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Synopsis

No one knows the future.

We certainly didn’t know the future when we started out on our hot wife journey back in the summer of 2007, a naïve late twenties couple who maybe should have known better.  An air stewardess and an engineer, together for six plus years, married for five of those.  Living our contented lives in Jackson, MI – a safe distance of forty minutes from my wife’s childhood home in Ann Arbor – where her family still lived.

But thankfully, ten years on Sasha and I still have love and friendship – even if our lives have changed more than we could ever have imagined.

This is the second part of our story, about what happened after our initial experiences - the story of what happened in the rest of those ten years.


Chapter 1

2010 Early January

Sasha’s breathing was a mix of deep gulps - gasping for air after her huge climax - and small soft moans.  Small moans caused by how good his massive black cock still felt, sat snug in her depths.  Deep and snug, stretching and teasing the nerve-rich linings and walls of her pussy.

His cock!  His cock!

Not mine!  Not me, her lawfully married husband.  The man who’d married her and loved her.  Who cherished her – the bedrock of my life, the lodestar around which my life revolved.

But I shouldn’t squawk with shock and mock outrage – it had been this way for more than two years now.  Ever since Sasha and I had tiptoed out of the world of safe fantasy play into the world of living our fantasies out for real. 

Our fantasies of sharing her with other men.  Men with big cocks, much bigger than mine.  Men of color – men who in our case happened to come from the dark and mysterious shores of faraway Africa.  One older than us – Victor, a divorced dad of two who’d bedded my wife for nearly two years, fucking her way better than I ever could. 

And now – her affair with Victor over, killed by the busyness of his life and his inability to keep up with my beautiful wife’s growing sexual needs – she had a new black lover. 

For six months we’d told ourselves we were done with this lifestyle.  Six months we’d enjoyed the simpler, more vanilla, more wholesome pleasures of conventional family life and conventional marriage.  Sasha and I savoring our time together.  Sasha doting on her sister’s young children, practicing for what we hoped for ourselves one day.

Six months which had come to a crashing halt back in November when a chance discussion gave me an opening to mention to Sasha that, although Victor might be in the past, there was another black guy who desired her company.

Not exactly surprising.  Sasha, my thirty-two-year-old air stewardess wife was sexy and beautiful.  Soft brown curls, a beautiful face and a warm, loving smile.  Five-foot-seven of sexy loveliness – big boobs, great ass, great legs – and now that she’d been blacked and discovered the pleasures of ‘big cock’ – she’d taken the bait.

It had taken some time – there was still large elements of the deeply conservative Presbyterian girl that Prof. and Mrs. MacAlister had raised – but after some weeks of hesitation, she’d asked for the contact details of her young Ghanian admirer, and a week later it was as if we’d never stopped the lifestyle.  She and young Andre – a very brash and dominant twenty-two-year-old – were in a relationship that was burning brighter and faster than things had even gone with the more mature Victor.  And that was a star that had burned pretty damned fast and hot!  At least that’s how it had felt from the sideline – sat there in my husbandly ‘strap yourself in, this is gonna be some ride, bumpy but hot’ seat.

~~~~~    

It was a Friday night and Sasha, already spending crazy amounts of time with her young black lover, had maneuvered me into letting them take things even further.  My anticipated, loving couple’s weekend traded in for a weekend of kinky, perverted fun. 

Until now, the Ghanian youngster’s nine-inch cock had been the one which had to suit up every time it went inside my beautiful wife’s body.  A state of play about to be reversed as I was the one who’d be wearing the latex raincoats, sleeping in the guest room while Andre’s big cock went bare into Sasha’s tight pussy. 

Just a part of the price for being allowed to watch him take her bareback and then watch while she finally made my dream of watching her with two guys come true.  Andre’s cousin, Jordan, was already on his way over here even as I watched the lover’s recover as they snuggled, Andre’s potent young seed seeping out of my wife’s pussy for the first of what I was sure would be many occasions. 

Especially as I’d agreed to Sasha having the whole weekend in our home with her young lover – and with me travelling half of the next week, I’d even agreed to them then having the whole week together at his place afterward.  Not exactly the weekend and week I’d had planned, but my cock was diamond hard and my body was floating on a lake of dopamine.

~~~~~    

"Oh! Oh, go easy, Jord- Oh!!" she sobbed.

It had been a real whirlwind since he’d arrived – barely ten minutes ago.

Sasha had already received one sound fucking from her dominant young Ghanian lover, but even so, the moment she clapped eyes on Andre’s ‘cousin’, Jordan, I could see the fires of desire instantly stoked a little higher in her eyes.

“You must be the beautiful and sexy Sasha!” he said, taking her hand to his lips and kissing them in an exaggerated and old-fashioned way that seemed fake coming from a young guy who looked only a few years older than Andre.  Maybe twenty-seven or twenty-eight to Andre’s twenty-two, he was similar to his cousin in height and skin tone – both around the six-foot mark with that dark chocolate skin tone that only some from Africa have.  But whereas Andre was confident and assertive but actually looked decidedly average in the looks department, his older cousin had the same behavior traits but was textbook handsome.  Hair shaved very close, compared to Andre’s one-inch frizz, his features were finer and more symmetrical.  Prominent, finely hewn cheekbones – a thin, straight nose of balanced proportions and a strong, masculine jawline.  The kind of looks boasted by male models the world over.

He'd paid me virtually zero attention – just a solitary ‘Jason’ as I sat in a chair at the side of the bed - as he’d chatted to Sasha, snuggled under the bedsheets.  His confidence and sense of mission so high even as he spoke he started disrobing.  As calm as you like discussing the town, Sasha’s job and all manner of other stuff as he slipped his shorts down to reveal a semi-swollen cock that promised to be even larger than Andre’s cock when he was fully hard.

A little older than Andre, Jordan was obviously a good judge of character, seeing Sasha’s lustful glances, he didn’t hesitate one moment.  “Come on, Sasha … you’ve had your starter with my little cuz, get your lips round this to get me good and hard … then I’ll give you your reward!”

What had happened to the professor’s conservative daughter?  If only her passengers or airline colleagues could have seen the alacrity with which she bounced out of bed.  Still naked from her earlier session, her big boobs bouncing with a tantalizing swing as she moved, as she obediently dropped to her knees and wrapped her lips around Jordan’s fat black cock.

“You know, Sasha, my little cuz said you were one hot piece of ass … ever since he was little, he’s always been one to exaggerate, but I have to say … he ain’t been bigging it up this time … you really are super-lovely, super-beautiful … so sultry and voluptuous … just what a woman should be…”

He wasn’t going to win any prizes for political correctness, but even with her lips stretched around his fat cock, I swear I could see her smile a little more broadly at the crude but effective compliments this handsome young Ghanian was paying her.

Three or four minutes of enjoying the sensations of my wife hoovering at his cock like it was the planet’s sole source of nectar and he’d stripped fully off, revealing an athletic and well-muscled physique, and he was fully hard and ready for action.

“Up, turn around!  Bend forward over the bed, look at Andre while I fuck you … wanna see those big titties of yours hanging forward so I can give ‘em a good squeeze while I fuck you good and hard…”

Her parents would have died if they could have seen and heard this scene … there once sweet, church-going little girl giving herself so freely to another man … and not just any man - a dominant, aggressive young African man who wasn’t her husband.  But give herself to him she did, not hesitating even for a second as she stood by the foot of the bed.  Leaning forward, her hands rested on his outstretched legs, she looked deep into the eyes of ‘little cuz.’ ‘Little cuz,’ who was being decidedly ‘out-bulled’ by his older cousin.  But even he had an excited look on his face as Sasha handed Jordan a condom – “Please”, he didn’t look happy but he went along - put her hands flat on the bed and waited.

~~~~~    

"Oh! Oh, go easy, Jord- Oh!!" she sobbed.  Sasha couldn’t see – she was facing away, facing forward, looking at Andre – but I could see why she was struggling.  Now fully in heat, Jordan’s cock was definitely bigger than his younger cousin.  He looked around an inch longer – ten not nine inches – and was noticeably fatter.  Andre’s cock was fat like a black piece of hose.  Jordan’s was fatter still – like the forearm of a small child, crowned by the latex-covered pink cockhead that looked like a big, pink plum.

There were no signs of Jordan going easy – he pressed on pushing his fat inches deeper and deeper and Sasha winced sharply, then just as quickly opened her eyes wide on Jordan’s younger cousin.

Sasha went to speak but stopped as Jordan gripped her hips tighter and thrust more of his girthy ten-inches into her.

"Mmmuhh!" she grunted, Jordan grinning and seemingly enjoying her discomfort – pulling out a few inches slowly and very deliberately, before pumping back in again with a savage speed, causing Sasha to wince again as she clawed at Andre’s knees.

"Oh! Oh, go easy, Jord- Oh!!"

Jordan just carried on, smirking as he slowly pulled out – for the first time looking across at me and winking as he adjusted his angle, then thrust himself back in.

"She's tight," he grunted to me, grinning.  “Andre told me you’re pretty small down there … now I know what he meant…”

"Yeah, guess we’re not all created equal … me, got the brains, maybe not the brawn,” I stammered, deciding offense was the best form of defense, as I rubbed my crotch, showing I wasn’t ashamed about anything in the games Sasha and I played.

"Oh, fuck!!" Sasha said, turning to look at Jordan, trying to talk as he eased out of her.

"Fuck, your tight!" he grinned at her, “tight little ‘Plane Girl’ … I hear that’s what you’re called … what Victor called you … what my cuz calls you … what all your black bull lovers call you…”

“Uh-huh,” she breathlessly replied, face now screwed up, eyes back closed from the sensations that huge black cock sawing in and out was giving her.

No longer able to make eye contact with the woman impaled on his huge cock, he turned to me.  "So damned tight!  Guess ya must be really ‘unequal’ in the cock department!  You like seein' your sexy wife gettin’ drilled by big black cocks?  Stretched out n’ pleasured like you can’t?” he asked, standing behind my naked wife, gripping her by the waist... telling me how tight her pussy was.

Just as I was about to answer, all three of us looked at Sasha as her whole body stiffened. "Mmmbuhh!!!  Mmmbuhh!!!" she moaned, eyes really screwed shut as she started spasming, her long nails now visibly drawing blood from Andre’s thighs. 

"Oh, fuck Jordan!  Oh, fuck … you’re killing me … baby, your fucking killing me," she panted at him, her whole body now stiff and shaking as a huge orgasm ripped through her top to bottom.

It was so hot hearing Sasha say Jordan's name while in such a state, his cousin’s cock now fully hard meaning my fantasy of watching Sasha with two black guys was finally about to come true.  I’d thought it was going to happen all those months ago with her boyfriend Victor and his well-endowed friend Dante.  But at the last minute Sasha had gotten scared and had backed out.

But there were no signs of anything like that here – my beautiful stewardess wife was on full heat, shuddering as one huge black cock fucked her to an explosive orgasm while another large black cock was just inches in front of her face.

But just as I thought I was finally going to get my fantasy come true, Jordan did something which put it all back in doubt again.


Chapter 2

“What are you doing?” she whispered to him, looking back over her shoulder at the older Ghanian as he withdrew his huge cock from her sopping hole.

“I’m doing what I should have done right at the start,” he said, rolling the latex cover slowly up the length of his cock and removing it. 

“I’m treating you like a woman should be treated … like we treat our women back home,” stroking his member slowly to keep it firm, “if you want me inside you, you’ll take me like nature intended … bare, no barriers … nothing to stop me seeding you …”

Sasha was still gasping, boobs jiggling, as she recovered from her massive climax.  Biting her lip, staring at his huge piece of flesh as Jordan’s hand worked himself up and down, his hand resting at the root and squeezing to make himself extra-taut and extra-large – not that he needed much help!

Sasha was staring, chewing her lip.  I could see all kinds of thoughts going through her head … all kinds of doubts and desires … before finally she whispered quietly and stared at it.

“Okay, okay … I need you inside me … I’m not happy, but you can fuck me bare,” continuing to stare almost in disbelief as Jordan pushed that big man-rod back into her squirming depths.

"Mmm,” she moaned, his cock now all the way back in, staring at his face instead now as she gasped for breath.  “Your cock’s so hard … shit … it feels even bigger than before…”

“It is, Sasha … big and hard for your bodyyyy!!" he grinned. "That’s one reason I wanted the latex lid off … so I can fuck your hot little body even better … make you cum even harder, Plane Girl,” he teased as he gripped both of Sasha's hips and pumped away at her with fast but steady thrusts.

"Mmm, ahhh, ahhh!!!" she cried in time with the pace of his rapid thrusts, making him grin even more at her wanton submission, before he briefly stopped, moving his grip up all the way to her shoulders and jerking her violently back on him.  Driving her whole body even further back onto his huge cock, forcing his meat even deeper as she yelped from the sheer depth of his penetration.  The deepest she’d ever taken a man in her body … deeper than Victor, deeper than his cousin and certainly deeper than either of the other white guys she’d been with.

“Yeah … yeah, you love that, don’t you Plane Girl,” he teased, reveling in the nickname first used by Victor more than two years ago now.

He thrust at her a few more times, then all of a sudden, he pulled out - leaving Sasha looking forlorn and confused, already so tired from her massive cum and the fucking he was giving her that he had to hold her up by the waist like she was some limp and an out of breath rag doll.

"Come on cuz, your turn now … take her, show her what a couple of Ghanian guys can do to a stewardess slut like her," he said, shoving her forward so her mouth was hovering above Andre’s swollen cock.  Andre who was sitting in the same place on the bed he’d been snuggling in the bed with Sasha before his older cousin had arrived.

"Oh!" she groaned as the push sent her bumping into the youngster who’d been fucking her so much these last few months.

"Andre?" she exhaled, but hearing nothing from him she took the hint and reached out to grasp his cock ready to blow him.  But as she opened her mouth, Andre spun her around and pushed her up off the bed to stand leaning forward and against me in my chair.

Eyes wide and unfocused, still not fully recovered from her huge climax, she looked in a total trance of lust, unthinkingly moving to kiss me.

“What yo doing, cuz?” Jordan screamed, Andre looking panicked, immediately understanding and yanking her back to him by the waist.  “No, no, Sasha … just me and Jordan tonight … hubbies only get to watch … to watch and wank…”

He’d been so different to me when he’d first made contact.  Sure, he’d never hidden his intentions, but at least he’d treated me with some semblance of respect and equality. 

But with every passing week he’d been getting more assertive and selfish and now the influence of his older cousin was making it even more pronounced.  Although there was some weird power-dynamic going on between the two of them, something I didn’t quite get.  It was almost some kind of older sibling, younger sibling kind of thing – almost bullying.  Andre was bulling me and Sasha, but it was like Jordan was doing the same to him.

Sasha’s long legs positioned her hips at almost the perfect height, he just had to take one step to the side and bend both knees slightly and he could slip his nine-inches up and all the way in with one smooth stroke.  My wife’s long, low moan of satisfaction telling him he’d hit the mark – she was happy again, back with the cock Jordan had denied her – and he immediately set about fucking her at a rapid pace.

I loved that Jordan and Andre were taking Sasha like this – taking her and using her in this rough, animal way, using her for their pleasure.  It was exactly what I’d dreamed about when I fantasized about my beautiful, previously conservative wife going with two men at the same time.  A scene like this, a set up like this – it’s not about love or romance – it about carnal lust and sexual power.  If they’d gone at Sasha gently or considerately, it would have been all wrong.  That was for husbands, not bulls.  For men like me, the man she’d spend her life with.  Not the men we’d brought into our lives to spice things up and fuck her like I never could.  Fuck her like she really craved … like she needed these days after Victor had shown her what she was missing.

"You like this as much as I do," I half asked, half said, looking deep into her eyes.

“Uh-huh,” she mumbled back, her face clenched, lined and contorted with tension and pleasure as Andre gripped her hips tight and continued to slam in and out.  Momentarily losing herself as she leaned forward to kiss me.

“Andre!”

Slap!  The sound of a hand slapping her ass loud enough to echo around the room.

“Hey slut! Stop that!  You already forgotten?  Forgotten what me and Jordan told you.”  There was an edge almost of panic in Andre’s voice, as if he was almost afraid of his cousin – there really was some weird power dynamic playing out between the two of them.  “

Slap! “We told you already, Sash … just me and Jordan tonight … hubbies only get to watch … to watch and wank… only big black cock gets white pussy tonight…” Slap!

"Owww… Andre I'm sorry I... I'm sorry,” she squawked, trying to look over her shoulder and back at him, so he could see her remorse.

“Oh no you don’t!  You can look at hubby, just can’t kiss him or let him touch you … want him to see the look on your face, see how much you love me and Jordan’s big black cocks … see how much he’s lost you to us now…”

“Uh-huh,” she mumbled again, knowing now better than to either kiss me or argue, or basically do anything that these two young black bulls wanted.  Just arching her back, pushing her ass back more to give them what they wanted, moaning softly as Andre’s fingers pulled and tweaked at her swollen nipples.

“That’s better, gonna have you properly black cock trained by the end of the weekend!”  This time it was the older cousin speaking, no hint of panic or fear in his voice.  His voice more of a chuckle as he watched his protégé saw his big cock in and out of my wife’s swollen pussy.

