to share these things with him, I knew the conversation she’d so nervously initiated tonight was all about her implicitly asking me to decide. Asking me to decide whether I was strong enough and loved her enough to make good on that promise.

‘I’ll do anything to make you happy.’ That’s what I’d told her at the end of that last night in Jamaica. And that’s what I’d told her again six months later when she’d opened up about how her friends’ new lives were making her feel frustrated and longing for something more.

And now, after the last few weeks of her and Leroy’s growing attraction, the woman I loved was asking me - in her own gentle, coded way - to tell her whether I was really strong enough for her to call in my promise.


Chapter 6

I watched from the kitchen doorway, leaning back against the frame with a cup of coffee warming my hands. Martha and Millie were sprawled on the living room floor, crayons scattered like confetti around them as they drew pictures of what I assumed to be our family. The scene was a familiar one, but today it had a new player.

Leroy lounged on the sofa, shorts and wife beater showing of all his ink, his informal dress showing how at home he now felt among the children's chaos.

Something about the way he interacted with Martha and Millie captivated me—a mix of patience and genuine interest that you wouldn't expect from someone with his tough exterior. I guess he did miss his two little sisters, his exterior shouldn’t make me think him any less emotional or loving than the next man.

"Look, Leroy! I drew you!" Martha exclaimed, holding up her masterpiece, a stick figure adorned with a multitude of tattoos and a smiley face.

"Hey, that's pretty cool," Leroy chuckled, his voice deep yet still gently lispy like a young Mike Tyson. "You got my tats just right."

Millie piped up, eager not to be left out. "Do you want to play tea party with us?"

"Sure thing, little ladies." His response came so naturally, and he eased himself off the couch to join their imaginary world without a hint of reluctance.

I sipped my coffee, the bitter warmth sliding down my throat, thoughts drifting. Holly had given up so much for this life—our life. The carefree girl who'd danced until dawn and flirted with abandon was now the epitome of a devoted wife and mother.

Five days had passed since she’d raised the memories of Jamaica as a coded way of getting me to think about all the flirting and teasing that was now playing out daily between her and Leroy and how far I was prepared to let things play out between her and Leroy.

And the more I thought about it, the more I was convinced that a big part of Holly longed to return to those earlier wilder days. That she wanted more than just harmless flirting with our tattooed and dreadlocked young lodger.

Hell, I knew Trish and Tracey weren’t exactly slow to share with her the details of their latest and most rampant sex sessions with whichever young stud they’d managed to ensnare. That Holly would have had to have been superhuman, with veins running cold with ice, not to have been influenced by the almost nightly calls she had with one or other of her old partners in crime.

And she was superhuman in the motherhood department – she’d had to be with seven years of high-energy twins. But her veins definitely didn’t run with ice. They ran with all the normal hormones and desires of any woman who’d enjoyed sexual Nirvana at college and was now approaching her sexual prime.

Sitting there, watching Leroy and his muscular young body so at home in our inner sanctum, fear about ‘what next’ gnawed at me.

That bit was easy to understand and accept. But what was way more difficult was admitting that there was a small, secret part of me that thrived on the idea of Holly rediscovering her freedom. That thrived on the thought of seeing her eyes alight with the same fire I'd fallen for all those years ago.

It was a dangerous thought, especially if it involved not some random stranger but a man who lived right here in our home. But even so, it was a thought that clung to me, persistent and unwavering.

"Richard?" Holly's voice snapped me back to reality, her hand touching my arm lightly, "you're staring."

"Ah, sorry," I stammered, caught in the act of observing our daughters and their new friend.

"Just thinking how great it is that Leroy fits in so well with the girls," half-truth, and certainly better than admitting to the other half of what I’d been thinking.

Holly followed my gaze, a smile playing on her lips. "He does, doesn't he? It's nice to see them so happy."

"Very nice," I agreed, my words laden with a deeper meaning that hovered unspoken between us.

Her eyes met mine, and for a moment, we shared something intimate and profound—a connection that went beyond words.

Five days ago, she’d known exactly what she was doing when she raised memories of what had happened in Jamaica. She’d known exactly what question she was implicitly asking.

And now, from the way she was looking at me she was signaling she knew I was close to giving her answer. That she knew I’d thought of little else these last few days.

Message delivered, she turned back to the scene before us, leaving me to contemplate the complexities of desire and the frightening, thrilling uncertainty of where it might lead us after so many years of certainty and focusing on the twins.

~~~~~  

The hum of the central air mingled with the distant laughter of Martha and Millie as they played in the yard, a white noise backdrop to my rumination. Leroy was downstairs, probably sprawled on the couch in his basement den, his territory since he'd moved in.

The image of him—muscles defined through his tight shirt, the inked lines of tattoos crawling up his arms, a stark contrast to my plain polo shirts and khakis.

I caught a glimpse of myself in the hallway mirror, adjusting my glasses. Regular. Average. A family man's reflection stared back, a bit too soft around the edges, a bit too safe. But nonetheless, I knew that Holly loved me with all her heart.

Her ‘Jamaica question’ wasn’t about replacing me – it was about adding something new and exciting to what we already had. About making something that was already amazing even better.

The contrast between Leroy and me made my mind flicker back to memories of photos I’d seen of Holly's old boyfriends from before we were married. Chiseled jaws, leather jackets, an aura of masculinity and danger, that’s what they’d all had in common. And that same macho magnetism now lived under our roof in an updated, urban form, nestled within Leroy's tough-guy facade. Pricking at my insecurities, whispering to deep inadequacies I’d not thought about in years. But whispering in a way that both frightened and excited me in equal measure.

"Richard, could you help me with the salad?" Holly's voice floated from the kitchen, pulling me from the well of self-doubt.

"Sure, honey," I called, making my way to her.

As I entered the kitchen, I stopped short. There was Holly, leaning over the counter, laughter spilling out like music as she diced tomatoes. Leroy stood next to her, closer than necessary, pointing to something on the recipe card. Their bodies angled toward each other, a choreography of unspoken attraction playing out before me.

Leroy's eyes flickered up to meet Holly's, a spark leaping between them. She flushed a delicate pink spreading across her cheeks, her fingers lingering on a slice of cucumber as if suddenly aware of every sensation.

"Your chopping technique is almost as good as your squat form at the gym," Leroy teased, his voice a low, lispy rumble. Reminding me that this last week, he’d been helping her train at the gym.

"Almost?" Holly's retort was breathy and playful. "I'll have you know I'm excellent at both."

"Can't argue with that," he said, winking.

Their banter was light but charged, a dangerous dance edging toward something more. I swallowed hard, feeling the heat rise in my face.

Should I intervene? Finally put a stop to this.

I truly believed that if I did, she might be disappointed, but Holly loved me and the girls enough to go along with my wishes.

Instead, I remained still, a silent observer to their ever-deepening flirtation. A flirtation neither of them had ever hidden. Quite the opposite, really. The Jamaica conversation had been Holly’s way of asking me to let her know what she could and couldn’t do.

"Rich, you okay?" Holly glanced over, a hint of concern threading through her smile.

"Perfect," I lied, forcing brightness into my conflicted voice as I joined them by the counter. "Just thinking about how fresh those tomatoes look,” I lied.

Leroy shifted back slightly, a knowing grin playing on his lips, as if privy to a secret joke.

~~~~~  

Dinner was over, the twins were upstairs playing, I was in the lounge watching TV and the laughter from the kitchen echoed through my veins. A rhythmic echo that resonated with a cocktail of dread and exhilaration.

Getting up, not announcing myself, I leaned against the doorway, observing Holly and Leroy as they cleaned up. Their laughter, their body language and close interaction wove an intricate dance of innuendo and suggestion.

As was so common these last few weeks, the air was thick with something unspoken, a tension that wrapped around me like the humid embrace of that infamous last night in Jamaica.

In reality, just a few months ago – but with Leroy now such a significant, foreboding question in our lives, Jamaica seemed a lifetime ago. A lifetime ago and harmless in comparison with the question and scene that confronted me now.

"Rich?" Holly's voice pulled me from the reverie, her eyes soft yet probing, "you're awfully quiet over there." I’d not announced myself, but eventually, they’d spotted me.

"Ah, just lost in thought," my response was automatic, but my mind was far from it as Holly smiled back and handed Leroy a plate as he fed the dishwasher.

As they continued to clean up, I watched them, taking it all in. Her laughter at something he said, the way she tilted her head back, exposing the slender column of her throat.