~~~~~      

Sasha never answered Jordan’s comment that they’d have her black cock trained by the close of the weekend, instead she just screwed her eyes even tighter shut as the younger cousin kept up his forceful pumping. At one point seeking to emphasize his claim over Sasha by letting go of one of her hips and reaching around to cover her mouth. His long, pink tongue contrasting with the darkness of his skin as it snaked out and set about forcing its way in to explore and claim my wife’s mouth. 

Not that she was exactly resisting, her lips opening and hungry the instant she realized what he was doing.  Happy to make up for her earlier transgression as she tried to put herself back in her young lover’s good books. Knowing that anything else put at risk the regular and thrilling fucking she’d enjoyed so much since November.  Her muffled moans filling the room, making my own cock even harder as he pumped furiously, making Sasha’s brow even more furrowed as she stood there helpless but happy.

The whole scene was exactly the fantasy I’d dreamed of – even the trash-talking was something like I’d imagined.  Nothing to really worry about – normal life would soon reassert itself – it was hot as it took things to levels we’d never gotten to with Victor.  ‘Victor and Dante’ had been promised, but Sasha had backed out.  Well, there was no backing out now!  The only backing out she could do now was backing out right onto Andre’s inflamed and engorged cock!

The whole scene was depraved and would have shocked everyone in our ‘real lives’ – although, quite what would have counted as ‘non-real’ about what was happening here was a question I’d have been hard pressed to answer.  Certainly, the echoing sounds of Sasha’s slapped ass, the reddening hand prints and the continuous moans she was emitting were very real!  For her even more than for me.

I could hardly believe this was really happening – and I could hardly believe I was sitting inches from my wife, wanking my own hard cock while a young Ghanian we’d never met before tonight was wanking his much larger cock to keep himself primed and ready for round two.

"Jordan, this is so, so hot!" I stammered, feeling a little sheepish and ashamed as I tried for some kind of connection, some kind of insertion into what the three of them were doing.

“Ha!  You’re sick, man!  Fucking sick!  What kind of a man does this with his wife?  Let’s his wife do this kind of shit with other men!” he taunted.  So much for me and my connections, I felt shriveled and wanted the earth to swallow me up.  However much I was loving this, he’d just reminded me how off-beam these games were.

“But if this is your thing, man … if you think it’s hot … then you ain’t seen nothing yet … ha!” he added, a mix of pity and excitement in his voice.  “Andre, remember what we talked about!”

“Yo, cuz,” he grinned with a fiendish look that had my gut churning with a terrible mix of fear and excitement at the thought of what they might be planning. 

Thankfully Sasha still seemed in her faraway trace-land, eyes closed shut – emotionally and physically in Andre’s grip, exhaling through her nose and grunting with each thrust of his big cock, too far gone for any of the worries which were beginning to assail me.

Still behind her, still gripping her hips and balls deep, Andre yanked her even further back from me and pivoted her so she was facing Jordan, who’d now taken a step forward.

When she tried to turn to look back at Andre, he quickly let her go and pulled out.

"Andre, baby," she whimpered in disappointment, suddenly empty and cockless as the younger cousin pushed her forward at Jordan, wiping the sweat from his forehead and winking to his relation.

"Oh!" she said, suddenly sounding happy as she realized she wasn’t going to be cockless for very long – the older, more dominant Ghanian pulling Sasha against him, so they were really close, his thick ten-inch cock pressed against her stomach.

He took her by the chin and tilted her head upwards, making her stand on tiptoe so that despite their half-foot height difference, they were nose-to-nose.

"Hold still," he said as he reached around her and used his height and strength to lift her clean off her feet. Hands under her soft ass, one leg each side of his trunk, he raised her until her love lips were hovering less than an inch above his huge cock head.

"So fucking hot," I said, breathing heavily, trying to inject myself again, this time at least winning a look as Sasha turned to look at me. 

But Jordan grabbed her jaw to keep her facing him.  "Don’t look at him! What did we tell ya!  Look at me, unless it’s his tiny cock you’re wanting," he scolded.

"I'm sorry, Jordan!" she moaned, looking terrified he might make good on his threat … hand her over to me, so she’d only get a normal-sized white cock.

Satisfied she’d learned her lesson, Sasha was nearly hyperventilating from urgent need to be filled again as Jordan manhandled her a little higher and then grabbed her hand.  Placing it halfway down his huge, swollen shaft as my beautiful wife panted up at the aggressive Ghanian.

“You’re gonna go too deep in this position … fucking me standing up,” she whined nervously, finally realizing what Jordan intended.

"You don’t get any say in it, Plane Girl … your pussy’s mine tonight … quit squealin’ and just put me in," he ordered gruffly.

Sasha swallowed nervously and started to turn her head my way, before thinking better of it, instead she adjusted her hold on Jordan’s huge cock and just stared down between them, obediently placing the head of his cock at the entrance to her pussy.

“Good girl … good girl,” he chuckled, like Sasha was some teenage ingenue, younger than him and lacking in experience. 

“Hold me there, you’re gonna love this, Plane Girl, gonna go real deep … give you a proper black cockin’ …” he cackled, all the time slowly lowering her hips as she looked down between her legs as she took him in this new, submissive position – one I’d never been able to use with her.  My cock too small and my height too short – a position as far as I knew even Victor hadn’t used with her.

"Oh, fuck this is hot," I said, still trying to become part of this, trying to show the two young Ghanian’s I wasn’t fazed by how they were treating my wife – but they just ignored me.

"Good girl, that’s right … work your pussy on it," Jordan told her, Sasha finally seeming to relax, looking up and at his face, satisfied he wasn’t about to bust her pussy in two by going too deep.  Her face now notably hapier as she wallowed in the sensations from taking such a fat cock so deep.

"That's it … you gettin’ it now," he grunted as Sasha held his gaze, looking for all the world pleased with her efforts as she slowly worked her hips up and down as she took more and more of his fat-ten inches into her love channel.  Her beautiful lips opened in a wide ‘O’ shape as she stared at him and savored the pleasures of being fucked standing up – of being fucked so deep for the first time ever.

Aside from her soft moans, the other noise was the sound of his slippery cock rubbing against her slick labia. Her pussy was incredibly wet and excited on Jordan's cock, frothier and bubblier than I ever recall seeing - a thought that had me drunk with lust.  Never mind that Jordan was treating me as he was – this was what I’d fantasized about and I was enjoying it nearly as much as Sasha was.  Seeing her being treated this way, seeing her letting go and being so slutty, knowing she was on the highest of sexual highs – it was everything I could have wanted and more.  Everything I selfishly wanted to stoke my fantasies, and everything I could have wished for her pleasure.

Jordan grinned at Sasha and pushed his hips upward.

"Aaah!" she moaned as his cockhead nudged even deeper, "ffffuck, you’re so big, so deep! Oooh! Oooh!" she panted rapidly.  All the time Jordan supporting her weight and holding Sasha tight by the waist as he let her weight force the rest of his ten-inches inside her, her mouth hanging open as her mind took in the sensations of taking such a huge slab of meat so far into her tummy.

“How ya doing, baby?” I asked, once again trying to break into their little three-person world.  But Sasha had learned her lesson and aside from the smallest of head moves towards me, she stayed focused on her new man.

"Yeah, Sasha, good girl," he chuckled at her obedience and my discomfort.  Fuck him!  This was as much my game as his.  This was only happening coz I let it, coz it was my fantasy too!

"Get on that cock, girl!  You takin’ it all now, slut!" he grinned, as they both looked down at where they were joined.  Both of them confirming his statement before looking up, looking in each other's eyes as they slowly started grinding against each other … slowly becoming faster and faster, eventually establishing a rapid but steady rhythm.

Jordan was grunting loudly, Sasha breathing faster and faster. Even with the way Jordan and Andre were treating me, it was so sexy to see them face to face as they fucked.  Jordan lifting her up and down his huge cock as if she weighed nothing.  Sasha holding onto his dark, strong arms as he pumped her, the dominant young Ghanian just grunting and sweating as the two of them picked up the pace.

"Oh, fuck!" Sasha shouted to the ceiling, the sensations from the way she was being stretched and fucked so deep too much.

"You like my big African cock, don'tcha?" he grunted to her, "you wanted Andre to invite me around tonight … to fuck you good in front of your little-cocked husband, didn't you?"

"H'oh yess!" Sasha whimpered, totally lost, totally unconcerned for my feelings and pride.

"What's that?" Jordan said as he humped into her, looking over at me as he demanded a louder answer.

"Yesss!"

"Yeah. You like when he sees you taking a real cock, don’t you!"

"Oh yesss!" she moaned.

"Yeah..." he said, gritting his teeth, "and we’re here to fuck you properly ... give you plenty of black cock … black you properly … train you…"

"Oh Goddd," Sasha moaned, her voice quivering, not picking up on the small nod Jordan had given to his younger cousin.  My own antenna picking up on the signal as Andre moved close to the rutting couple.


Chapter 3

I was on the edge of my seat listening to them, hairs on the back of my neck pricked up, sensing something was about to happen.  Something Jordan and Andre wanted to mask from Sasha and me until it was too late.

"Yeah, so sexy … so needy for black cock," he groaned again. Somehow supporting her weight with just one hand as he lifted her up and down, Jordan placed the other hand behind Sasha's head. Cradling the base of her skull as she stared across at him, her arms locked around his neck as he pumped into her, her mouth formed an ‘O’ and she breathed rapidly at him with pleading eyes.

Andre was now standing directly behind Sasha’s back, stroking his thick nine-inches as he leered at the sight of her shapely ass impaled on Jordan’s perpetually disappearing and reappearing black baby arm cock.

"Andre," she said, sensing his presence, trying to turn to address him. But his assertive cousin just gave her a knowing, evil smile and kept her head toward himself, not wanting her to see what was going to happen next.

"Andre!" she squealed sharply, feeling his hands next to Jordan’s on her ass, as Jordan lifted her up so just the head of his cock was in her pussy, before slowly maneuvering her ass so the entrance to her pussy was hovering right over his cousin’s cockhead.

Letting Jordan take the weight, he reached between her legs and pulled her love lips as wide as they could physically go, putting his own cockhead right next to Jordan’s dark shaft. 

Then, working with his cousin, they dropped my wife’s body just a couple of inches – but it was enough.  Sasha was now impaled not on one cock, but two.

"Oh, fuck!" Sasha sobbed, body angles stopping her from seeing it, but the insane way her pussy was now stretched telling her anyway – her vagina was now home to both of the cousins’ large black cocks.

"Honey?" she sobbed, forgetting their earlier orders as she looked pleadingly across at me.  Like I should stop all this and make it all go away – looking at me with that same trusting look a child looks at an all-powerful parent.

My own heart was in my throat, my mouth dry as my panicked brain thought through what to do. 

The cousins were determined not to give me a chance for second thoughts, to change my mind in response to Sasha’s desperate cry for help.  Andre quickly started with a few hard upward thrusts, his dark hands like a prison band as they encircled Sasha's waist, Jordan working her up and down with teamwork that looked suspiciously rehearsed to me.

Jordan stood stock still, acting as a ten-inch anchor while his younger cousin set about slamming in and out of her. Sasha taking him the best she could, thrashing about, her head constantly rolling from side to side as Andre fucked away at her ludicrously stretched pussy.

Standing up and maneuvering for a better view, I saw a sight I’ll never forget.  Sasha’s pink love lips stretched to breaking point, two black cocks with a combined girth of four-plus inches stretching her so wide that an elastic, airtight seal had formed around the two male sticks probing and owning her love channel.

Feeling guilty even as I said it, the protective, husbandly part of me sniveled into the corner as I hyperventilated with excitement. 

"Fuck her, Andre," I stammered, "fuck her, Jordan.  That’s what she wants … that’s what we want … we want Sasha to be taken hard! Fucked like this, fucked by two young black bulls!"

"Ohhhhooo!" she sobbed, looking over at me in total confusion. "Jasonnn … Honeyyyy … is this what you want?"

I was beside myself with depraved lust, wanting to see my beautiful stewardess wife used in a way that was the opposite of how she normally was.  Normally so cool, confident and beautifully turned out – I wanted the opposite.  I wanted to see these aggressive young Ghanaians use her like a rag doll.  Use her like a sex doll for their personal pleasure.  Train her and break her for black cock like they’d threatened.

I wasn't disappointed. At one point he went to reach around her face.

"Jasonnn … Honeyyyy … is this what you want?" she sobbed again, this time her voice almost resigned and a little confused, as if she was physically and emotionally adjusting to what they were doing to her.

"Yesss … yesss, baby," I smiled lovingly at her, testing their anger by reaching out to touch her cheek, “let them do this, it’s so hot … I think you’ll love it,” I stammered, seeing a grin of agreement on Jordan’s face.

Free from the fear of an angry reaction, I furiously jerked my cock to the sight of Sasha being taken in such a bestial and crude way.  Seeing her look at me, seeing her face give up her last strands of decency and resistance.  Her arms matching her face as they locked back around Jordan’s dark neck, and she planted the fiercest of open-mouthed kisses on him.

She must have kissed him for ten seconds before finally breaking for air, looking over at me with eyes now filled with lust.  The last look she gave me in some time as she gave herself over to what her two black bulls were doing to her.

She’d asked me, asked me for help, but I’d only thrown further fuel on the fire.  So now she was theirs, she banished me from her mind as she let them do whatever they wanted with her.  My lack of help or assistance, my lack of condemnation helping her let go and move forward without guilt with what they had planned for her.

Breaking her kiss with Jordan, each of Andre’s deep thrusts against pussy walls already stretched taut around Jordan’s anchoring cock made her wince as she struggled to exhale through her nose with each of Andre’s savage thrusts.

There was no escaping his vice-like grip on her as he and his cousin’s twinned cocks stretched her wider than nature had ever intended, Sasha continuing to desperately hyperventilate as they overloaded her with sexual pleasure.  It was all she could do to desperately cling on round Jordan’s neck as his cousin’s big cock stretched her way beyond what she’d ever known before.  The two young Ghanaians grinning with childlike glee at the effect they were having on their beautiful white conquest.

"Oh, fuck, Andre! Baby, what ya doin’ to me?" she moaned, looking over her shoulder at the twenty-two-year-old who was fucking a second cock in and out of her already full pussy.

"Yeah, Andre! Remember all those talks we had together … fuck her! Take her just like that, give her two cocks, make her into your slut … train her … black her … break her!!"

Fuck, who was this man speaking?  Who was this man saying these things?  Was this the same man, who’s put a ring on her finger less than eight years ago?  Promising love, honor and faithfulness … now encouraging two young guys from a different continent to fuck her so hard they broke her!

"Jason! Baby!" Sasha shrieked, knowing the game had changed, that she could involve me as she squealed to let me know what she was feeling.

“It’s okay, honey … it’s okay … just go with it … enjoy it … let them use you … you know this is what you’ve wanted all along … ever since you met Andre…”

The guilty look in her eyes told me she knew I was speaking the truth, that Jordan and Andre were taking us to new, unexplored but fulfilling depths.

Mention of Andre’s name had her twisting around to look from me to him, Jordan twisting her neck so Andre could cover her mouth, kissing her deeply as he somehow picked up his pace even more, jerking Sasha's little body more violently than ever as she frantically grunted into his lips.

"Fuck!  What are you doing to her?" I said to no one in particular, getting a flashing grin from the boss man - Jordan smiling as he answered.

“We’re finishing off what Victor started … making this beautiful wife of yours know she’ll only ever be really happy with a black cock in her pussy … you been married to her how many years?  N’ you never did this to her … never fucked her like this … shame on you, man, no wonder she needs a real man…”

The whole scene was so high octane, so living on the edge that I put Jordan’s comments down to the adrenaline we were all living, choosing not to take offence and kick off as I stared at the two black cocks taking what was mine.

“We’re fucking her black,” he continued, knowing I was as into this as Sasha was, “after all, that’s what you wanted all along, isn’t it, Jason?  That’s why you exchanged all those messages with Andre!”

His words leaving me in silent and powerless agreement, both of us listening to Andre as he continued to slam into my happy and fulfilled wife.  "That's it, Sasha! Take it, you slutty little bitch!  Show hubby what a slut you really are!  Show him what you need, what he can’t give you!"

The four of us were on the ultimate sexual high.  Normal life, normal rules suspended, we were all surfing on the sexual wave.  For me and Sasha, they’d likely be cold turkey – for them they were living the life and savoring every moment.

Cold turkey would come tomorrow – for now Sasha focused her gaze on Jordan and moaned long and loud as Jordan also started rocking his hips in and out in time with his cousin’s – the two of them driving Sasha crazy with carnal pleasure.

‘Slutty bitch!’ I wasn’t shocked at the words Jordan had used, but I was shocked at the effect they’d had on Sasha.  Far from being shocked, the words seemed to thrill and drive her on, a label to set her inner desires free and release her from any kind of guilt.

“Let’s fuck the little bitch,” Jordan called out, gripping her ass extra hard as he and Andre somehow found an extra gear, making Sasha sob and squeal even more.

"Andre! Jordan!" she pleaded.

"Fuck meeeeee!!!" she cried out, facing me again, wanting me to see just how lost in lust she was for her two Ghanaian bulls. Looking me in the eye, sending me the message, ‘You started this, this is on you, live with it, for better or for worse.’

This was all about the three of them and I was once again left on the outside looking in, as Sasha’s eyes rolled up and she began to buck in yet another orgasm. Squealing at the top of her voice, " Jordan!! Andre!!" The one name she didn’t squeal, didn’t remember being mine – a fact which gave me a painful but exciting realization about how much further we’d come tonight.

We were on a journey.  A journey which had started with Victor and the website where we’d found him.  A journey which felt like it had jumped a universe or two in the last few hours as I’d finally watched Sasha fulfil my fantasy of sharing herself with two black lovers.

Their grunting thrusts finally topping off the scene as their two bare cocks spat and fired their juices deep into her body.  Andre, she knew – but Jordan, she’d never met him before tonight, but she was happy to take him bare, let him shoot his jizz deep into her body.  Things had come so far since those first few months with Victor when she’d acted restrained, forced him to wait.

~~~~~    

Before Andre and his cousin had arrived, Sasha had warned me of the price I’d have to pay for watching her in my MMF fantasy.  I’d have to agree to let them stay and have their way with Sasha for the whole weekend!

Addicted and out of control, of course I’d agreed. 

But when I’d agreed, Andre’s cousin had been a faceless being, only known in name. 

But now, as I left them to it – knowing the evening was still young and that the two young bulls had plenty of shots still left in their balls – the specter of Jordan loomed large in my mind as they told me that they needed some privacy.  Telling me I should give them a couple of hours alone – the late hour meaning this was code for, ‘We’ll see you in the morning’.

When I did see them in the morning, sleeping on her back, my wife was a used-up mess.  Sprawled naked on top of the bed covers between her two young black lovers, her hair was tangled and matted, dried sperm plastered over several parts of her face as well as in her long brown locks.

Sleeping on their fronts, the two young Ghanaians each had one dark arm possessively thrown over Sasha’s body – a body marked by multiple love bites on her chest, boobs and thighs, as well as more dried sperm.  The two young men obviously horny enough to have enough to plaster sizable deposits on both her face and thighs and belly.

The expression ‘well ridden and put away wet’ sprang to mind – my lovely wife showed all the signs of a prolonged, vigorous and no doubt extremely pleasurable fuck session with the two young Ghanaians.

I may have been banished from the bedroom (‘we need privacy to fuck her like the slut she is’), but as well as looking at her marked and weary body, I’d also heard all the sounds of their prolonged sex session.  But even so, seeing the evidence firsthand, seeing her sprawling there between their dark, muscled bodies in all her glory made a deep impression on me.  Making me think all over again just how far we’d come in this new lifestyle.

The rest of the weekend carried on in a similar fashion to the Friday night. 

Sometimes Sasha would be flouncing around the living room or kitchen, happily naked or barely clad, enjoying the lustful gazes of Jordan and Andre and even more enjoying the effects she had on their libido.

And then, every so often, one or both of them would either drag her off back to our bedroom – claimed as theirs for the weekend – or would take pleasure in fucking Sasha right in front of me.

It was probably not until Saturday mid-afternoon that Sasha and I finally got some alone time together, and to give her credit, it was my wife who initiated it, still only wearing her skimpiest undies as she sought me out in my den.

“Hi, baby … I found you,” she smiled, her joy genuine and deep.  “I finally managed to get away from their clutches … and I just wanted to check you’re still okay with all this … with everything that’s happening…”

She paused, looking nervously across at me … I could tell she had genuine concerns and that she wanted me to be okay and that it had taken quite an effort on her part to ask me the question, risking me blowing up or stopping it all.

“I mean, honey … your cock was hard … you seemed to be enjoying it, you even wanked yourself next to Jordan while he kept himself hard … and then I saw you rubbing the front of your pants earlier, when you thought I was asleep, when you were staring at my body …”

I gulped … I’d not noticed her slitted eyes watching me … but anyway, I decided I just had to be totally honest with her … and anyway, why wouldn’t I … this was a time for total transparency between a couple.

“Sash … baby, you got me right … I mean, some of what happened last night shocked me … and I’m guessing you’re as shocked as I am about how much you enjoyed it … how much we both enjoyed it … but you’re right, I did enjoy it … even if Jordan came on a little too strong sometimes … even if I didn’t appreciate being treated like that sometimes, but I’ll get through it … the main thing was that you enjoyed it and that I thought it was hot, really hot, watching you slutting yourself out so happily to the two young guys like that…”

Sasha blushed deep red at this last comment, biting her lip in embarrassment.

I think it was my use of the phrase ‘slutting yourself out’ – used by a husband in the cold light of day, not by a bull in the heat of passion – that made the residual part of Prof and Mrs. MacAlister’s daughter blush.

I nearly said, ‘two cocks in one pussy … fuck, honey, that was hot,’ but just about managed to stop myself in time, instead pulling her in for a huge hug and a reassuring, loving kiss.

“So, to be clear, honey … I’m fine … remember, this was my fantasy … to see you with two guys … remember how bummed I was when you got cold feet about Victor’s friend Dante?”

She blushed again … I could have kicked myself, but instead I just hugged her extra tight and tried a different angle.

“Honestly, honey … you looked like you were having as much fun as me, and those two young guys, you’ve got them wrapped around your little finger … they’re both so into you … even Jordan … I know he plays the big man … but I see the way he looks at you…”

She blushed again – but this was a good blush, a proud ‘are they really that into me’ blush … like most church-raised, conservative girls, however much all the outward signs say the world thinks they’re hot, there’s always a residual doubt implanted in their childhood years.

It was her turn to hug me, her freshly showered body and hair, the softness of her arms and skin making me ache with love for her, made me harden with desire for her.  But even if I wanted nothing more than to throw her down on the bed and make love to her … to reclaim her physically and emotionally … I knew we’d both get more of a buzz out of a different path.

“Fuck … I want you so much, baby,” I grinned, getting a mirrored smile in return, “but don’t you have a couple of young admirers waiting … ready and waiting to stretch that tight pussy of yours out a little more?”

The sound of her giggle was so sweet … made me feel so happy, made me feel so together with her, as I squeezed her ass and playfully cupped the gusset of her panties.

“I wonder if you’ll manage to fuck them dry?  After all, I know they’re young, virile and horny … but you have the natural advantage … you can keep on cumming and never go soft and floppy…”  Making sure to rub at her clit as I shared this last piece of wisdom.

She cupped my cheek, smiled mischievously and kissed my lips.  “What’s a girl to do?  Two horny young guys who, according to my hubby, are SO into me … and a hubby who’d rather watch than keep me to himself …”

And with that she gave me a last kiss and was gone.

~~~~~    

The sex games, sex sounds and general debauchery continued through the rest of Saturday with a real mix of times that Jordan and Andre – especially Jordan – wanted to keep Sasha all to themselves, and times when they wanted to show off to me.  Show off just how much Sasha seemed in thrall to them, how much she’d do whatever they asked and generally reveled in the way they made love to her and used her for their pleasure.

The culmination of all this coming on Saturday night when, right in the middle of our living room they repeated the double penetration of Sasha’s overstressed pussy.

Taunting me as Sasha squealed and sobbed through it – never once complaining and unable to stop herself from cumming over and over as they gave her more than twice the cock she’d ever experienced before this weekend.