It was all too familiar, a scene plucked from the distant past, before we’d dated, where I’d seen her dancing with so many different guys. But also, the scene from just months ago when I’d seen her hips swaying to reggae beats as the shadow of a different dreadlocked man had tried his best to seduce us.

Watching them like this, I held my breath as adrenaline flooded my veins. Adrenaline which made me ignore the fear gnawing at me, reminding me of how worried and inadequate I’d felt in the early days we’d dated.

"Hey, Rich," Leroy called out, breaking through my internal storm, "tell me about Jamaica! That famous last night! I heard Holly’s side … how was it for you?”

Five days ago, it had been Holly who’d raised the ‘Jamaica question.’ But now, hearing Leroy ask the same question – when he almost certainly already knew the answer – was a definite escalation in the three-way mind games between us.

"Jamaica, yeah." I cleared my throat, stepping fully into the room, “reminded us of things that happened a lifetime ago … things that happened before Holly and I got together … frightening, but also exciting," I admitted, voice shaking to be this honest to another male. Another male who’d been engaged in two-way flirting with my wife pretty much from the first days he’d moved in.

Holly shot me a quizzical look, her brow furrowed with a loving look of concern. Knowing me far better than Leroy, intuitively knowing where my mind was headed. Her look made a final, loving check that I was really on board with where I was guiding us.

But taking a deep breath, I doubled down and tried my best to hide my nerves.

"Actually, Leroy," I began, my voice steadier than I felt, "that last night was quite the adventure for us. Isn't that right, Hol?"

"Definitely," she agreed, her voice suddenly quivering with nerves at the enormity of what she knew I was about to say.

"Life’s short," I continued, feeling the weight of every word, "and sometimes, you've got to grab those adventures when they come your way."

Leroy nodded, his gaze shifting between Holly and me, sensing the unsaid messages that hung in the air.

"Look, I’m not blind," I began, feeling a rush of boldness, "what Holly and I have … what we’ll always have … that will always be amazing … will always be the bedrock of our lives … of who we are…”

All three of us held our breath, knowing the world’s hugest but was coming.

“But I want Holly to be happy – to be the woman she once was … not just ‘Mom Holly’, not just ‘Wife Holly’ … I want her to experience life to the fullest. If that means embracing new... adventures," I paused, choosing my words carefully, "then so be it, I’m okay with that … I want that for her…"

"Richard?" Holly's voice was barely above a whisper, her eyes searching mine for the final removal of any ambiguity from what I’d just said.

"Let's just say," I said, my heart pounding with a mix of fear and resolve, "if ‘dancing’ with a handsome stranger in Jamaica brought you joy, who am I to stop you from dancing now? Dancing with a different ‘handsome stranger’ … maybe even with a man who’s not a stranger, but who lives right here in our midst…"

The silence that followed was electric, charged with the enormous implications of my statement. Holly's cheeks flushed a rosy pink, her lips parting slightly in surprise.

"Rich, I—" she started, but I raised a hand to stop her.

"No need to say anything, love. Just know that whatever makes you feel alive, I'm here for you. Isn’t that what I promised you back in Jamaica … that I’d do ANYTHING to make you happy?"

My voice was firm, but inside, I was a tumultuous sea of emotions, navigating the treacherous waters between desire and fear.

Leroy shifted – for once looking uncomfortable, looking from one to the other of us, his expression unreadable before his customary confidence returned as he looked directly at me. "Rich … I don't want to cause any trouble—" he began, but I cut him off.

"This isn't about trouble, or about you, Leroy. It's about my love for Holly … about loving her enough so that she can have it all … our love, her love for the twins … and also all the fun she had when she was younger … maybe one day you’ll meet and love someone enough to give them that … to love them enough to take risks, explore the unknown."

I’d been speaking to him, but it was Holly I locked eyes with, my decision made. "Take it, my love … it’ll make us stronger … better to embrace adventure than live in fear, Hol. Don’t you agree?"

She crossed the room, took my head between her hands and kissed me with an intensity I don’t think I’d ever experienced before.

She knew full well I had doubts and fears – but she loved me all the more that I’d prioritized her wants and needs over my own difficulties.

In that moment, I knew I’d crossed a threshold, one that would lead us down an uncertain path. But there was no turning back. The die was cast, and the game of trying to have it all had begun.

~~~~~  

I found Holly in our bedroom, the soft light from the bedside lamp casting her in a glow that seemed to accentuate every curve of her body. She was folding laundry, a task so contrasting mundane compared to the intense drama of earlier. And yet, at that moment, it felt as if she were doing something far more intimate.

"Hey, Hols," I said, my voice casual but my palms damp with nerves. She looked up, her eyes meeting mine, a question already forming on her lips.

"Rich?" Her tone was one of concern, sensing the gravity behind my casual facade.

"Can we... can we talk for a minute?" My heart hammered against my ribcage, threatening to break free.

"Of course," she placed the neatly folded shirt down and patted the bed beside her, an invitation to sit.

Taking a deep breath, I sat down, the mattress dipping under my weight. "I just want to be crystal clear … you know, about Leroy," looking down, unable to meet her gaze.

Holly didn't respond immediately, and when she did speak, her voice was a soft whisper. "How does that earlier talk make you feel?"

"Scared," I admitted, finally lifting my eyes to meet hers. "But also ... excited. It reminds me of Jamaica, the night you danced with that guy. How alive you looked … reminds me of the woman I fell in love with all those years ago…"

She was watching me now, her blonde hair cascading over her shoulders, framing her face in a halo of light, a tear or two slowly falling down her cheeks.

"Richard, I don't want to hurt you, I never want to hurt you," she said, her voice laced with an emotion more intense than anything we’d shared since the birth of the twins.

"I know, I know you don't, I know you never would," I rushed to assure her. "But this isn't just about me. It's about you too, about what you need, what you desire."

She looked at me, knowing why I was saying it. Loving me even more for knowing her needs, knowing how her mid-life fears mixed with her feelings about the lives Trish and Tracey were living these days.

"Are you saying..." she trailed off, uncertainty flickering across her features, unable to bring herself to say out loud what she knew we both meant. Her conservative, Texan roots making a surprising reappearance at this watershed moment.

"Look, I love you, Holly, more than anything. And because I love you, I want you to be happy, to feel that fire inside you again." The words tumbled out of me, raw and unfiltered. “I want you to have it all … me, the twins … and that fire, that excitement …”

"Even if that means with Leroy?" her blue eyes searched mine, seeking reassurance, seeking a final, unambiguous permission.

"Even if it means with Leroy," I confirmed, feeling a strange liberation in voicing my darkest fear and deepest longing. "If exploring that attraction is something you need, then I'm here for you, every step of the way."

The room was silent for a moment, the weight of my confession hanging between us. Then, slowly, she reached out, her hand finding mine, her fingers intertwining with mine—a silent thank you, a wordless promise.

"Thank you, Rich," she breathed out, and there was a look in her eyes that I hadn't seen in years—the spark of a woman both scared and exhilarated by the precipice before her.

"Whatever happens," I whispered back, "we'll face it together."

As I held her hand, I knew that our lives were about to change, irrevocably. But as I gazed into Holly's eyes, I also understood that this was a chapter we needed to write, a dance we needed to have. And no matter where the music took us, our love would remain the constant rhythm guiding our steps.


Chapter 7

With the late October morning sunrays so weak, I still felt sleepy as I peered at myself in the mirror, wondering if I’d dreamt last night’s conversation. Or indeed, had maybe dreamt everything that happened these last few weeks.

The reflection staring back at me was that of a man who, every day since these games had started with Leroy, teetered on the edge of trepidation every time he left work. Wondering every time what awaited him upon his return.

Feeling Holly’s soft arms lacing around my neck, breathing in the delicate aroma of her perfume, I turned to kiss her.

"Be good," I murmured, using our customary farewell before, too late, I realized today wasn’t the day to say something like that. Holly's cheeky, knowing smile just made it feel even more inappropriate as my gut doubled over in knotted angst.

Another kiss from my wonderful wife, and before I knew it, I was outside staring at a closed door. The sound of the door clicking shut sounded like a prison door clanging shut to my fevered imagination.

Objectively, it sounded like it did every day, but to me that morning, it seemed to echo with a metallic finality that was a stark reminder of the decision Holly and I had made. Turning the key and reversing out, I couldn't shake the sensation that I was leaving more behind than just my wife and the comfort of my bed; I was leaving behind the last vestiges of a conventional marriage.

Work was a blur, my thoughts elsewhere, never straying far from home, from her, from them.

Throughout the day, thoughts of Holly and Leroy together consumed me. My mind was a battlefield where images of their clandestine encounters clashed with my rational thinking. As I sat at my desk, trying to focus on spreadsheets and emails, I couldn't help but envision Leroy's strong hands tracing the contours of Holly's body, his bad-boy charm stirring something wild within her.

There was an undeniable thrill in knowing that Holly might even now be exploring new territories of desire, that the wild, carefree spirit I’d first fallen in love with all those years ago was alive and well and ready to use the freedom I’d given her.

Yet alongside this exhilaration lurked a gnawing sense of dread. Was I ready for this? Were we? The questions tormented me until the clock freed me from my professional obligations.

What if this new arrangement altered Holly and my relationship irreversibly? Would she look at me differently after experiencing Leroy's virile, bad-boy youthfulness? Could our marriage withstand this uncharted journey we were out to embark on?

Each tick of the office clock echoed loudly in my ears as time stretched out with torturous slowness.

As I wrestled with these tumultuous feelings throughout the day, one thing became abundantly clear: there would be no turning back from this point onwards.