“Look at her, hubby,” Jordan didn’t even use my real name, “she’s loving it … finally getting properly fulfilled … properly satisfied as a woman … such a slut, such a beautiful, sexy slut … she’ll never want white cock again after tonight … after the rest of this weekend…”

Inevitably, Saturday night ended up with them dragging Sasha into the privacy of our bedroom – ‘she’ll be shy, she needs to be alone to really let go when we go to town on her’ – which served as the epicenter of all kinds of sobs and squeals for more than three hours before things finally went quiet.


Chapter 4

Sunday was a weird and troubling day as an ‘emergency’ call from Sasha’s folks had me rushing across town to help them with some urgent problems they had with their heating system – an effective heating system not an optional extra in the middle of a Michigan winter.

(They only had two girls – Sasha and her elder sister Kate, and her husband was about as practical as a chocolate teapot, so it fell on yours truly – a Master’s qualified engineer – to fix anything that went wrong. 

In his younger years, Sasha’s dad (my engineering mentor at Michigan State) would have taken great pleasure in fixing it all himself.  But the last few years hadn’t been kind to him, chronic arthritis and dementia meaning it was on me, as the dutiful son-in-law, to fix anything that needed fixing. Otherwise, with the recent cold weather meaning the plumbers were all booked up, if we’d waited for one of them or my brother-in-law, both Sasha’s parents would have had icicles hanging off their noses before anything was done!

All of which is a long-winded way of saying I had to make the forty-minute drive down the I-94, leaving Sasha at home, alone with Jordan and Andre for the whole day.  The problems with her folks disobedient heating being so extreme that it required many hours of my engineer’s attention.

All day my brain was pulled in multiple directions. 

Trying to concentrate on the complicated and dog-eared manuals that Sasha’s dad had unearthed from the bottom of one of the many boxes where he hoarded stuff, as so many of his generation did. 

Trying to allocate part of my brain to answering the multiple and frequent fussing questions from my mom-in-law about what was going on in my life, and what was going on with Sasha.  A question that took my brain where my mind did and didn’t want to go.  Picturing an unending reel of lewd acts being performed by Sasha on her two new Ghanian friends – or more likely, acts being performed by them on her.

Hardly the kind of mental images you want playing through your frontal cortex as another part of your brain tries to answer your mother-in-law’s questions about her daughter’s work and social life.  The answers to most of which she already knew from her frequent chats with Sash – she was really just asking as a none too subtle segue enquiries into her number one, favorite topic. 

When might her daughter and I be ready to start a family?  Cynthia MacAlister doted on the two grandkids Sasha’s sister Kate had given her – little Phoebe and Adam, six and four respectively.  But with Kate having made clear no more grandkids were coming off her personal Michigan production line, Cynthia’s desire for additional grandkids to spoil had now become focused on Sasha and me.

“Honestly, mom … your guess is as good as mine … Sash really loves her job, you know that … so who knows?” I shrugged, trying to free a particularly stubborn radiator valve.

Of course, if I’d have shared what was really on my mind right now – how her precious daughter right now loved Andre and his cousin’s big black cocks even more than she loved working for the airline, I wouldn’t have been struggling with the heating system.  I’d have been summoning the paramedics!

This was my Sunday paradox – if I had to be away from my cheating, slutty wife, then the least my brain demanded was to be allowed to daydream and conjure pictures of Sasha’s body taking one or two big black cocks, as she was sandwiched between her two dark-skinned bulls, repeatedly cumming as she pleasured the two aggressive young Ghanaians.  But more often than not I was straining to focus on diagrams that seemed written in hieroglyphics or on Cynthia MacAllister’s latest line of questioning and manipulation.

~~~~~    

It was only just before midnight Sunday when I pulled into our drive.  Bouncing into the house, veins pumping, desperately hoping I’d find the three of them doing something I could watch and enjoy.

But I was frustrated and disappointed – the hour was so late that the three of them had again retired from the living room to the bedroom.  The door to the bedroom firmly shut, the sounds from within making clear they were doing anything but sleeping.

The only thing that gave me pleasure being the thought that they didn’t know I was back, that they didn’t know I was standing outside listening.

I could have knocked, I could have told them that I was back – but there was a strange, extra kinky pleasure from listening in secret – knowing that whatever sounds of pleasure I heard from my wife were genuine and not exaggerated for my pleasure.

~~~~~    

Monday started in a blind panic – I’d overslept and was booked on an early flight to Houston. 

I didn’t have the time to kiss Sasha a proper goodbye – but nor did I have the opportunity as the bedroom door was still firmly closed.  As she’d warned me before the whole weekend started, if I wanted to watch her two guys and wanted to watch her take Andre bare, I’d have to spend the weekend in the guest bedroom – which was exactly where I had spent Sunday night.  The sounds of rampant sex, Sasha climaxing over and over again as Andre and Jordan pumped her full of their jizz, had rung out until the early hours.

When I headed to the airport, the sounds may have stopped, but the door was still firmly closed!  I can’t say I hadn’t been warned … all just part of the game I’d elected to play.

All through Monday I was busy with meetings in Houston, and it was only after dinner with clients on Monday night that my mind turned off work topics and back to the question of what was happening back home. 

The eels in my stomach were really starting to squirm at the thought of what might be happening back in Michigan.  Wondering whether Sasha was pushing forward with part two of the price she’d negotiated for the weekend of fantasy realization I’d just enjoyed. 

‘You know you’re away for work two days this week … well, I was thinking that as I’m desk-based this week, it might be nice to spend the whole week in Wayne, with Andre … you know, to play happy families, mommies and daddies with Andre,’ had been how she’d put it. Knowing damned well I’d give her virtually anything to get my fantasy of her enjoying two big black cocks to come true.

Fuck!  Before Christmas, in those early, exciting first weeks of their affair that had started in November, she’d already spent many nights at Andre’s place, just three miles from the airport. 

But now she was going stratospheric – escalating to spend the whole week with him!  Including the Wednesday, Thursday, Friday when I’d be back from Houston – and all by my lonesome at our small family home an hour away from where she’d be with Andre.

The clients finally headed home to family, and as I sat at the bar nursing a nightcap beer, I couldn’t help but wonder if Sasha would push through with her plan – half promise, half threat.  Was she really going to spend the whole week with Andre?

Looking at my watch – eight p.m. – I pondered what to do?  Ring her – risking being ignored, or answered in a way that would leave me feeling even more jealous and insecure?  Or not ring her, leaving me in a land of limbo, tormented by all kinds of unanswered questions and fears?  Or a hybrid, in between solution – maybe texting her, to have some kind of answers to my questions, but without risking the possible slap in the face from an unsatisfactory interaction with my wife?

I felt my pulse start to quicken as I considered what to do … in the end, maybe inevitably, going with the high-risk, maximum contact option of a call with Sasha.  Since Friday, I’d felt so emotionally and physically remote from her that I desperately needed an infusion of ‘Sasha and Jason’ time – whatever the risk to my ego and pride.  (Although, if I was totally honest, this risk, this experience was a big part of the whole buzz for me.)

~~~~~    

“Hey, baby … how ya doing?” I asked breathlessly, my ear already tuned to hear any background noises which might indicate where or whom she was with.

“I’m good … how’s Houston, how were the meetings?”

What followed was five-minutes of painful angst, while I was forced to walk her through my day … all the time only caring about one thing … where was she, who was she with?

“Well, that’s me … how about you?  Are you at home?”

I held my breath, feeling decidedly schizophrenic about the answer I hoped to hear.

“At home?  I’m at home … sure … but which home did you mean … who’s home?” she teased.  I could almost picture the teasing smile on her face.  The last few months – ever since the seven months since she’d ended with Victor – had reminded her how much angst and jealousy were part of the game for me.

I paused, taking a deep breath, the alcohol nearly had me saying something I’d regret.

“Baby, you know, you can be a real tease when you set your mind to it.”

Boy, did I want to say so much more!  But she got the message.

“So, are you at Andre’s place … like you said … or are you at OUR home?”

There!  She’d forced me to spell it out, adding to my sense of submission and embarrassment.

Maybe I should have been angrier – but thinking back, from all that time with Victor, this was the game she knew I loved to play.  An angst she knew I loved to wallow in.

“What do you think?” she teased again.  I could almost picture her twirling and sucking at her long brown locks as she tormented me again.

“Honey,” I replied, just about controlling my ire, “I’m playing nice, don’t push me…  what is it you want from me, baby?  Do you want me to say that I absolutely do think you’re around at Andre’s as you love his big black cock and love the way he doms and bulls you … forcing you to be the naughty, dirty girl that’s the opposite of what you were taught?”

“Oh, I love it when you talk dirty, baby,” she chuckled.  “I have such a smart, loving husband, so right in how he deconstructs and analyses the situation … so, to put you out of your misery, honey … yes, I’m round at Andre’s … I got in from work a couple of hours ago and we’ve already fucked twice … I was going to cook for him, but he insisted we order in … he doesn’t want any ‘distractions’ is how he put it…”

I could feel my pulse really racing now.  The demons in my soul getting strength and encouragement from the words Sasha was saying, from the picture she was painting.

“Can I watch?”

“What?  Watch when the pizza arrives?  I never knew that was your thing … watching people eat … what’s that called, does that even have a name?”

“Sash … I’m playing nice…”

“Sorry, babe … yes, you can watch … I’ll run it by Andre, but I’m sure I can find a way to persuade him…”

‘Oh fuck, so now she was going to bribe him with sexual favors so I could be allowed to watch.’  A mental picture of my wife on her knees fellating the aggressive young Ghanian projected ten-foot high in my head.

~~~~~    

“Hey, Jason!  How ya doin’?”

It was less than an hour later.  Obviously, their main had arrived and been consumed, and now they were moving onto dessert.  Dessert accompanied by a FaceTime call to the absent, cucked husband.

As he engaged me in inane pleasantries, the camera panned away from his dark features so I was given a full-length portrait view of him casually seated while Sasha knelt between his splayed thighs, head nestled six-to-nine inches above his groin as she hoovered up and down on his over-sized cock.

The set-up, the call was designed as a sexual spectacle, but it had its real power from the enthusiasm with which my wife was working on the young Ghanian’s cock.  That enthusiasm wasn’t posed or faked – it was one-hundred-percent genuine … and then the rest!

“Who’d have thought it, Jase?  All those months when I was bugging you so much … so hungry for Sash … and now, here we are … roles reversed, you begging me to be allowed to watch!”

Fucker!  He had me, I couldn’t deny the truth in what he was saying.  How the tables had been turned.

“She really loves it, you know … today, tonight, the whole weekend … she really needs it now … fuck, your whore wife was insatiable this weekend … really slutty … couldn’t get enough of Jordan and my big black cocks…”

He was grinning at me, taunting me with mock friendliness as the camera showed both his face and the spot two and a half foot lower where my beautiful air stewardess wife was on her knees lovingly applying oral worship to the over-sized cock of the wealthy young Ghanian, ten years her junior. 

Her painted red lips stretched wide as she suckled at his meat stick.  The hungry, horny look on her face telling me she couldn’t wait for him to do what came next – to throw her on the bed and ram that huge male member in and out of her body, making her scream and shout through numerous climaxes until he fulfilled nature’s purpose by shooting his seed deep into her pussy.  Now that Sasha had grown comfortable taking Andre’s cock bare – a development that had happened much more quickly than with Victor – this was the only way the next stage of their sex games could ever end.

This ‘chat’ with Andre – complete with accompanying visuals - was the last of the exaggerated, ‘for the audience’, posed action as, just as I’d predicted, Andre became tired of playing his mind games with me and pulled Sasha to her feet.  Seconds later she’d been thrown back onto the bed and the young Ghanian was teasing her into submission.  I was now forgotten, all of his attention was focused on her, as he teased her clit and the entrance to her pussy with his bloated cockhead.

“Please, Andre … please, put it in … fuck, stop toying with me … I need you inside me…”

“Okay … but tell me who’s better … me or Jason?”

“Please, Andre … please, don’t force me … just put it in…”

He continued to swirl his exaggerated pink glans around the top of her pussy, tormenting her clit and teasing her entrance that was about to be filled … but this was all just gamesmanship…

“Tell me, Sash … I deserve to hear the truth … you know how hot I am for you … you’ve known that since day one … better, what you prefer?  Or do you want to go home?”

The bastard pushed it in just an inch, then withdrew.  “Come on, Sash… the truth, that’s all…”

A momentary stand-off. 

Then she caved.  He’d pushed in two inches, then stopped.  The threat clear from his static hips, his shallow depth and the stern, unyielding look from him to her.

“You bastard, Andre … okay, yes … yes, you’re better … better than Jason … better than my husband … happy now?” she spat, full of anger.  She’d said similar with Victor – but that was a long time ago, a long time in the past.  With a man who’d had no interest in stealing my beautiful wife away from me.  This felt very different, with a man who exuded an arrogant sense of self-entitlement.  A man whose family acquired and conquered people and things.  Ever since our first connections, I’d had the feeling Sasha was in part a trophy to him. 

‘Rich young African comes to America … makes good … gets himself beautiful, sexy air stewardess … converts her to black cock … steals her away from pedestrian hometown boy…’

That’s how my fevered imagination saw him playing the newsreel in his head as he started building up speed, using his long and fat black cock to play my wife like a virtuoso violinist plays a Stradivarius.  I could see the sinews in her limbs almost imperceptibly tighten in anticipation of the waves of pleasure that were to come, that were already lapping at her nerve endings as the young Ghanian went deeper and fucked her with more and more force and intent.

“This what you wanted, baby?  This what you needed?  What hubby can’t give you?  What you need from me?”

“Mmmm … mmm,” she answered, eyes closed, arms and legs now wrapped around her macho young lover – now that she’d got him, got what she desperately craved, she had no intention of letting him go, of letting him pull out that large cock of his until they’d both finished.