~~~~~    

About mid-afternoon, the thought of playing truant early to sneak back and see what was happening began to grow and grow.

One of the benefits of being director level in technical sales is that, as long as sales keep landing, I pretty much have autonomy about where to work and when. A freedom that just added to my temptation until finally, I gave in, finding myself halfway home before I even knew what was happening.

My pulse was racing as I drove past our drive and parked in a quiet spot down the street, pacing back and trying to appear calm in case I ran into any neighbors. I was two hours earlier than expected and felt terrified and buzzing with thoughts of what I might find.

My hand trembled as I slipped the key into the lock.

Fuck! This was my home, why the hell was I so damned nervous!

I eased the door open, the silence of the house wrapping around me like a shroud. Where were the twins? Where were the customary sounds of their laughter and energy?

Slipping further down the hall, from my vantage point, I could see into the kitchen where Holly was preparing dinner - standing at the counter chopping vegetables.

Just for a moment, I relaxed. All was well, false alarm, nothing to see, just my wife preparing the family meal as usual.

But then I heard that deep, lispy voice, and I felt my stomach instantly clench. "Need some help with that?"

"Thank you, Leroy, but I've got it," Holly responded, turning to look at a moving spot behind her, a spot that an instant later was occupied by Leroy leaning against the cooker like he owned the place. His muscular, heavily inked arms crossed over his chest; his eyes, dark and knowing, fixed on Holly.

"Come on, Hol. You know how good I am with my hands," he teased, his lips curling into a smirk that hinted heavily at what those hands might have been doing earlier.

A small laugh escaped my beautiful wife’s lips. She may have been much more experienced and wiser than our young renter – but right now, it was her, not him, who seemed far more nervous.

"Is that so?" she shot back, her blonde hair cascading over her shoulders as she turned to smile at him, a wooden spoon in hand as his joke helped her nerves.

"Absolutely," Leroy chuckled confidently, taking a step closer toward Holly’s back as she continued to chop.

Even peeking round the corner, I could see Holly's cheeks flushing a delicate pink, a visible sign of her internal struggle, suggesting that nothing had so far happened. Making me remember today was Leroy’s heaviest lecture day so he’d likely arrived not long before me.

"Salad looks good, but it could use a little… spice," Leroy’s raspy lisp teased, his voice lower now, infused with even more innuendo as he sidled up right behind my wife.

"Spice, huh?" Holly glanced at him, her gaze darting away almost immediately, a clear indication of her conflicted emotions, "maybe after dinner."

"Can't wait that long," he whispered, leaning in closer, his breath warm against her ear.

My heart pounded in my chest, a storm of jealousy and arousal swirling within me. This was no longer a hypothetical scenario played out in late-night conversations. It was real, tangible, and unfolding right before my eyes. And before long, if I or Holly didn’t do anything, it would all be too late.

"Behave, Leroy," Holly warned, though the quiver in her voice contradicted the sternness of the actual words.

"Always do," the young gangsta-looking student chuckled, the neon kitchen lights glinting off his facial studs as his hand brushed hers as he reached for a slice of tomato. Their fingers lingering together for a moment too long – full of unspoken significance.

Taking a deep breath and trying to calm myself, the kitchen and hallway air seemed to crackle with the electricity of their connection. Their body language spoke louder than any words could. As I stood there secretly watching from the darkness of the hallway. Torn between stepping in and letting this dance, this playful courtship continue. Terrified, but also caught up in the erotic theater of my own making.

But the youngster was too impatient, denying me time to think as impatiently he pushed right up behind her, his muscular rubbing against Holly’s ‘bangin’’ body. His hands rested on her hips, stopping her chopping, rubbing my wife’s elegant fingers suggestively as he whispered in her ear.

Holly giggled, playfully swatting him away. "Stop, I have to finish dinner!"

Leroy nuzzled her neck, his dreadlocks brushing against her pale skin. "You can finish later, Hol, baby. I'm hungry for something else right now."

My heart pounded as I watched them from the shadows. I’d agreed to this – given her the freedom. Was I mad? Insane? What kind of husband put temptation like this in the path of the woman he loved? Especially when the woman he loved had a track record of loving the wild things in life.

I knew I should stop this, put an end to Leroy's advances before things went too far. But the sight of his dark hands roaming over Holly's body enflamed a twisted hunger in me. I craved to see more, to witness the forbidden pleasure they might find in each other's arms. I craved to see the old Holly back. To see the antithesis of the woman who fussed over face washes, teeth brushing and bedtime stories.

I knew we were playing with fire, but I was powerless to resist temptation. Powerless and also more than a little frightened of how Holly might react if I tore away her new toy right at the last moment.

Holly squirmed under Leroy's grasp, her cheeks flushed. "The girls will be home soon. We can't do this now."

"The girls won’t be home for two hours … remember? That’s what you told me!”

Holly blushed, evidently having forgotten what she’d told him as our bad-boy renter turned Holly around to face him, tilting her chin up to meet his piercing gaze. "You're mine now, Holly. I’ve got you all to myself for the next two hours … until the twins and Richard come home."

A soft moan escaped Holly's lips as she finally gave up resisting, allowing Leroy to pull her into a deep, passionate kiss. My own heart raced with jealousy and fear as I realized what was finally about to happen after weeks and weeks of flirting and game-playing.

I knew I couldn't stop them, even if I wanted to. Holly was his now, my groin throbbing with arousal as I realized all I could do now was watch.

Feeling the blood thudding through my temples, I held my breath as Leroy grasped Holly's ass, grinding his hips against hers. All her resistance melted by his embrace, her own hands roaming over the muscular contours of his back with the same hunger as the youngster.

"We can't do this here," Holly protested weakly. "Richard, the twins will be home soon." So many years of monogamous love not dying without a final fight.

"Shh, baby, don't fight it. I know you want this as much as I do," Leroy cooed, sliding one hand between Holly's legs, making her gasp, "you're so wet for me already."

Holly struggled in vain against Leroy's grip. "Stop it! Get your hands off me!"

Panic rose in my chest. I knew I should step in, but my legs refused to move. I was frozen in place, torn between stopping Leroy and seeing how far he would take his seduction.

Leroy just laughed, his fingers working deftly under Holly's skirt. "You can lie to yourself all you want, but your pussy doesn't lie. It craves my big black cock, just like I know you do."

A low moan escaped Holly's lips as Leroy slid a finger inside her. Her protests faded into breathy gasps. I watched in disbelief as she stood on the precipice of surrendering herself to the pleasure and manipulation of Leroy's fingers.

"Richard will be home soon," Holly protested, from deep down finding some last reserves of self-control.

"We... we should wait," she pleaded.

"Wait for what?" Leroy challenged, his body inching closer to hers, his voice now full of irritable impatience. The young man who played so nicely with the twins, who had his own younger sisters, now a distant memory as lust consumed him.

"Wait for what?” he repeated. “Wait for him to give the go-ahead? He already did that last night, didn’t he, Hol?”

“Or maybe wait so he can watch?" the youngster chuckled darkly, his tone half teasing, half menacing. The menacing part stoked the embers of fear within me. What if Holly preferred this? Preferred Leroy? What if me watching, her knowing I was watching proved a humiliation too far? Damaged me in her sight.

"Stop it," she said, more forcefully this time, but there was a tremor in her voice that betrayed her true feelings, "it wouldn't be right. Not without..."

"Without his approval?" Leroy finished for her, his gaze intense. "But isn't that what you really want, Holly? To be taken, to feel something... different?"

I clenched my eyes shut, using the wall for support at the mental image of Holly surrendering to her desires for this enigmatic bad-boy. Feeling light-headed from excitement mixing with dread coiled in my gut at the thought of my Holly being claimed by another after so many years of her being mine. Feeling light-headed and intensely jealous at the ease with which Leroy ignited excitement in Holly.

"Maybe," Holly whispered, blushing at the confession that maybe this thing between them was more than just physical. That it was more than just Leroy’s newness and youth she desired. That the dark side of his past and his personality was a key part of all this for her.

"Maybe is good enough for me," Leroy grinned like a salivating wolf, his fingers going back to work under Holly’s skirt as if he already owned her.

"Stop," Holly whispered again, but even as she spoke, her body leaned into his touch, her weakening inner turmoil clear to all of us.

A wave of guilt swept over me at my enjoyment of the forbidden allure of watching Holly caught in the throes of indecision. Fuck! Why did it excite me to see her racked with indecision, to see her emotionally tormented like this?

"Richard would want you to be happy," Leroy pressed on, fingers still moving up and down, trying another angle, his voice low and seductive now.

“Maybe,” she mewled, before sighing and reaching for his hand, her chest rising and falling with passion as her eyes pleaded. "Please, please Leroy … not like this … let’s not start like this … let’s wait for Richard."

Leroy stared her out. Moments passed as he weighed things up before finally speaking. "Fine," he conceded, a smirk playing on his lips as if he knew with absolute certainty it was just a question of when, not if. "We'll wait."

"Good... because I..." Holly began, but her words trailed off, lost in the labyrinth of her conflicting desires.

"Because you what?" Leroy prodded, stepping closer once more, reducing the space between them to mere inches.

"Because this isn’t easy for me … for me and Richard … I'm still Richard's wife," she finished with a shaky breath, her eyes begging the aggressive youngster to understand and meet her halfway.

"And I respect that," his lispy voice growled, though his eyes gleamed with something else. "For now."

His words sent a shiver right down my spine, a mix of dread and arousal. Holly, my beautiful wife, stood at the precipice of temptation, and Leroy’s words made clear he had plans for Holly after tonight.


Chapter 8

Having faked arriving back just minutes earlier, as the three of us sat down for dinner, I honestly didn’t have the first idea what I was going to do.

The night before, I’d told Holly I wanted her to be happy … to feel that fire of excitement and newness again … even if it was with another man, a man like Leroy.

But that had been before I’d seen what I’d just seen, and sat there next to the two of them now, I didn’t know if I had the strength to push through.

Sure, I was still aroused and excited – but I was also burning up with a terrifying mix of fear and jealousy. And Leroy’s cocky, confident games weren’t making it any easier to stay the course.

"Pass the salt, sugar?" Leroy asked, grinning first at me and then at Holly, reveling in finally being able to address my wife in such affectionate terms. His deep, lispy voice dripped with intentions as he remembered what the three of us had talked about last night.

"Of course," Holly replied, now a lot calmer than when he’d been manhandling her earlier, a playful smile on her lips as she handed our young black renter the shaker. Leaning forward just enough to give him a view down the front of her dress and I felt a stab of jealousy as his gaze briefly lingered on her generous cleavage before meeting her blue eyes again.

"Everything tastes better with a little seasoning," he said, locking eyes with her, a double entendre hanging in the air between them.

I cleared my throat, trying to break into the game they were playing, to remind them of my presence. But aside from Leroy winking at me, they barely acknowledged me. The two of them were much more caught up in their own world - a world where I felt like an outsider looking in. A feeling that made my chest ache with a bittersweet pain, but which also somehow made my cock twitch harder.

"Mmm, seasoning … yes, it does make things taste better," Holly playfully responded, her tone laced with innuendo.

I stabbed at the roasted potatoes on my plate, forcing myself to focus on the flavors instead of the tension threading through my heart.

Was this what I really wanted? To be the silent observer in my marriage? Letting Holly be happy was one thing, but this? Was this a feeling I wanted right in the center of our family home?

Leroy leaned back in his chair, his eyes never leaving Holly. "That was delicious, Holly. You sure know your way around the kitchen," he complimented, his voice still dripping with a double entendre that didn't go unnoticed. Inviting her to think back to what had happened between them just minutes ago in the kitchen.

"Thank you, Leroy," Holly replied, her cheeks flushed with a rosy warmth that spread down her neck.

“I’m glad you appreciate me and my cooking,” she teased, catching my eye for a fleeting second, a flash of something unspoken passing between us before she quickly looked away. Shared memories from the talk we’d had the night before.

"Richard, you're awfully quiet tonight. Cat got your tongue?" Leroy joked, his gaze briefly flicking to me before returning to Holly. Making me think how strange it was to hear someone so young use such a staid, old-fashioned phrase. Like he was the senior in the room – the one in control, able to give and to take.

"Just tired from work," I muttered, my words feeling hollow even to my ears. All three of us knowing my quietness had nothing at all to do with work. That it had everything to do with what was happening between the two of them right in front of me.

Watching them together through dinner - her laughter mingling with his, her hand occasionally brushing his arm as if by accident – had left me with a churning mix of arousal and unease.

"Maybe you should relax a bit more. Holly here could probably help you unwind," Leroy said with a sly smile, winking at Holly.

"I’m sure Holly could help you unwind, recover from the corporate grind," our young black guest posited, again using words not typical for his mouth.

Holly laughed, a light, tinkling sound that seemed to fill the entire room, and my chest tightened. It was as if they were the only two people in the world, their flirtation a private dance to which I was a reluctant spectator.

"Speaking of grinding," Leroy quipped, his eyes twinkling with unspoken promises. "I need to check on something downstairs."

With the meal finally ended, Leroy stood and stretched lazily. "Well, I should be heading downstairs. Lots of work still to do." He gave Holly a pointed look. "You're welcome to... lend a hand if you'd like."

Holly's cheeks flushed bright red as she glanced between Leroy and me – no doubt remembering the hand Leroy had used to tease between her legs earlier.

Her desire and temptation were written over every inch of her beautiful features. I could see the temptation in her eyes, the ache to follow him and finish what they had started.

But her love for me made her stay firmly in her seat, shaking her head. "In a moment, Leroy … I think I’d like to have a little talk first,” she added, nodding at me to make her meaning super clear.

Disappointment flashed across Leroy's face, quickly replaced by a predatory grin. He leaned down and gripped Holly's chin, tilting her face up to his. "Don't keep me waiting too long. I'm not a patient man. There’s plenty of young women on campus who’d love what I’ve got to offer," he told her before his lips crushed against hers, rough and demanding, before he released her, looked at me and swaggered downstairs.

An uneasy silence fell over the room. Holly fiddled with the hem of her short skirt, avoiding my gaze. I didn't know what to say to her after witnessing her near surrender to Leroy's seduction.

Last night, I’d felt so much more confident – but now everything felt frighteningly real and consequential.