“Yeah … yeah, cum for me, Fly Girl … cum for me … milk my cock … take my African cum, make me a beautiful black and white baby…”

I knew it was all just shit-talking and I knew Sasha was safely on the pill, but it was still scarily exciting, testing and breaking so many taboos.  A muscular, well-endowed young black man from the other side of the world fucking and threatening to impregnate a beautiful and conservatively raised white woman.  So many taboos!  So hot, so erotic.  So many things we shouldn’t have been doing!  

“Fuck, yes … mmm … oh yes, shit … so good … oh, baby, oh, Andre … you’re killing me … so deep, so big … yes baby…”  She just carried on babbling, her body laid open, shoulders back, boobs pushed up for his attention as she lay back and let him do whatever the fuck he wanted to do to her, loving every moment.  Until finally he clamped her tighter, slammed his lips onto hers as tight as he could, Sasha willingly giving herself to the moment, as he screamed and thrust extra hard.

I couldn’t see it, but from the savage way his ass slammed into Sasha, from the way she squealed and dug her nails into his ass, I knew he was inseminating her yet again.  It was only Monday – Friday had been her first time to take him bare, but I couldn’t help but wonder how many loads he’d shot into my wife’s tight pussy in the last few days.  Never mind the extra loads his even more aggressive cousin Jordan had added to this potent mix.

~~~~~    

Five minutes later, they’d cuddled and recovered enough to remember that I was still live and on the line.

“Hey, Jace … forgot you were there … had my mind on other things,” he taunted, “anyway, that’s enough for tonight … see you Saturday, when I drop Sash back home…”

And with that he and Sasha were gone, leaving me staring at a blank screen.

Fuck, it was going to be a very long week.  Me away, and then back but pining for my wife.  Suffering (and enjoying!) the torment of knowing she was just an hour away.  But that (temporarily, I hoped) she craved more of the company of her young black lover than she craved time with the man who’s been her husband for the last eight years of her life.

Everything had moved on so quickly from their first meeting in November.  My mind conjuring a picture of a planet inexorably sucked into the dark, foreboding center of a black hole – no manner of effort or intent able to interfere with unstoppable, irresistible forces.

I just had to hope this was all still just a game we were playing – that things hadn’t moved from game into the dangerous realm of real life, real relationships and real futures.


Chapter 5

2010 January

“Bye, baby … see you soon!”

These were the words I heard from Sasha, Saturday mid-afternoon as she blew a kiss towards the windshield of Andre’s car as he reversed out of our drive.

“Hey, babe,” she beamed as she turned and saw me standing in the doorway, “missed me?”

Where had the girl raised by my mentor and his wife gone?  I guess I shouldn’t have been surprised.  All those months playing with Victor, all my encouragement, and now a new, well hung young lover who couldn’t get enough of my beautiful wife.  If these weren’t the ingredients to supercharge her self-confidence and libido, then I don’t know what was!

“When you get inside, I’ll show you just how much I missed you!”

“Mmm … just what a girl wants to hear … though I am a little tired out … you know, what with my boyfriend being so young … and well, being so ‘blessed’…” she grinned, crooking her little finger in a manner designed to make a loving but unflattering comparison between our relative dimensions.

I wasn’t going to take no for an answer and as soon as the door was closed and the neighbors excluded, I was pawing at her clothes, looking deep into her eyes, kissing her with a hunger I’d never known before, not even in our first months together.

“Wow, where did that come from,” she smiled as I finally had to break for air.  “If that’s how you greet me, maybe I should spend the week with Andre more often.”

“Don’t even think about it,” I replied, urgently pulling at her bra straps, pulling at her panties, attacking her boobs before I kissed my way south.  “Your all mine until I decide otherwise … I don’t care how big his cock is, or how much he wants you, or how often he can fuck you … your mine … ‘til death us do part.”  And with that I was pushing upward and into a pussy that had become accustomed to a much larger, much darker cock these last few weeks.  A thought that excited me and made me work extra hard to win my wife’s approval and pleasure.

~~~~~    

If Sasha’s return on Saturday had been an occasion of excitement and a strange, twisted happiness for both of us – Sunday morning was an altogether more painful and challenging affair.  We’d fucked once on her return and made love twice – the last time being just after midnight after we’d enjoyed a romantic candlelit meal at home matched up with a newly released Romcom starring with two of Sasha’s favorite actors –Ben Affleck and Jennifer Aniston, great in the movie and in real life, both bywords for complicated relationships. 

An irony that only became clear on Sunday morning when I was lying in bed, lazing and feeling very happy with my lot when Sasha came storming into the bedroom, waterworks streaming.

“It’s all over … I can’t do this anymore … I can’t, I just can’t…” she declared, throwing herself face down onto the bed.

“Honey?” I asked, totally confused.  No answer forthcoming, I just hugged her, pulled her to me, felt her sobbing tears dampening my chest.  She’d speak when she was ready.

Ten minutes later, she was finally ready and wanting to tell me what it was all about – sniffing and sniveling her way through some kind of explanation.

“It’s all over, it’s finished … I can’t do it anymore … she’s suspicious, I don’t think she believed my explanation.”

Slowly, ever so slowly things became clearer.

“It was Friday night, after you came back from Houston … she saw me, she saw us … Kate saw me, saw me out with Andre … out grabbing coffee … she saw us close, too close, and I’m not sure she believed my explanation,” she sobbed.

I forced her to dry her eyes, slow down and tell me in a way I could understand.  Apparently, she’d just had a long call with her elder sister Kate who’d seen her and Andre sitting in a far too intimate posture in a window seat in one of the coffee shops in west Detroit. 

Kate had been returning from visiting a friend and had been totally shocked to see her only sister sitting in a coffee shop, gazing across the table, hands clasped together with a man who most definitely wasn’t her brother-in-law. 

A man a decade or so younger than her who wasn’t even from the same ethnic group – an observation that didn’t escape the attention and comment of my sister-in-law who’d always been distinctly WASPish in her tendencies, despite her best efforts to mask it.

“I told her Andre’s just a friend from work, that he’s going through relationship troubles, that I’m just acting like a big sister to him as he’s got no family here … that you know all about it, that you’re cool with it … but I’m not sure she believes me,” she blurted out.

Before the killer.  “Honey, I’m worried she’s going to talk to Mom and Dad, I need you to talk to her … tell her what I said is true, that there’s nothing funny going on here…”

~~~~~    

That was just the first salvo in an increasingly complicated situation.

I did speak to Kate as Sasha requested – an irony that wasn’t lost on me, but that was just the start of it.

I’m not sure Kate totally believed me, but nor did she feel confident or assertive enough to call me or Sasha out as liars.  I think she gave us the benefit of the doubt, but retained her suspicions.

I can’t prove it, but I’m pretty sure that her sister’s suspicions acted as a catalyst on some of Sasha’s own reservations – that until now had lain dormant at the back of her mind, pushed down and outweighed by the adrenaline rush she was enjoying from her new relationship with Andre.

These misgivings came spilling out about two hours after she’d sobbed into my chest, after she’d taken herself of for a walk around the block to clear her head.

“So much of what’s been happening seems wrong … I can’t believe you pushed me to do this … allowed me to get sucked in so far, so deep…”

‘Excuse me!  So this was on me!  I’d been the one pushing her to do what was apparently now eating away at her newly alive sense of morality.’

“The way they slapped me … called me a slut … called me other names.”  She couldn’t bring herself to say it.  “The way they fucked me.”  Her shame too strong, she couldn’t bring herself to say that she’d not only allowed their two black cocks to fuck her pussy at the same time, but that she’d actually enjoyed it.

I could have tried to gently make her face reality, face what had actually happened – but one look into Sasha’s eyes and I could see she was nowhere near ready for such a splash of cold water in the face.  Honesty and reality would have to wait for another day, my job now was to do nothing more than triage – to get her through the shock of a younger sister conservatively-raised thinking her wayward actions were at risk of being exposed to her suspicious sister and church-going parents.

The other thing that went hand in glove with helping Sasha through these next difficult days was my own introspection.  It started with me beating myself up about my liking for the things we were doing, but slowly morphed into a more balanced set of self-criticisms.  Less about enjoying our games (everyone has sexual desires, some more warped than others), more about letting things go too far.  Ultimately, I looked in the mirror and decided that was what I’d done wrong – I’d not stepped in and slowed things down.  Been the voice of reason and moderation to balance Sasha’s out of control desires and infatuation.

~~~~~    

‘It’s an ill wind that blows nobody any good.’

That age old saying was certainly true for me.  Over the next few weeks, I lost the bittersweet pleasure of watching Sasha having sex with Andre.  But the flipside was that I got to have more time together with the wonderful woman I loved.

And, honestly, having been deprived of her company so much over the last few weeks because of the intensity of her new relationship with Andre, I loved the extra time with Sasha more than I can even begin to describe.

But a few weeks later I walked into our home one evening to overhear a conversation which I guess shouldn’t have surprised me.

“Okay, but we have to be really, really careful … and I’m still not totally sure … you’ll be back in Ghana soon … this is my home, my life … I can’t afford to take chances like you…”

That was early evening on Friday night, and an hour later Andre was picking Sasha up to take her somewhere private and discreet – his place I guess, but I wasn’t sure.  My wife only being returned to me – with a big smile on her face – midway through the next day.

~~~~~    

The re-starting of Andre and my wife’s relationship lasted a couple of weeks – a couple of weeks where I think I saw Sasha for maybe half of the nights I was home.  And I wasn’t travelling for work, so you can get an idea of how happy she was to ‘wet her beak’ again, in the Afro-Caribbean trough otherwise known as Andre and the confident, big-cocked way he fucked and satisfied my wife.

But after a couple of weeks, their relationship hit another speed bump.  A speed bump we hit together.

It was a Friday night and Andre was round at our place – Sasha knew I wanted the chance to watch and had hooked him with the promise of a whole weekend round at our place with her.  They’d already had rampant sex twice, with me on the margins watching and wanking, and Andre had gotten careless.  He was walking around in our guest room talking on the phone, thinking we weren’t listening.

“Look, I’m begging you … please don’t tell your dad, or your sister … come on, bro’s pact … you’ve seen her … you’ve fucked her … she’s beautiful, sexy … I’m just sowing my wild oats … you can get that … don’t tell me you didn’t do the same thing when you were over here … I’m begging you, please don’t tell them … I really love your sister … our two families are better together … it’s good for you, food for me … we’re the next generation … don’t let a little fling screw that up…”

There was then a prolonged silence, with only the occasional grunt or affirmative from Andre as Sasha and I silently stood in the doorway, letting what we’d just heard slowly sink in.  What Andre said next sealing and making certain the nature of the conversation Sasha wanted to have next.

“Okay, bro … I get you, it won’t be easy … she’s been a bit weird lately … something to do with her sister … family shit, you know what these Americans are like … I’ll try and arrange another fuck session like that weekend…”  Then he chuckled, less stressed, remembering the fun they’d had.  “I know … it was sweet, I’ll try my best … but no promises, she’s gone a bit weird since that thing with her sister … back to ya tomorrow.”

Th next moment was like one of those ultra slow-mo moments from Hollywood.  Andre pressing his screen to kill the call, turning to his left, expecting nothing more than walking back into the bedroom to find a horny and hungry Sasha submissively awaiting his big black cock.

Only, instead of that he was face-to-face with a stern-faced husband and a super-pissed, super-aggressive Sasha.  Putting on her best ‘I’m in control here’ air stewardess face, only magnified up by a factor of ten by the intensity of the anger she was feeling.

“What the fuck!!!” she shouted, “and don’t even think of trying any bullshit answer … you’re smart or sharp enough to pull it off!  You’re a spoilt little kid … me, I was raised by a professor who taught me to smell bullshit at a thousand paces … so you better tell me the truth right now … otherwise I’ll be calling in connections at Homeland Security to have you and your balls sent on separate flights back to Ghana!  Spill…”

He may have been a spoilt scion of a rich African family, but Andre had enough commonsense to recognize that his race was run.  That lying or evasion was pointless.  Explaining that a quasi-arranged marriage to Jordan’s sister Afi had been arranged six months ago.  And that when her big brother Jordan was passing through, and found out about Sasha through a friend of a friend, he’d blackmailed Andre into arranging a threesome so that he’d also get to fuck the beautiful American air stewardess.

From the crestfallen look on Andre’s face, both Sasha and I knew he was telling the truth.  My anger just being a small fraction of what Sasha felt.  Feeling totally betrayed and used, I felt myself subconsciously pull back an inch or so, knowing Sasha was about to unload.

“So, you’re engaged … engaged to a woman who knows nothing about the games you’re playing!”  Her look to him was withering, a look that said ‘I don’t care how rich you are, I don’t care what your culture is, that’s not how you treat women in the modern world.’

And before Andre, showing all his immaturity, had even had the chance to think about answering Sasha, she was unloading the second barrel – a much more personal barrel.

“So, let’s get this straight,” she said, preparing to fire his own words back at him only with compound interest.  “I’m some kind of pawn in your game?  A sexual favor to be traded, traded without my knowledge, to get you off the hook with your brother-in-law … a fuck-a-dope favor to keep you just the right side of the blackmail line … until, like tonight, he says he wants more?”

Andre’s jaw had dropped through the floor by this point.  In his heart, he knew the game was up.  But gamely he tried a little more.

“Babe, it’s not like that … I really do care … Jordan just gets carried away a bit …”

“Get the fuck out … get the fuck out of my house .. before I call Homeland, call in my dad’s connections …. Have your sorry ass thrown into Guantanamo!”

He may have been young and dumb, but he had enough sense to know his best option was grabbing his clothes and running for the exit.


Chapter 6

The next few weeks and months were rocky.  The fiery passion between Sasha and her aggressive, well-hung young lover had burned so bright – it was inevitable that such an abrupt and traumatic ending would lead to all kinds of difficulties.

Difficulties mainly for Sasha – but as any husband knows, that inevitably meant problems for me.

At first, pre-occupation with work (they’d moved her to a mix of domestic and now international flights) and her on-going, residual anger with Andre helped her power through.  But as things became a little less hectic at work, and her anger went from roaring flames to simmering embers, then the issues really started.

Sasha’s missing of the amazing sex she’d had with Andre was becoming a constant, daily itch.  It made her frequently very irritable and, although she normally tried to hide it, in those early weeks it made her dissatisfied and frustrated with our own love making.

Having witnessed so often what she was now having to do without, at the logical, human level I could hardly blame her for this frustration.  But of course, at the personal level if left me feeling embarrassed and hurt – not to mention being fearful that she might do something rash or foolish.  Either with another guy, or even with Andre – however mad at him she was, this wasn’t a possibility I could totally discount.

And on the days she wasn’t burning up with unfulfilled sexual needs, she’d often swing in the other direction – beating herself up for behaving in such an out of control and wanton fashion.

Just a couple of times – both within a single week in June – I grasped the nettle and decided to push past her reticence to talk about the whole Andre thing.

“I’m over it … it’s totally finished now, I don’t want any part of that lifestyle ever again,” she said with a sureness which I found a little off-putting, like she was trying to sound so certain more for her own benefit, rather than mine.  Like she wasn’t convinced that she wouldn’t succumb to temptation sometime in the future if one of the many hunky black guys she met in her professional life made a move on her.

The second conversation, just a couple of days later, ended less well.  It had been clear to me she was suffering especially bad doubts about her own behavior, and I was stupid enough to try and make her feel better about herself.

“Honey … plenty of people do stuff like we did … it doesn't make you a terrible or immoral person.”

I was immediately hit by the most withering of looks.  “You would say that, wouldn’t you!  All along, you’ve been egging me on … first the advert … then Victor … then talking to Andre for all those weeks when I’d told you I was done with it … I mean, what kind of normal husband … what kind of normal man does that?  Wouldn’t a normal man just be more than happy with this?” she asked, waving her hand top to bottom down her sexy body.  “Most men would kill for what you have, Jason … but you wouldn’t be happy, would you … so now I have to pay the price…”

‘A slightly one-eyed, view of the facts, of history?’  A one-eyed, squinting, wearing ‘dark glasses’ view of history, a history re-written … but from the look on her face, I knew there was no point arguing it out.  That would have to wait for another day.