If we followed on down this track, there’d be no going back, and we had to be honest that – however much we loved each other – neither of us truly knew where a path like this might lead.

~~~~~    

As soon as our young black renter was gone, the bubble burst, and Holly turned to me, once again mine, not his. Even if her expression was now suddenly solemn, rather than happy and light as it been before Leroy had left the room.

"Richard," she began hesitantly, staring deep into my soul, "we need to talk."

"About what?" I asked, suddenly nervous, suddenly wanting to play for time and delay the inevitable.

"About... this," she said, now sounding more determined and resolute as she gestured toward the space Leroy had just vacated.

Yet even as panic rose in my chest – this truly was the last off-ramp before our marriage changed forever - I felt a surge of arousal at the memory of Leroy's dark, tattooed hands on Holly's body, the way she had melted into his embrace.

Just for a moment, Holly looked down at the table as she chose exactly which words to use to say what had to be said. Then she slowly glanced up at me through her lashes, love and earnestness etched into her lovely features. "Richard, honey … I... we never meant for this to happen. It just... it feels so good to feel desired again. To feel alive, a little wild…"

She reached for my hand, her fingers trembling, "I don't want to lose us, lose our family. You and the twins are everything to me … tell me you’re really okay with this … I won’t think any less of you if you say you’ve changed your mind … want to forget all this craziness…"

My heart warmed to hear her call this ‘craziness’ – it showed me we were on the same page, that this was exciting and exotic, but that it was nothing compared to the importance we each attached to our marriage.

It gave me the courage I needed to stay resolute and give her what I’d promised back in Jamaica, what I’d promised again last night – that I’d do anything to make her happy.

"Do you want him?" I asked softly. It was the question that had been tormenting me all evening. Did she want Leroy more than she wanted me?

Holly's eyes filled with tears as she gazed up at me. She knew right now what I wanted was total honesty – even if it did hurt, did make things difficult.

"I want you both,” she whispered back through quiet sobs as she gathered herself to say what had to be said. “I know it's wrong, but I can't help how I feel. Before Jamaica, before Tracey and Trish and all their stories … before these last few days, what you told me yesterday … I could have lived without him … it would have been hard, but I could have been happy with just you and the twins…”

Suddenly, it was too hard; she didn’t have the courage to continue, so I said what she couldn’t.

“…but now that’s changed … you’re saying you need him … that you need Leroy … you need him … physically … as a lover … a new lover, a new man in your life … as well as me … that, however much you love me and the twins, that’s what you need now …”

I wasn’t being cruel – or at least I didn’t think I was – I just felt it needed to be said out loud. So that Holly and I knew exactly where we stood.

Looking down again, looking at me full of emotion through those long lashes, she nodded guiltily.

I swallowed hard, my mouth dry as I knew the moment of truth had finally arrived. I felt like ten thousand atmospheres of pressure were pressing down on my chest as I stared back at this woman who was my everything. Stared back, happy and also aroused at what I was about to gift her – but also terrified lest it was a gift that would ultimately tear us apart.

"Darling," I replied, my voice steadier than I felt, "I want you to be happy, to feel alive. If Leroy, if who he is, what he represents is what you need ... then yes, I want you to have him."

A poignant, paused silence took over between us as Holly held my hand, and we looked deep into each other’s eyes before she finally broke the silence.

"Are you sure?" she asked.

"Absolutely," I lied. Even as I spoke the words, I could feel the tangle of jealousy and arousal coiling tighter within me.

"Thank you, darling," she replied, almost certainly knowing I wasn’t being honest. That right now, a little white lie was what she needed to salve her own doubts and fears.

"Go!" I urged, changing up the mood with a think attempt at humor, my hands clenched under the table to hide their shaking from her.

"Lover boy … Leroy’s waiting," I added, winning a smile from her as, with one last lingering look, Holly stood and left the room. Following the path down to the basement, Leroy had taken just a few minutes earlier.

“… but don't forget who you belong to,” I called after her, hearing her echoed reply waft back up the stairs. “Never, never, darling.”

After such an intense, intimate last few minutes - suddenly, I felt overwhelmingly alone.

The realization that I had just gifted my wife to another man – that they were together, a couple – while I was the one left alone sent a stabbing shard of glass straight through the center of my heart. Causing me to physically grimace and wince at the pain I was feeling.

The pain almost crushed me. But I also felt a swirling chaos of other emotions - jealousy, excitement, arousal, fear—all blending into an addictive high that made me feel more alive than I’d felt in many a year.

~~~~~    

As I heard the basement door at the bottom of the stairs close behind Holly, I knew that after so much fear and indecision, the fate of our marriage was now well and truly sealed. Not that it was definitively destroyed – but that it would never be the same again after tonight. We were rewriting all the rules – mixing what we’d built together with what Holly had enjoyed before we’d found each other. Mixing who she was now with who she was then. And we just had to both pray the two sides of the equation could live happily side-by-side. That was the gamble we were taking.

After watching in secret earlier and now feeling so alone, I guess it was inevitable it would only be a matter of minutes before I gave in to temptation. Like the trapped insect on the edge of the web, sucked closer and closer to the center, to the sounds I could hear coming from the bottom of the basement stairs. That I could hear coming from behind the shut door that separated me from the newly bonding couple.

As quietly as I could, I crept down the stairs after her, the wooden steps creaking under my weight.

Consumed by a bewildering mix of jealousy and arousal, I crept down to the door that marked the boundary to Leroy’s territory, feeling a wave of embarrassment as I pressed my ear hard against the cool surface, straining to hear every little detail of the muffled sounds from within.

I heard the clink of glass, then a low chuckle from Leroy, Holly's soft giggle—it painted a vivid picture in my mind, one that fueled both my jealousy and arousal.

Compelled by the same voyeuristic impulse that had stopped me intervening all those months ago in Jamaica, hoping against hope I turned the handle and pushed at the door.

One moment saying a quiet prayer of thanks as it silently opened. The next moment, feeling a wave of embarrassment wash over me as I knew they’d left it open so I could play Peeping Tom from the shadows. Somehow, it excited Holly and Leroy to know I’d be lurking in the shadows watching.

Flicking the stair light off, I pushed the door just wide enough so that I could see without being seen. Grateful that the layout put a small dark hallway between my dark vantage point and the dimly-lit studio room where the pair of them had to be.

Staring at Holly – together with another man for the first time in more than seventeen years – I was struck by how she looked both radiant with excitement but also vulnerable with nerves. Her body language a contradictory balance of hesitation and desire.

Upstairs – earlier and over dinner - Leroy's presence had been domineering and borderline aggressive. Yet now that he was finally going to get what he wanted, I could see there was a gentleness in the way he touched Holly. Sensing her sudden outbreak of nerves and need for reassurance.

The more they touched and kissed, the more I could see Holly visibly relax – her smile, excited smile telling me any residual doubts had now flown.

From my shadowed vantage point, I watched, entranced by the sight of my wife, the woman who had pledged herself to me, as she stood on the precipice of surrendering to another man.

Still sharing kisses and caresses, their muted laughter and whispered exchanges cut me to the core even as they made my cock swell even more

A part of me wanted to rush in, to reclaim her, to end this madness before it consumed us all. But a deeper, darker part urged me to stay, to witness, to embrace the erotic spectacle that was tormenting me and arousing me in equal measure.

And so, I remained, concealed and conflicted - a husband enthralled by his wife's betrayal, a man seduced by the very fantasy that might just unravel the fabric of his entire life and love.

"Are you sure he's totally okay with this?" Leroy's lispy, deep voice hissed, “don’t want him to storm down and shoot my black ass…”

"Richard wants me to be happy," Holly chuckled in response to the picture he painted.

"Then let's not keep you waiting any longer," Leroy grinned, eyes hooded with desire, finally about to get what he’d been dreaming of since the first day he’d met Holly.

The strangest thought occurred to me as I saw his look of rampant desire as he readied himself to possess Holly. Knowing with absolute certainty that he only played so nice with Millie and Martha because he knew that was step one to winning their mommy’s heart.

I swallowed hard, the thought that he’d pursued Holly right from the get-go giving me the strangest of churning feelings in my gut. Making me realize just how exhilarating and dangerous the game we played truly was.

~~~~~  

Just for a moment I had to turn away, to gather my thoughts and summon the strength to watch what I knew was coming next.

When I turned back, I saw that Holly and Leroy were now locked in a passionate embrace, my wife’s hands tangling in the youngster’s long dreadlocks as his mouth plundered hers.

Leroy was now naked from the waist up, even in the half-light, his body an intimidating pattern of muscles and various gang or violent ink stains.

As I watched, the young black student grasped the hem of Holly's sundress and drew it up over her head in one smooth motion, leaving her clad only in a lacy white bra and panties, a stunning contrast against Leroy's dark skin.

With a predatory grin, he reached around to unclasp Holly’s bra, baring her full breasts as they swung free.

"So beautiful," he rasped, cupping her breasts in his dark hands, my wife moaning softly as he teased her nipples into stiff peaks, "and all mine now, aren't you?"

Holly's eyes fluttered open, meeting his gaze, blushing but not looking away. "Yes," she breathed. "I'm yours."

Leroy chuckled, the sound deep and possessive. "Not yet. But you will be." He slid Holly's panties down her legs before kneeling to press a kiss to the soft curls between her thighs.

Earlier, he’d fingered and played with my wife’s sweet pussy – now he wanted to taste her nectar, to get her ready for what they both knew came next, when he’d make her his.

As his lips and tongue started their work, Holly gasped, her hands fisting in Leroy's dreadlocks to hold him in place. Making him chuckle as he set to work in earnest, his tongue flicking and teasing until Holly was writhing against him, soft cries spilling from her lips.

"Please," she begged, trembling with need. "I want you inside me."

Her begging admission took us one step nearer to a place from which we could never go back.


Chapter 9

With Leroy facing away and part masking Holly, it was the sharp intake of Holly's breath that alerted me to something new, causing me to move so I could see her face.

What I saw was shock written across her face as Leroy stepped out of his jeans, revealing himself to her in full, daunting glory.

"Jesus, Leroy," Holly murmured, her eyes wide with a mixture of awe and apprehension as he moved, and I saw what she saw – both of our gazes fixed on his prodigiously large weapon.

"You're... you're huge."

Holly's voice trembled, laced with awe and disbelief. She stared, wide-eyed at his tube of meat – easily ten inches long, thick like a small child’s arm and looking almost evil in the way its surface was marked by a crisscrossing map of throbbing, gnarled veins.

Sunning himself by our pool, his trunks had looked full enough – enough to make me feel a little self-conscious. But even so, that hadn’t prepared us for the fearsome monster we were now staring at. A male weapon that was not only about twice as long and thick as my own member, but also one that was crowned by a huge mushroom of his circumcised cockhead.

"Oh, Leroy … you might be young, but you’ve got a real man’s cock,” Holly cooed in an almost reverential tone. “You... you're by far the biggest man I've ever seen … that I’ve ever been with," she confessed, her fingers timidly tracing the outline, barely able to encompass its girth. "And my first black lover," she added, almost as an afterthought.

Leroy chuckled, loving the way my beautiful wife was so besotted and in awe of his oversized manhood.

"Once you've had this, Holly," he said, his eyes locked onto hers, "you won't be happy with Richard's cock anymore."

So much for the young man who’d been so polite, who’d played so nicely with our kids. His words were cruel, hinting at a desire to do more than just have Holly physically.

"Hey, don't be so mean about Richard," Holly scolded, even if her gaze remained fixated on the prize before her, eagerly sinking to her knees so she could get face to face with his enormous cock.

"After all, he gave us his blessing," she reminded as her fingers explored up and down.

"True," Leroy acknowledged with a smirk, then softer, "but worship this now," he grinned, fisting himself as he moved that huge swollen cockhead right next to her lips.

This was more than just physical. Even if I’d approved it, it was still the ultimate act of betrayal, yet I couldn't bring myself to look away, all the time feeling my heart pounding against my ribs.

"Richard's been good to us … allowing this…"

"Sure, sure," Leroy chuckled, but the arrogance never left his voice. "But he ain't got what I got, has he?"

I watched, tormented by conflicting emotions, as Holly stayed on her knees before him, unable to stop staring at his massive erection jutting out so close to her beautiful face. The sight of her there, worshipping at the altar of his oversized masculinity both humiliating and intoxicating.

"God, Leroy, I can’t believe how massive you are, this thing belongs under a horse, not on a man,” she whispered.

Her hands trembled slightly as she reached out, tentative at first but growing bolder. She encircled the base of his massive shaft, and I could hear the soft, wet sounds as she took him into her mouth, starting to explore as she enveloped the swollen head with her lips.

Leroy threaded his fingers through Holly’s long blonde tresses. "Suck it," he commanded.

I felt a painful knot of jealousy in my stomach as Holly's lips parted, stretching wide to accommodate him, her cheeks hollowing from eagerness to please our young renter.

My pain, I understood. But why was this so hypnotic, so exciting? It made no sense, no sense at all!

A groan tumbled from Leroy's lips and his head fell back in pleasure. "That's it. Worship my cock … my big black cock!" My wife dutifully obeyed his instructions, her lips and tongue lavishing attention on his length. Making me seethe with jealousy even as I stroked at my own much smaller penis.

As I watched her work, I thought how out of place a horse-sized cock looked on the wiry frame of a youngster only marginally taller than Hol and me.

The huge, swollen darkness of that tree trunk he carried contrasted with the paleness of Holly’s face. Contrasted with her blonde hair which fell around her face like a veil, occasionally obscuring the view as she worked. But even when veiled, there was no mistaking the fervor in my wife’s eyes – hungry for the young man and the nostalgic excitement he offered.

"Deeper … take it deeper," the youngster instructed my lust-fueled wife as she knelt obediently, head bobbing up and down, breasts jiggling in time. His voice gruff with desire, almost cruel at the thought he was finally getting what he wanted.

Holly was unable to speak – her mouth, half her throat was full of his meaty shaft – but she complied, inch by tantalizing inch, accepting him further into her mouth than I ever thought possible.

Her early years exploring at college had trained her well – from our earliest days, she’d been able to deep-throat my much humbler offering. But even so, I was amazed at how much of Leroy’s thick ten-inch monster Holly was able to take as I watched a bulge appear in her throat.

"Look at you,” the youngster snickered, “taking me like a champ, and what with you only able to practice on something so much smaller," he teased, his hand still pulling at her long blonde locks as he savored the power this gave him.

My palms were sweaty, my forehead clammy as I burned with jealousy – unable to look away. I wanted to run in, to stop it – but I was captive to this erotic display, trapped by my own desires, even as they threatened to unravel the very fabric of our marriage. Unable to do anything but remain hidden in the shadows, watching the woman I loved become someone new before my very eyes. ‘Someone new, or someone old,’ I wondered as I shivered with the thought that all I was allowing was the bringing back to life of the woman Holly had always been. Had always been long before she met me or became mom to the twins.

~~~~~  

Turning with a start, I thought I heard a sound from the house.

Leroy must have heard the same thing, looking up past Holly.

“Don’t worry, lover,” she spluttered, her voice hoarse and croaky from having only just taken the youngster’s cock from her throat. “I lied earlier, the twins aren’t just at a play date … they’re having a sleepover with their cousins at my sister Debbie’s house…”

“You wicked, wicked girl,” Leroy grinned, “look at you … telling lies … making up shit,” he teased, “and all because you want THIS,” our young renter purred, fisting his huge cock in one hand.

Holly swallowed hard, lust and nerves about his size warring on her features. "Yes," she whispered, "oh god, yes."

Leroy grinned. "Then get up on my bed."

Holly obeyed without hesitation, seeming to glow under Leroy's heated gaze.

"Every inch of you is mine tonight," Leroy whispered. His raspy, lispy words like velvet over steel as he sat next to her prone baby on the bed. My wife meekly looked up at him with a blank, nervous hollowness as his calloused, tattooed hand traced the curve of her waist and hip with a possessiveness that left no room for doubt.

She may be my wife, but it was his young, dark hands that roamed freely over her body tonight. It was his fingers that lingered on the full, feminine swell of her breasts. Breasts that had suckled our daughters - soft pale breasts which were a stark contrast to the dark, hard maleness of his body.

The youngster’s hands were bold and unapologetic as they savored my wife’s pale flesh. Flesh that belonged to me, had given birth to our daughters. Flesh that would soon be being stretched and penetrated deep by another male.

My heart was pounding against my ribcage; what I was watching was way more than just physical. It was a dance of dominance and surrender, the first evidence of the power Leroy wanted to wield over Holly and over our marriage.

The secrecy of it all twisted in my gut – this was all so wrong, something we were doing with the twins just streets away with their aunt, sordid wrongness right in the heart of our suburban home.

Looming over her prone body, laying his huge shaft the full length of her tummy, the skin contrast was striking.

Holly shivered under his touch, her body responding instinctively to the feel of his cock stretching up way past her belly button.

"Every inch of you is mine. Every day, baby. Now that I know your man's cool with this, I'm gonna make love to you every damn day," the youngster grinned wolfishly, Holly just staring back.

Was she happy at this? Was she shocked? She just stared up at him, silent. Like a deer in the onrushing headlights.

My own heart clenched at his plans, the reality of them slicing through me like a blade.

The intense scene before me and the plans he was describing was a stark contrast to the life Holly and I had built together. The family photos on the mantelpiece, the laughter of our children. The contrast was troubling … and yet, and yet the sight of my beautiful Holly surrendering to another man's embrace ignited a flame within me that I couldn’t understand or stop.

Finally recovering from her shock, she smiled weakly up at Leroy and whispered, “Please, I need you, I need you inside me,” clutching at him, pulling him closer to emphasize her hunger, a hunger I’d unwittingly fed.