~~~~~    

That day I bit by tongue – making a mental note to talk about the topic of what we’d done with either Victor or Andre until Sasha was in a better place – a place where she could be more honest and objective about her own feelings and what had actually happened.

Instead, I determined to try and make things better through love, romance and patience.  It had worked and been effective after she and Victor had split up.

But even though I’m normally an optimist, I knew the break with Victor was in many ways less bad.  Yes, Sasha’s affair with him had lasted nearly two years – but she’d been the one to end things as they were naturally petering out.

And Victor-Sasha had never burned so bright as her relationship with Andre.  With Andre the relationship and the sex had developed much more quickly – she agreed to overnights and unprotected sex much earlier in their affair, a sure sign of the depths of her feelings, and she’d also spent a huge amount of time with him before the incident with her sister had put a break on things.

Many times, these thoughts nearly overcame my optimism, but I stuck to my plans and kept up the foot rubs, unscheduled meals out and trips shopping or to the movies – together with the best, gentle, Sasha centric love making my imagination could conjure.  (Mixed in of course with some decidedly raunchy, down and dirty sex when I sensed that was what we needed.)

Slowly things improved and by summertime we were in a much better place.

~~~~~    

September 2010

“Found you, found you!” he squealed. 

Now a ‘big boy’ of four, loving Kindergarten, our nephew Adam was hugely excited to have spotted his Auntie’s size elevens poking out from behind the curtains.  His excitement briefly getting the better of him, “You’re no good at this game, Auntie Sasha … can you try harder? It’s no fun with you…”

He had a point, Auntie Sasha loved our time with Adam and his sister Phoebe, but she’d just returned from one of her new international flights and she was dog-tired, a mix of length of flight and jet lag.

“Excuse me, young man,” his hyper-strict mom interjected, Sasha’s big sister Kate believed in the strictest politeness between her overactive kids and any grown-ups.  Admonishment given and received, lightening the moment to make us smile again.

“After all, Adam … it’s not Auntie Sasha’s fault she’s got huge feet … not everyone can be blessed with the kind of dainty, lady-like Cinderella feet your mommy has.”  Words which made us all smile and laugh, Adam and his sister Phoebe dissolving in fits of giggles at their mommy’s naughty fun-poking words at their Auntie.  As siblings themselves, they intuitively loved the joy of one sibling poking a stick through the bars of the other.

Her injection of humor a blessed relief after a very different attitude between big sister and little sister in those first few weeks after she spotted Sasha out holding hands and altogether too physically close to the young black man who most definitely wasn’t little sister’s husband.

But as the weeks had passed and Kate’s suspicions had waned, things had slowly returned to normal in the wider MacAllister family.  All threats and fears that big sister might tell their parents what she’d seen and what she feared receding into the distance.

Now it was all just a memory – at least as far as Kate and their sisterly relationship – and we were back as always welcome members back in her family home.

~~~~~    

Five minutes later we’d said our goodbyes and were enjoying a nostalgic, hand in hand stroll around the neighborhood where Sasha had grown up.

The last few months had been difficult.  With Andre, the fire had burned so bright, the ending and withdrawal symptoms were bound to be painful.  But finally, just over six months after their final, fiery outburst, Sasha was now in a place where she could talk about it with only limited anguish.

It was a beautiful, late summer afternoon and there were plenty of people enjoying the late afternoon sun.

We passed a house where three young children were playing with the family dog – a golden labrador that was nearly as tall as them, and certainly weighed more.  But despite this disparity, it was the happiest of scenes, a breed with almost guaranteed good behavior, only too happy to play along with the young, shrieking children.  Seemingly considered the young humans a part of his pack, his tail wagging with excitement as he and the squawking children bounced around with endless happiness.

Sasha’s eyes lit up – she squeezed my hand and looked at me with the same love and happiness as the little kids.  “You know, my friend Molly lived there … she had a dog just like that one, only a black lab, she got to choose his name … Sooty … Mom and Dad never let us have a dog, so Sooty became my adopted dog … used to walk him, parade him around their garden on his leash, pretending he was my pony…”

Fifty yards later we were looking into another front yard, onto a scene that sparked less happy memories.  It was a house which seemed occupied by students – four young men sat in the front yard on sun loungers, chilling and drinking beer.  Like many of MSU’s students, from their accents it was clear the four young men were international students.  One of the two flags flying from the flagpole in the yard indicating that they were from Ghana.  The flag, their loud, happy conversation making Sasha wince with pain, the pain of memories.

“You miss him, don’t you!”

Even a month ago, I’d have let it pass.  (I still shuddered when I recalled how painful it had been when I’d twice tried to force conversations back in June.)  No point to press down on a painful, weeping and bruised wound.  But Sasha was finally at the point were talking was catharsis.

“Yeah, I do … I do miss him,” she admitted, eyes locked on mine, her facial muscles slightly tightening with the memory of the pain.  “I fell for him pretty hard … you must have seen that too, but you seemed okay with it … even maybe excited … certainly did nothing to hold me back…”

It wasn’t said as accusation - just an honest truth, between two people who’d shared their lives for one decade, and who expected to share for many decades more.

“You’re not wrong,” squeezing her hand by way of non-verbal apology, “I guess we both lost our way a little!”  She squeezed back, her smile warming rather than stressed now, as I sensed she really wanted to open and share.

“You know, honey … I did fall hard for him … all that rich boy charisma and confidence … the way he just took what he wanted … I guess girls are just hard-wired to like that caveman, take-charge thing…”

“The way he fucked you?” I offered helpfully.

“Yes, the way he fucked me,” she smiled back, remembering, so different to her angry, accusatory tone when we’d discussed the same topics just three months ago back in June. “I miss the way he manhandled me, threw me around … and that cock … oh baby, that cock … that cock and his dark, dark chocolaty skin…”

Now she was really lost in the memories.  “Ahem … I am still here, you know … you know, Mister normal-cocked husband … you know, the gentle, tender lover you get to make love to every night … your daily runaround…”

I had her back … her smile a wonderful, beaming thing as she leaned across and kissed me softly, squeezing my hand again.  “I know, and what would I do without my ever loving, ever faithful husband,” she grinned.

We exchanged small, tender kisses – me to her, her back to me – we were on the block, in polite society, so limited ourselves accordingly as we turned to start strolling again, careful to keep our voices down as our conversation wasn’t one for public ears.

“You know, honey, I get real angry when I think how he used me towards the end … with Jordan, his so called ‘cousin’ … it felt just like with Victor … I felt used, used and then spat out … and that thing with Jordan, it almost felt rehearsed, like they’d done that with other girls before me … like I was just another notch on their bedposts…”

Her eyes told me she was back there, but this wasn’t wistful reminiscence, her voice was full of bile and acid, full of anger even all these months later. 

Not a time for me to invite her to consider just how much she’d loved that sordid weekend of debauchery when Andre and Jordan had used her like a piece of meat, nothing more than a sex toy for them to do with as they wished.  Living out all their rich, spoilt fantasies of what African men can do with a beautiful, classy white woman. 

No, inviting Sasha to honestly reflect on this would have to wait until a few months more had pushed under the bridge.

Even thinking about this made me feel guilty about how, burned up with my own desires, I’d encouraged her to push aside her own misgivings and let Andre and Jordan both fuck their big cocks in and out of her pussy at the same time.

What claptrap had I come up with when she’d squealed and questioned what they were doing … ‘It’s okay, honey … just go with it … enjoy it … let them use you … you know this is what you’ve wanted all along,’ or some such. 

Fuck!  I’d been full of crap.  Not crap in the sense of being wrong – she did enjoy it – but full of crap in the sense I’d not acted as a husband and best friend should, acting on her internal doubts … my own selfish desires had been too strong, so I’d conspired with the two young Ghanaians to push her past her boundaries and into scary new places.

As we walked, just for a few moments we were each lost in our own thoughts, before – as if she had read my last thoughts – Sasha piped up.

“You know, hun … when we started this whole thing, I remember one of my biggest fears was what if friends and family had found out … I mean, I remember thinking they’d totally disown me, think I was the biggest slut to ever work this earth…”

There was a ‘but coming’ … despite all our years together, I was still taken by surprise when she finally finished…

“But, hun, even though that nearly did happen, and I’d have been mortified … I AM glad we did what we did … it undid a lot of the negative garbage Mom and Dad taught me about sex … there’s nothing wrong with what we did … I enjoyed it … you loved it … we did it together and no one got really hurt … and sex and enjoying sex is just part of how we’re put together … so even though I’m still mad at Andre, I don’t regret a moment of what we did … even that crazy weekend with him and Jordan … life’s for the living … I don’t want to do it again, but I’m glad we tried all that stuff,” she beamed lovingly at me, a very different outcome to the last time we’d discussed this stuff.

“I get it,” I smiled back, “it’s something you tried, liked and have gotten out of your system … so even though you liked it, it’s no longer something you crave or need.”

“Exactly,” she replied, although there was something just a little off, a little less sure than when she’d earlier said she was over it all.  Making me wonder myself, making me think maybe we needed to probe a little bit further just how over it she really was.  Although how ready either of us still were for such a deep and challenging conversation about my wife’s real needs was open to debate.

~~~~~    

Bearing in mind how hard that conversation might have been, maybe it was for the best I never got a chance to probe more on this, as that part of the conversation had to draw to a rapid close as we turned the corner and nearly bumped right into a stroller – a stroller pushed by a young couple not dissimilar in age to us.

“Oops … sorry…” we apologized.

“No worries, us as much as it was you,” the stroller pushers replied, obviously so happy with the joys of their situation that nothing short of a full-on collision was going to move them out of their little bubble of joy.

A short chat about how cute the twins in the stroller – a boy Craig and a girl Chloe- was followed by the obligatory ‘have a nice day now’ as we each continued on our ways.

But this time I wasn’t surprised by what came out of Sasha’s mouth when we were safely out of earshot.

“I wonder if that will be us before too much longer…”

A thought that’s never far from the minds of a couple like us – raised by two family-minded sets of parents, our biological clocks ticking as we moved from our early to our mid-thirties.

“You know, honey,” she continued, “when I see couples like that, it makes me really glad that we’re back in our happy, safe, normal world … a world of all kinds of possibilities … kids … happy families … who knows, maybe it really will be us like that couple before too much longer…”

It wasn’t an unpleasant thought – certainly one day, before too much longer.  And certainly, trying for kids with a woman as beautiful as my Sasha would be something that would put a smile on any man’s face.

But I still reckoned we had a year or two to achieve what we’d planned for our careers before we switched focus to the pitter-patter of tiny feet.

But what I didn’t know was that, having supposedly turned our backs on the world of internet hookups, it would be our careers which would throw the next spanner in any plans we had for a return to normalcy.


Chapter 7

2010 Late October

Despite my own religious upbringing – not dissimilar to Sasha’s, but maybe not so extreme – I don’t think I’d ever really believed in ‘the power’s above’, ‘the big man upstairs’, ‘the G-man’ as someone who reached down and interfered in the lives of mere mortals like Sasha and I.

Well, I don’t think I’d believed in it until a fateful Sunday night in late October, when I’d headed to the airport – not to pick-up Sasha – but to meet one of the senior managers of one of our most important clients, a Frenchman named Patrice, who was new in the role and who was travelling to the US for the express purpose of running the slide rule over us.

It was my first time to meet him.  He was new and I’d only had two brief calls to make arrangements for his upcoming one week stay.  So you can imagine my surprise when the man who walked towards my ‘Patrice Fofana’ upheld card was a large, slightly mature black gentleman.

“Jason?”

“Mr. Fofana?”

“Patrice, please … Jason,” he beamed as he warmly shook my hand, shaking it as if he was either incredibly glad to finally be on Terra Firma or as if he was trying to see how easy it is to separate an arm from a ball and socket joint.

One the phone he’d sounded severe and hyper business-like, but here in the flesh, he came across as much more human, much more the kind of guy with whom I could achieve my boss’s directive.

‘Look, Jason … I can’t overstate the importance of Mr. Fofana’s visit … it’s 2010 and the whole economy’s tanking … Mr. Fofana’s got a reputation as a real rottweiler, he’s looking to make a name for himself and his company accounted for twenty-precent of our sales in H1, and we need that to continue if we’re to have any chance of avoiding major retrenchments.’ 

I remember the look my boss had given me when he’d dropped that little bombshell – how could I not!  It was a look designed to both encourage and frighten – implying those retrenchments would likely include me or people close to me.  What better way to get performance out of a subordinate?

As we chatted about the normal vacuous pleasantries – how were the flight/food/rest on the plane, delete as applicable – I took in the essence of the man I’d be playing host to for the next one week. 

The first thing that made an impression on me was the sheer sense of power emanating from the man.  His hair was cut close, the normal tight curls of someone of African DNA, but it showed a slight greying that matched the aging showing through his skin, putting him at around fifty I’d reckon.

But the greying, the signs of age which put him at around twenty years older than me, did absolutely nothing to diminish the sense of force and vigor that seemed to naturally radiate from the man.  Partly a function of his six-foot, barrel-chested stature, and partly just the energy and uncompromising drive he threw off – even when he was at his most sociable and polite.

Given this man would be part of our lives for the next week, and given our history with two other powerfully motivated black men – I was just about keeping my head emotionally above water when life stabbed a lung-puncturing stiletto straight through my ribs.

He might be here to mandate cost savings on suppliers, but Patrice – a senior VP for a French-based global behemoth - had obviously flown First Class. Because, just five minutes after he’d shaken my hand, I heard the voices of the next tranche of fliers.  The tranche that gets to use the express lane through immigration and customs, because they’re the ultimate frequent fliers – the aircrew.  And one voice in amongst their excited ‘we’re finished … rest, finally’ chatter, there was one voice I’d recognize anywhere.

Only, this voice wasn’t chatting to the other voice I recognized – my wife’s best friend and fellow air stewardess Lisa.  No, the first voice I’d recognized – the one whose life I’d shared these last ten years – was chatting and laughing with another colleague.  A man whose uniform, whose golden wings on his chest, marked him out as the pilot.  As the captain and ultimate person-in-charge of my wife’s flight.

But despite the fear of every husband married to an air stewardess – that his beautiful wife will run off with a handsome, charismatic jockey of the sky – it wasn’t his wings and role that had my heart in my throat.  Sasha had flown ever since I’d known her – she’d rebuffed the advances of handsome pilots every year since we’d started dating.

No, that wasn’t what frightened me witless – it was that the pilot she was chatting to had skin as dark as Andre’s had been, and seemed to fill out his uniform in the same exaggerated and overstated way as my guest’s pecs and arms stretched at his shirt fabric.

My brain’s circuit boards only had the most fleeting of moments to frazzle and then overload, because before I could process, my two world’s started colliding.

“Honey … honey!”  She was running toward me, her newfound romantic excitement from our last couple of happy months obvious in her voice.  But her run, the shape of her running body in her tight red uniform was attracting the attention of two powerfully built black men, both of whom had important roles in our lives.

~~~~~    

“What a strange coincidence,” Sasha clapped happily when I made the introductions and explained who Patrice was.  He’d originally been planning to fly in from Paris where he lived, but at the last minute had switched to fly in from Amsterdam Schiphol as he’d had weekend meetings in the Netherlands.

“If you’d have let me know, I’d have come forward and said ‘hi’, made sure they took even better care of you.  And I could have maybe asked Benson here if you’d have liked a few minutes up front,” she added, making the introductions to ‘Benson’ – the dark-skinned, mid-forties pilot I’d seen her laughing and joking when I’d recognized her voice through all the hubbub of the arrival’s hall.

Well, it turns out Benson, although he now lived in the States, was originally from the Congo and that, like three-quarters of the people from that far flung part of Africa, Captain Benson was a fluent French speaker – just like Patrice, whose mother had hailed from Congo as well. 

Although to me, the most notable thing about his voice wasn’t the way he spoke English with a residual French accent, it was that his deep bass voice reminded me so much of the late, great Barry White.  It had the same depth and resonance – and the fact Benson seemed as wide and tall as the singer made the comparison even more striking.  Making me think back to numerous Barry White disco classics Sasha and I had smooched to over the years!

With this in common and with similar personalities – with that confidence that comes from the daily exercise of authority – the two of them were soon talking away like they’d known each other for years.

I’m not quite sure how it happened, but with the two of them hitting it off so well, and with me being tasked with hosting Patrice for the week, before I could say anything I found Sasha had invited them both around for dinner the following night.

It was only in the car when we’d dropped Patrice at his hotel that Sasha explained. “Obviously a Frenchman like Patrice will expect it … it’s part of their culture, and given his importance to your company, he’d absolutely expect to be invited into our home … an ‘honored guest’ kind of thing … and as far for Captain Grimes … he’s a really nice guy, all the girls love him, see him as a father-figure, just lost his wife to cancer, moved up from Atlanta and is new in town … so if we’re entertaining anyway, why wouldn’t we share a little love?”

~~~~~      

“Lovely to meet you again, Madame Spencer,” he beamed, kissing Sasha’s hand in an over-the-top show of old-world gallantry as she took his coat and welcomed him to our home.  Turning to me before my blushing wife could reply, “You’re a lucky man, Jason … such a beautiful wife … how did you land such a stunning wife?”

My own reaction just being a half inane, toothy grin as I shrugged my shoulders as ‘Madame Spencer’ corrected him, “Mr.  Fofana, please … it’s Sasha…”

“Sasha?  Even the name’s beautiful … you must call me Patrice then,” he beamed, delivering another hand kiss, backing up every stereotypical thought I’d ever had about the inability of any gallic male to ever see a pretty woman and not attempt seduction.  Even right in front of her husband!

The guy was a Senior VP, reputedly on a fast track to the very top.  He was here for business, we’d spent the day going over budgets, cost-cutting targets and time-phased resource plans for the various major engineering projects our company was supporting them with.  Yet here he was, not even two paces inside the home of the man he’d been with all day, and he was effortlessly putting the moves on said man’s wife!

Unbelievable – or ‘incroyable’ as he’d have said in his own mother tongue.  A word I’d heard several times during the day when he’d seen costs or man-day estimates that weren’t to his liking. 

Several times he’d made the threat that if we couldn’t make enough progress, they’d have to competitively tender the work all over again, maybe shipping some of the work to cheaper sources in India or Eastern Europe.  And now, knowing the power and leverage he had over me and my company, he was here in my home putting the moves on my wife.  And doing it all in the most charming and charismatic of ways, a way that had no doubt charmed many a lady out of her panties over the years.

Thankfully for me, after all the things that had happened with Andre, as the evening progressed Sasha was in the mood for nothing more dangerous than some harmless flirting.

Sasha was being friendly enough, as you’d expect as the hostess, but all the flirting was coming from Patrice, although my wife wasn’t making any efforts to dampen or stop it.  She was trying to appear a little coy and embarrassed by all the attention Patrice was paying to her – but none of us were taken in by her show of mock reluctance.  Her cheeks were flushed, her pupils were dilated with mild arousal and the way she’d often look at my work guest or touch her hair when she spoke to him were all obvious giveaways.

Thankfully, at least our other guest, Captain Benson Grimes, was on best behavior.  He and I were definitely the quietest of the three, but I was grateful he wasn’t another Romeo type like our French guest.  I think two such sharks would have sent me over the edge.

We’d just opened a third bottle of wine – me hoping alcohol and a possible hangover would take the edge off his rottweiler tendencies in the morning – when the doorbell rang.

I had no idea who it was – we weren’t expecting anyone, and all our friends and family would ring ahead – so I headed to the door only to see a close-up of Andre’s flushed and angry face about six inches from our door camera.

Oh fuck!  Just what we need!  Two guests – both of whom were linked to our work-worlds – and we had a flushed and drunk looking Andre at the door.

Quite surprisingly, we’d not heard from him since March when, back together with Sasha, we’d overheard him talking to Jordan and discovered the truth about how he’d pimped Sasha out to his fiancé’s brother to avoid their irrespective families being told about his affair with Sasha.

His lack of contact told me he’d taken my wife’s threats to use her father’s connections to have him investigated by Homeland Security as serious threats.  But, knowing the timeline he was on, I knew it was planned that he’d be leaving the country in a couple of weeks, so he probably thought he had nothing to lose.

One last roll of the dice.  Either make himself feel better about things by venting his spleen at Sasha and me – something important to a rich, over-entitled kid like him.  Or, even better, find that after many months without, that my wife’s anger had cooled and finding that she might be open to some final fun before he headed home.

Fuck!  How was this going to play out?  Could I just ignore him?  Unlikely, he could see the cars in the drive and the lights on, and even from day one he’d shown a remarkable level of persistence.

“Hello, Andre!  What is it you want?”

“Nice to see you too, Jason,” he smirked, the beer evident on his breath.  “Not here to see you, here to see Sash … to talk, put a few things to rights…”

“I’m sorry, that won’t be possible,” I replied confidently.  Andre might be a few inches taller and heavier than me, but I had the benefit of knowing I was one of three men in the house.  “She’s busy, and anyway, I think she made herself pretty clear … she didn’t want anything more to do with you then, and she doesn’t want anything more to do with you now…”

“Busy, is she?” he parroted back, peering around me and hearing her voice as one of the three voices engaged in a lively, alcohol fueled discussion.  “Yeah, I can hear … well, unless you want me to barge past you and embarrass you in front of your middle class, whitebread friends, I suggest you call her here so I can talk to her…”

Fuck!  What a shitty dilemma.  There were no good choices here.  From everything I knew about Andre, he’d follow through on his threat, and that would likely spell disaster for both of our reputations at our respective workplaces.

“Okay, but if I do get her to the door, you have to promise to keep your voice down…”

He just smirked, exactly the same aggressive, smug Andre I remembered, neither saying yes nor no, daring me to make the next move.

~~~~~    

“Is everything okay here?”  It was Patrice’s accented voice, speaking from just over my right shoulder.

Only, he wasn’t alone.  Sasha was standing next to him, with Captain Benson on the other side of her.

Oh damn!  What now?  How was this going to play out now, I wondered, turning to see Andre undecided as to whether to grin with irony or be angry that his was the only black face not part of our evening’s socializing.

“Oh, wow!  So that’s how it is now?” he spat out, deciding to go with anger.  “Me, I was just the warmup act?  That lovely weekend me and Jordan showed you, whetted your appetite did it, you pretty little whore?”

“Jason, who the fuck is this guy?  Would you like for me to show him some manners,” Patrice’s accented voice asked, he may have been a stranger here, but he stepped up to the plate without the smallest hint of fear in his voice.

“So, you’re her new crush, are you?  Nice to meet you man,” Andre taunted, holding his hand out sarcastically, “tell me, does she still fuck real good?  I taught her plenty of good tricks … loosened her up a little, if you know what I mean!”

“And, if you and your bro over there,” he continued, nodding at Captain Benson, “are double-teaming her tonight, then you can thank me and my bro, Jordan, for opening her eyes to that particular set of pleasures!”

I was frozen to the spot, totally paralyzed, still staring at Andre and wondering how a pleasant evening socializing had turned to shit so quickly.

Looking at Andre, I couldn’t see anyone else’s faces – and I was grateful they couldn’t see my burning shame – but I could sense the tenseness radiating out from the three of them.  Sasha being the one to break the tense stand-off.

“Look, Andre … I know you’re heading home soon, but unless you want this to end badly for you, I suggest you walk away while you still have the ability to walk…”

I didn’t need to see her face, I could hear the ferocity in her tone, a ferocity which pricked the youngster’s self-confidence.  He tried to hide it, but this wasn’t the situation he’d expected to encounter, and his face told me he was weighing the implications of Sasha’s words and the fact he’d been greeted by three males rather than one.

“Andre, I mean what I say … I don’t want it to end this way, better we both leave with good memories, but if I have to go that route, I will,” Sasha repeated, trying to find a way for him to save face before things turned ugly.

“Good memories … yeah, I bet you do have good memories, I know I do … if I’m back in town, can I call you?”

“Yes, yes you can call me … just for old time’s sake … but nothing’s going to happen…”

“That’s what you said all those months ago … that’s what you said so often,” he shouted back over his shoulder – half running, half walking as he retreated down the drive.

~~~~~    

I felt my hands visibly shaking as I topped up everyone’s glasses.  Now back in the lounge, sensing the tension in the air, I wondered who’d be the first one to mention the elephant in the room.

“You don’t have to say anything if you’d rather not…”  It was Patrice and his accented English again, not surprising as he seemed the most take-charge of the four of us.  I’m sure Captain Benson had his moments, but for now he was happy to take a back seat.

“Thanks, Patrice,” my wife replied nervously, “but honestly, I feel we owe the two of you some kind of explanation … and anyway, in my experience, it’s always better to handle these things head on … rather than letting rumor and gossip swirl around, poisonous and out of control.”

He said nothing, just raised an eyebrow expectantly.

“Well, like a lot of couples,” she started, voice shaky and face looking down towards the floor, “Jason and I have tried our best to keep things fresh in the bedroom … and well, some things went well … some, less well … which is how you might describe that young man, Andre … who it ended badly with … and, as you saw, he’s still a little bit pissed…”

Taking a deep breath, looking up, looking from Patrice to Benson and back, she continued.  “But that part of our life is over now … a closed chapter, if you like…”

“Thank you for sharing,” Patrice said in his slow, accented English, “that can’t have been easy.”

“It wasn’t,” she nervously smiled back.

“But to me, to us in France, and maybe we’re different … less, how you say, conservative … there’s no shame in trying and admitting things like this … as you say, only a foolish couple is too frightened so as to not try things to keep things fresh…”

The stress slowly ebbed away from Sasha’s face, life looked a lot better than it had ten minutes ago.

“Thank you for your understanding, Patrice,” she smiled softly, trying not to forget Benson, giving him one of her disarming smiles too.

“Pas du tout,” he smiled back at our blank faces, “sorry, I think you say ‘it’s nothing’.”  Raising his full glass and doubling down on his grin.

“Here’s to couples brave enough to try new things … celebrating their love by taking a chance to keep things fresh … to give themselves a chance of staying as much in love on day ten thousand as they were on day one…”

I don’t think I’d ever seen Sasha look so relieved, so happy – the last ten minutes had been the most massive of turnarounds.  Clinking her glass to Patrice’s, to Benson’s and then to mine.

“Here’s to Frenchmen … who can always be trusted to see the romance and liberal upside in any situation,” she toasted back.