"Your little vag is gonna open up like a flower … then, then I'm gonna fuck this tight pussy so hard you won't walk straight for days," his low raspy voice grinned, sending a shiver down my spine. Part fear for Holly, part fear for our marriage, part perverse excitement at the sordid wrongness of it.

~~~~~

"Take it slow," Holly murmured, still flushed with excitement but anxious from what he’d said.

"Slow and gentle, Holly, baby," the young gangsta reassured her. Although his appearance – all ink, muscles and body piercings - promised something far more turbulent.

But Leroy parted Holly’s legs with surprising gentleness as he positioned himself at her entrance; his impressive size both daunting and thrilling to witness. "I'm not used to... someone like you," she admitted shyly. Never mind her college wildness and the age difference, she was embarrassed to tell our young renter a cock like his was new for her.

"Shhh," Leroy soothed as he eased forward gently. The stretch of her love lips, the tummy bulge tracking upward was a vivid image as Holly began to accommodate him for the first time.

He was only partway in, but Holly was already panting – her taut facial muscles showing some discomfort but mostly pleasure at her first experience of a cock able to stretch her like this.

"Look at us, Holly!" Leroy commanded, dominant beyond his years, propping her head up on pillows so she could stare between her legs at their joining. Their contrasting skin—his rich brown against her creamy white erotic beyond description. Like she’d told him, he was her first black lover, the whole black-on-white taboo a huge part of the attraction that had drawn them together.

As Holly adjusted to him, Leroy's movements gradually became quicker. Each new thrust penetrating deeper, each withdrawal leaving her face showing a void, a yearning for his return.

The tiny basement he rented from us, even after just a few minutes, already filled with the sounds of flesh slapping and her groans of pleasure. Proof of how much Holly was loving her first union with the young black gangsta.

"More, Leroy, please," she pleaded—her inhibitions melting away under his touch, her thoughts of me and the twins a million miles away. All she cared about was getting more of Leroy and his young black cock.

Until now, Leroy’s attitude had been a mix - part gentle, part bull. But Holly’s words told him the old Holly was forgotten, so he doubled down on pulling even further into their new world.

On his next backward stroke, he pulled right out, positioned his huge cockhead rubbing at Holly's entrance, teasingly prodding at her opening.

"Tell me you want it," he lisped, a young black wolf.

"Please," Holly whimpered, pleading to be filled with his thick ten-inches again. "Please, Leroy, I need your cock," she pleaded breathlessly, "I need you to fuck me, Leroy."

Leroy growled and gave a sudden thrust forward, burying himself fully all the way deep within Holly's tummy. Her cry was filled with pain and pleasure - twisting something profound in me, an erotic high together with the fear of losing her as I could never give her this.

Leroy didn't give her any time to adjust again, immediately starting a punishing rhythm that had me unable to tear my eyes away as Holly’s long red nails clutched the bedding as she sobbed with each rough thrust.

"You're mine now," Leroy lisped hoarsely, slapping Holly’s ass to make the point, marking her. “You’re mine now?”

“I'm yours!" Holly whispered back.

"I'm yours whenever you want!" she whispered, full of guilt, a mother and wife admitting that had all changed now. That her husband and family were no longer always number one.

Their bodies moved in perfect rhythm, the sex between them the only thing either cared about in the whole wide world right now. Both of their faces contorted with primal desire to possess and be possessed. Holly's chest flushed red with passion, her big boobs bouncing with each forceful thrust.

Leroy's muscles were tense and glistening with sweat. My own sweat came from a different source as I stared at the demented way he fucked Holly, all the time his eyes fixed on her face as she stared back at him. A skewer passed through my heart as I realized the two of them were bonding in a way that could never be undone. Realizing there was truly no going back after tonight – that our young renter had planted a seed that would tempt Holly every day he remained under our roof.

"Come on, Hol … come on … forget the kids, forget Richard … be that wild young woman again … cum all over my cock," the youngster grinned, adding emotional temptation to the physical onslaught. Providing the final push, pushing Holly over the edge as she wailed like a banshee. Exploding before my eyes, every muscle tense as her inner walls clenched and milked the seed from her young lover’s huge cock.

Even though he grimaced, Leroy didn't stop. He continued to pound her through her climax, chasing his own release … his thrusts became erratic as he neared the edge. With a roar, he slammed deep into Holly's body and emptied his big balls deep inside her.

Leroy was finally spent, collapsing on top of Holly, rolling over and pulling her on top, wrapping his arms around her, pulling her tight against his chest.

It was like one of those deflated balloons – they both grinned and laughed; suddenly, all the tension had gone out of the air.

This tension, this spark between them, had been building for weeks on end, and it was finally spent – finally consummated, and now there was an open, giddy happiness between them. Their faces shorn of stress and desire, for now.

“Wow … just fucking, wow … that was amazing! Where did you learn to fuck like that, Leroy? Your barely out of short trousers, and you fuck like that!”

“Well,” he grinned, suddenly less wolf and more shy boy blushing at the plaudits, “let’s just say, with a cock like mine … the word goes round … you know what girls are like … not in front of their boyfriends and hubbies … but over a beer or two…”

“So I’m just another notch on the bedpost?” she teased, slapping him on the shoulder.

“Yes … but what a notch!” he grinned back, “you’re the most beautiful, sexy, wonderful notch I’ve ever had the pleasure of being with.”

It was Holly’s turn to blush; she could see he was a hundred percent genuine – all his earlier bluster gone. Kissing him with a sweetness that jabbed a blade right through my heart. Even if it was just sweet, almost condescending – it was driven by emotion, the part of her that belonged to me.

Only three inches shorter and several years older, now the tension was gone; Holly wasn’t going to play sweet Miss Innocent. She rolled onto her side, pulling Leroy on his side so they could kiss and caress as equals.

The make-out session was strangely innocent and ‘high school’ after what had gone before. Although one thing that wasn’t innocent and ‘high school’ was the way Leroy’s virile young seed soon started oozing out from my wife’s red and puffy vagina – her love lips still gaping wide open from the fatness of Leroy’s huge dark cock, as more and more of his copious deposit oozed back out and started slowly dribbling its sticky way down the inside of her left thigh.

~~~~~ 

After a few minutes of this sweet, almost adolescent fondling, Holly giggled loudly. “What’s this?” her hand was wrapped round – or part wrapped round – Leroy’s rapidly reflating cock.

“I’d forgotten what young men are like!” she chuckled, “Richard’s ‘one-and-done’ these days …”

‘Thanks, hun!’ Not inaccurate, but not what a husband wants to hear when he’s peeping from the shadows while his wife recovers from the best fuck she’s ever received – a fuck from a youngster who lives right under his roof and who’s home for half the day studying.

“What can I say?” he smirked. “That’s why you beautiful cougars should trade in your old duds for newer, shinier models! Get yourself something younger … bigger … brasher … blacker!”

That earned him another slap – this time, an actual punch to the shoulder.

“Don’t be mean … I love Richard … he does just fine for a man his age … compared to some of my girlfriends’ husbands…”

“Just sayin’,” he grinned, “anyway, you got me for that now … when Richard’s done his ‘one-and-done’, you can always pop down here for some dark chocolate … for some ‘full fat’ proper lovin’ … you know, the type that makes your toes curl as you cum like never before …”

These last observations stopped Holly dead in her tracks – she went from playful banter to sudden thoughtfulness, and newly erecting Leroy spotted it in an instant. Instantly going from playful adolescent back into full-on predator mode.


Chapter 10

“Turn over,” Leroy ordered in his strangely soft but authoritative voice as he spoke, pulling Holly onto her tummy.

“No!” she shrieked, more playful than angry as she felt him lifting her ass into the air as he kneeled behind her. “No! I have to go upstairs, Richard’s waiting for me!”

“No! You said you were mine … you said we had all night … Richard can wait…”

His tone was playful, but something in his face warned Holly that he was serious – that he meant what he said and would hold her to earlier promises. An intent backed up by the way he was rubbing his engorged cock head up and down my wife’s puffy, oozing love lips. He’d already done plenty of damage and was now planning to own her all over again.

That cockhead on her clit, that teasing promise of feeling him deep in her tummy all over again was making her breathing shallow, had made her forget her need for me.

And just for a moment I thought Leroy would capitalize by taking her - but he had other, more significant ideas to dominate.

“Hey Richard! Get your sorry white ass in here!”

He let the words sink in. He knew what he was doing – must have sensed or seen me. He waited a few seconds.

“Richard, I said get in here!”

Fuck, I was nearly twice his age, yet he was ordering me around like I was a nervous freshman.

He obviously knew I was nearby, skulking around – even if he hadn’t actually seen me, you didn’t have to be Einstein to work that one out. So what was the point in playing long? He’d only holler louder … maybe even come looking for me … truly embarrassing!

~~~~~  

“There you are!” he chuckled.

The lesser of two evils, I’d sauntered in, trying to look as casual as I could.

“Me and Hol thought you’d gone AWOL.” Cute, very cute. Enlisting Holly, making it him and her versus me.

“Anyway, I know you been lookin’ … so thought you might like an even better look … while me and Hol get it on again…”

Now he was fisting his huge black cock – salami meets mushroom cockhead, laced with a route map of gnarly veins – pulling it away from Holly’s entrance so I could see it better.

“She loves it, man!” It was a man-to-man comment, almost like ‘sorry, dude, sorry she loves it so much’. Only he said it in a way that meant the exact opposite – a power play masked in reverse psychology.

With that he turned away from me and grasped her hips – thrusting up and deep, rewarded with an emphatic ‘Ummpphh’ of satisfaction from my wife.

“Look at him … look at your husband, Holly!”

How can it have gone so quickly from adolescent make out back to this – back to powerplay and mind games?

Answer - because of that cock. That huge cock now lodged ten inches deep inside Holly’s body.

Before tonight there had been attraction and all kinds of flirting. The beautiful blonde and the black bad-boy riffing off each other.

But tonight had taken all that and exploded it by a factor of ten to the ten. Holly had known the euphoria and ecstasy that Leroy and his talented use of his huge black cock could give her. And as if that wasn’t sufficiently addictive – Holly had experienced the nostalgia of her wild youth. Being with a young guy again, feeling skin younger and softer than mine, feeling the buzz of youth and sexual vitality.

“Look at him!” This time he was a little more impatient, Holly now obediently resting her eyes on mine.

“Good girl!” he cooed, his hip rewarding her with a half-dozen urgent, deep thrusts.

“Fuck, Leroy … you’re an animal!” she sobbed, looking away from me, over her shoulder … looking to our young renter.

“Only for you … only for you, baby!” he teased, “you and lover boy … you and Richard, you bring it out in me …”

His words - unguarded, natural – seared into my mind. I felt we were finally seeing ‘the real Leroy’. Not the sanitized, stonewashed Leroy he’d shown us when he knew it was him versus two female renters. Or when he’d moved in and he was still on probation.

But before I had a chance for further reflection, Leroy snapped into full Romeo action.

His cock was owning her, deep in her tummy, but he decided to slow things down – to really show me his hold on Holly.

He started kissing her neck, making my woman mewl happily, pushing her long blonde locks back against his tattooed chest - just like a feline greets their owner. Her eyes closed, her arms coiling back behind the youngster’s neck in the most possessive of gestures.

Holly and I shared seventeen years of history, shared a family we’d made – but that was a different universe. Right now, all my wife was aware of was the young black man behind her and the presence of his huge black dick tickling at the entrance to her womb.

Fuck! I wished I’d stayed watching from outside. That was far easier on my heart, even if it had never been a real option once Leroy called me out.

Watching as Holly’s body jiggled every time he slammed back deep into her. Watching as he kissed the nape of her neck and cupped her beautiful globes, making her sigh as he squeezed both before lifting them to feel their weight … it was all too much. My final torment was staring at how he’d made Holly so excited her nipples stood straight up as she moaned at the joy of his touch – they’d never been so swollen and hard for me in all our years together!

“Now I’m gonna really teach you, Rich.” Genuinely, there was little or no malice in his voice – or at least, that’s how I read it. “She had it once before, and now I’m gonna show you up close what ya woman needs…”

And with that, he was off … holding her hips in a vice-like grip as he fucked her hard and deep for the next half hour.

After her next thrashing, toe-curling orgasm, when she’d recovered, realized where she was – he got her to climb on top of him. Grinning at me as I stared at the manic, unbelievable sight of a cock that big disappearing inch-by-inch inside her.

When she was fully in the saddle, smiling down softly at her lover, he leaned up to kiss her tenderly, readying them for a classic fuck cowgirl style.

“Tell Rich what he already heard when he was listening outside … look at him and tell him your pussy is mine while I’m here … tell him you want me to fuck you all the time…”

She did as he said, turning to me with an almost pleading, embarrassed look on her face.

“Sorry, hun,” she blushed, “but you did say you wanted me to be happy … that you’d do anything … are you okay if Leroy carries on fucking me after tonight?”

What kind of a question was that? Looking at her sitting atop of her new love toy - his fat cock stretching her wide, ten inches deep in her gut – I could hardly say ‘no’! I could hardly start a calm, rational discussion with her as she bobbed up and down on this young man’s love stick!

So, I did the next best thing, playing for time, postponing the discussion until Holly was back in her right mind and it was just the two of us alone.

“I do love you, baby … I only want what’s best for you … so just enjoy yourself, baby,” I smiled at her, planting a tender kiss as I squeezed a boob and stroked a nipple.

“Thanks, hun,” she chirped, returning my kiss and touching my cheek with surprising tenderness. A truly surreal moment – my woman showing me love while her holy of holies was occupied by another man’s huge penis.

But her show of affection to me seemed to make Leroy stronger in his determination to own her, as he made her wince with an extra hard thrust before lifting her right up to the top so Holly’s pussy lips were just millimeters above his fat cockhead.

“Hey, Rich … look and learn … watch while I give Hol what she never had while she was fuckin’ all those preppy white frat boys at college…” His words made me wince, reminding me of what Holly’s wild past had been like before she’d met me – when Trish and Tracey got their hooks into her.

He lowered her down just a fraction, just enough for Holly to swoon as that plum-sized glans slid into her love tube, her love lips again stretched wide by his girth.

“See how she loves it, Rich! Doesn’t her mommy pussy look so sexy stretched open around my big cock!”

I hated to admit it, but he was fucking right – the red, puffy lips of her labia did look sexy as hell, stretched tight like elastic around his Coke can of a cock. The rest of his meat – the eight or nine inches that weren’t in – glistened with Holly’s juices. It was like it was winking at me, taunting me about what would come next.

“What da you want, Hol?”

She was almost hyper-ventilating with frustration, looking down at the youngster’s groin as if simply, through willpower, she, could get what she needed again.

“You know what I want … put it back in … put your cock back in me…”

Still holding her hips, he pulled her all the way down until her ass slapped against his groin.

“That what you needed, Hol? Ten inches of ol’ black snake magic,” he chuckled.

He’d made his point. Made it several times over. So the next few minutes were all just about pleasuring Holly and enjoying her sexy body. Giving her the benefit of a deep and powerful fucking with his huge dick while kissing her or playing with her boobs or stroking her soft skin.

Holly was loving it, sweating and moaning as every few minutes, she’d enjoy another small climax. With Leroy having already cum once, and with the benefits of youth and fitness, I had no idea of when he’d cum so I’d get Holly back.

It was as if he could read my mind. “Gonna be quite a while here, Rich … why don’t you head back upstairs, and I’ll send Holly back when we’re done … after all, this is our first date night … you wouldn’t want to be selfish to your wife or cramp our style, would you?”

Shit! I was being dismissed. Dismissed within my own home – although technically we’d let him the basement, so legally…

But looking at Holly, seeing her contented look of satisfaction … wasn’t this what tonight had all been about? Hadn’t this been what I’d wanted all along?

Looking at the youngster – part creature of the hood, part aspiring student – I didn’t see him as any kind of real threat to me. He could bed Holly. He could fuck her and pleasure her better than me – or most other men. But I was her soul mate. I was the cool, loving ice to her fire. I was the dad to her kids, her solid foundation that had allowed her to grow into the person she was today. To grow into the life she loved today. There was no risk in leaving her down here with Leroy for a little longer. Of leaving her to enjoy the rest of their first ‘date night’ as her young lover had called it.

“Okay,” I answered, stepping in to give Holly a farewell kiss; my certainty that this was all okay was punctured just a little by the rather lukewarm kiss I received back.

‘Don’t be so needy, Rich,’ I told myself. ‘She is rather occupied at the moment … and you’re the one who told her it was okay … she’ll be up soon … a few hours after all these years of loyal love isn’t a big deal…’

With that reasoned argument, but also with a huge pang of jealousy twisting my gut, I closed the door behind me and headed upstairs.

Wondering how long I’d have to wait for my wife’s return. Wondering what the future held after tonight. Wondering if I should really feel as confident as ‘rational me’ told me I should be.

Wondering about which way Tracey’s apocryphal words would lead us in the next few weeks. ‘Be careful … desire is a fire that burns hot … if you ignore it, it can turn everything to ashes.’ We’d certainly not ignored Holly, Leroy and my desires – but what I didn’t know was whether the fire we’d started would warm us or burn us.

Book 2 should be published in late July or early August
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