~~~~~    

The tension had totally dissipated and there was a lightness to the conversation.  At first back on normal topics, but inside five minutes the Frenchman had taken the conversation back to earlier events.

“You know, Sasha … you should have seen your face … before you went to the door … when you first recognized Andre’s voice and realized your ex-lover was here when you had guests in the house … guests who might be about to discover your dirty little secret…”

Very ungallant!  Almost as ungallant as the way he was looking deep into Sasha’s face and enjoying her squirming, blushing discomfort.  Savoring it a while before taking pity.  Taking pity and sharing.

“You know, Sasha … I don’t know if you’d be surprised to know that me and Mrs. Fofana, before we split, we tried a little of what you and Jason tried … well, actually … quite a lot of what you and Jason tried,” he grinned, enjoying the shocked look on all our faces.  Knowing it wouldn’t be long before someone would ask him more, and knowing who that someone was most likely to be.

“I suppose we shouldn’t really be surprised,” she chuckled, “what with the whole gallic reputation for sexiness, lack of faithfulness and general sexual liberalism…”

“’Lack of faithfulness’ … I am hurt, Mrs. Spencer … I never cheated on Mrs. Fofana … well, not very often … and anyway, it was her who left me in the end … left me for a younger, more ‘energetic’, ‘capable’ and ‘adventurous’ man … ever since then, I’ve been forced to roam the Paris suburbs like a lonely, lovelorn lothario, looking for new playmates to salve the pain and help me forget…” 

His whole monologue delivered with total hammed-up exaggeration, a masterpiece in comic overstatement that had the rest of us rolling around in laughter.

Even the otherwise serious Captain Benson saw the funny side.  “You Frenchies … you really, really can’t keep it zipped, can you … whatever happened to the kind of faithful, tender love that me and my wife Gloria enjoyed until the Good Lord took her?  Okay for you Frenchies, but I’m an old school kind of a guy … that’s how we’re raised in Congo … one girl for one guy, and family….”

We were all crying with laughter – even Benson.  This man, this man certainly wasn’t the same man who’d been torturing me commercially through every minute of the working day.  I’d hoped that home cooking and a few bottles of good wine might soften him up to give me half a chance for the next few days.

But seemingly, where the wine and food had failed, Andre and his drunken outburst had done me a huge favor.  Had broken down the man’s barriers and given me a way through the rest of the week.

Well – more accurately, a mix of Andre and the impact my beautiful wife had made on the fifty-something self-confessed French lothario.


Chapter 8

2010 Late October

“It’s great to see you so happy again, hun … but I still can’t help but worry just a little bit that things might get out of control!”

I was sitting on the end of our king-sized bed, talking to the back of my wife’s head, talking to it as I watched her apply the last of her make-up.

“’Worry just a little bit’?” she repeated back, “or ‘hope a little bit’, that things might get out of control?  If I know anything at all about you, honey, at least half of you is probably hoping things do get out of control,” she accused, turning to fix me with her big brown eyes.  Eyes that could twist any and all errant passengers in whatever direction she decided – eyes that right now were making me feel guilty at the truth she so easily unwrapped within my soul.

“I thought so!” she chuckled in victory, before coming over to sit next to me and get serious, the softness of her skin, the delicate fragrance of her perfume instantly making me swell and wish we weren’t going out.

“Honey, I get it too … I sometimes miss all the excitement as well … miss the sex … so I do understand your confusion … but I’m telling you now, nothing’s going to happen tonight … however much Mister Big Boss Man, SVP Patrice Fofana might want it to…”

She wasn’t kidding about that.  It was Friday night and he’d be flying out tomorrow morning.  I’d thought my stressor this week was going to be my work hours being grilled and pulled from pillar-to-post by Patrice, as he sought to cut as much cost as possible out of my company’s support programs for his much larger company.

Five days of those work programs had been stressful – but they were nothing compared to the stress I’d felt from around four p.m. every day.  Totally unethical (but remember, this was a good seven years before the ‘#MeToo’ movement changed the workplace for ever), but each day Patrice would find a way to make it known that he expected to spend the evening with me and Sasha.  Although, of course, I was just a means to an end – if he could have found a way, he’d have pushed me to the side and spent every evening just with Sasha.

My luck really wasn’t in this week, as Sasha had a week of training, which meant office hours and no flying, so she was available to join Patrice and me every night.

Monday had been ‘Andre’ night – Tuesday and Wednesday, Patrice had hinted in the most unmistakable of ways that he was expecting some good ‘American home cooking’, as he put it ‘cooked by that sexy, beautiful and apparently adventurous wife of yours.’  The way he emphasized the word ‘adventurous’ leaving me in no doubt as to what he was hinting at.  The games we’d played, and which – by the happiest of coincidences – he’d also played!  Well I never, what a fortuitous happenstance!

On those two nights at our place, he flirted with Sasha like crazy.  The first night, she did nothing to overtly encourage him – although it was clear she was enjoying his attention and was extremely attracted to the powerfully built black Frenchman.

On Wednesday night, again there was no direct encouragement - but the sexy outfit she chose has to go down as indirect encouragement.  Four-inch heels, mid-thigh hemline that just stopped short of mini skirt length and one of her tightest blouses that showed plenty of cleavage. 

A man as smart as Patrice wasn’t going to miss the change and he flirted even more outrageously.  Sasha, rather unconvincingly, played coy, but it was clear to all of us she loved the handsome, older Frenchman’s attention.

For long stretches of the evening, I felt like the invisible third wheel – he was so focused on her, and she was lapping it up so much.  But at least the benefit was that when he finally left for his hotel, Sasha dragged me to bed and rode me like crazy.  The only downside – when, with a screwed shut face she screamed her way through a shattering orgasm – I didn’t have the courage to ask her outright who she was thinking about.  Better not to ask and retain just the slightest of doubts.

Thursday night I thought I’d found an out.  Mid-afternoon, when between business discussions Patrice casually let slip he hoped Sasha would wear something even more sexy tonight, when I texted her I was happy to find she’d be busy helping Captain Benson find new drapes and soft furnishings for his new condo.  New in town, reeling from the passing of his wife, there had never been a doubt that Sasha would say ‘yes’ to his request for help.

I’d thought that would be the end of it – but a man like Patrice didn’t take no for an answer.  He just got me to text back and find out what time Sasha would be free.  Then, as effortlessly as you like, he arranged the evening so that we’d meet up with her when she was finished.  Meet up with her for dinner.  Miraculously at a venue which happened to have dancing, meaning I had to share her with him as we boogied away to try and work off the three-course dinner he’d bought us.

~~~~~    

All of which brings us right back to Friday night – the last night before Patrice flew back to Paris.

My boss would be happy with me, I’d managed to limit the damage to our fees to a reasonable five-and-a-half-precent, when I knew Patrice had been targeting high double digits.

But as we headed over in the Uber to the club where we were meeting Patrice, I couldn’t help but wonder if my financial success had been bought at the price of my marital success.  And I also couldn't help but wonder if, just as Sasha had said, deep down this was exactly what I wanted.  If, despite my fears and the pain we’d both suffered, I wanted Patrice to take control and push us back into the games we’d played before.

Trying not to be too obvious as I looked at Sasha out of the corner of my eye, it was clear to me from the way she’d dressed, just how much she was enjoying this evening – both the teasing of me and the attention of another man, seven months after the last time we’d ‘played.’

‘Seven months.’ Seven months, what was it about that passage of time – it seemed to hold some kind of magnetic, magic allure for my wife.  She’d ‘worn black’, been in mourning for the end of her relationship with Victor for seven months before she’d started her affair with Andre.

And now here we were seven months after the end of Andre and she was reveling in the attentions of the half-Congolese, black Frenchman.

She was definitely reveling in his attention – the amount of boob and thigh on show, and the height of her heels brooked no other explanation – even though she insisted nothing was going to happen.

Watching them dance, they were the hottest, sexiest couple out there.  Patrice, six-foot of powerful, confident masculinity.  Broad chest, dark skin contrasting with the whiteness of his wide, easy-going smile, looking down the few inches to the beautiful face of my equally happy looking wife.  Her arms locked around his neck as she looked up admiringly at him.  All week they’d been playing and flirting.  His moves all in one direction, trying to seduce her.  Her moves alternating between gentle encouragement and playing hard to get.

Watching the two of them dancing like this, I couldn’t help but wonder how the evening would end up.  Where it would end up, and whether – knowing he’d be gone tomorrow – Sasha might finally give in to his classy seduction.

I loved watching, but I wasn’t entirely passive.  With Victor and Andre, there had often been a different dynamic.  With Patrice, he was part of our real-world work life, so it was important to put down a marker, so we shared the dances with Sasha.  All the time his desire for Sasha smoldering away, barely concealed, like a fire that would go wild at any moment.

Just before midnight I sensed Patrice was about to make his move as he suggested a nightcap back at his hotel, just a short walk away.

Ushering us to the quietest seats he could find, he returned with drinks and sat close, directly to Sasha’s right, his choice safely putting me on the other side of my wife.  My beautiful, smart wife who’d so loved the last few days flirting and who’d won her own small victory – ordering a glass of Champagne, knowing they’d open and charge Patrice for a whole bottle. 

“You know, Sasha … I’ve really enjoyed this week … I have to say, you’ve been a pleasant, very welcome, very unexpected surprise … days sparring with your husband … evenings flirting and trying to make headway with you, his sexy, sultry and beautiful wife.”

Sasha half-blushed.  A woman like my wife had been used to compliments all her adult life, and she could only half-mask her enjoyment of the Frenchman’s flattery, a reaction which just made him smile even more.

“But now, my little hen,” he grinned, his accent making the word even more seductive, “we come to the moment you Americans call the ‘sixty-four-million dollar’ moment … shall we, shan’t we … the race is run, the quarry is run down … will the beautiful little hen with her beautiful plumage and sweet smile, will she come with the big, bad fox into his den … will she come to enjoy the ravishment she’s enjoyed before … been dreaming about all week … leaving her hen-pecked husband alone with his hard cock to await her return … both of them happy to be living their exciting lives again…”

All delivered, all said without a single look to me.  It was as if I wasn’t there.  I may have thought different, but in his mind, he’d bested me through each day of our work negotiations, and now he was trying to score one final victory. 

A man like Patrice Fofana was competitive to his very core – he wanted Sasha because she was beautiful and sexy, but he also wanted her because she was mine and he wanted one final victory.  Or, more precisely, because he wanted two final victories – one over me, and one over my hyper-desirable wife.

Sasha’s eyes hadn’t left his even for one single second all through his monologue, and even now she didn’t look to me, knowing enough from our earlier games that her behavior would excite me more.  It was her more than me that had decided to halt our games after all the pain with the youngster Andre.

“Well, Mister Fofana, you’re awfully sure of yourself … you think you could handle a woman like me?” she teased back, her confidence at least the equal of his as her voice almost purred with feline desire.

“Well, Mrs. Spencer,” an intentional slight to me I was sure, “if you’d care to come up to my hotel room, I can answer that question in a way that will leave you breathless and wanting more … and I don’t even mind if Jason comes to watch, or stays here with a good malt … it’s no matter to me … I’m just a kind guy wanting to show the beautiful little hen a good time … put out her fires … give her what she’s been dreaming about all week…”

Oh, she was good!  I so loved and admired my smart, sexy wife as she picked up her champagne flute and took the longest, slowest of sips.  The way she rolled her fingers around the glass stem deliberately provocative, a visual hint at how she might play with another stem that could give her and Patrice even more pleasure than their current game.

She was making him wait … really dragging it out, taking her lips away from the glass, as if readying to answer, before sipping again, and only then giving him an answer.

“Well, Mister Fofana, strikes me you’re a man who always loves to negotiate … who always enjoys the chase … so I’ll make you a counter offer … your room tonight?  No, absolutely not!  What do you think I am, some kind of slut?”  Her smile saying she didn’t see this as some kind of negative, knowing his mind was already on all the things she’d already admitted to doing.

“But, Mister Fofana … what I will offer is … next time I have a layover in Paris, I’ll allow you to take me for dinner, and then … no promises, we can see where the night leads us … how does that sound?” she beamed, still toying with the stem, making Patrice wriggle in his seat to make his groin more comfortable.

“Mmm … well, that’s an interesting idea, Mrs. Spencer, and I won’t respond to your ‘do you think I am a slut?’ question … facts are facts,” he chuckled, “and to show you what kind of a man I am outside of the bedroom, I’ll agree to your offer … but with one little add-on … an alternative … an alternative for you, either one Paris date with me … or three dates with my heart-broken, recently widowed half-countryman,  Captain Benson Grimes … because I see how he looks at you, and I know that three dates with such a fragrant and beautiful woman as you will help mend his broken heart … will get him thinking that there can be life and happiness after the loss of his beloved wife…”

Wow!

I’d not seen that coming.

And from the look on her face, neither had Sasha!  I guess that’s the art of successful strategy and negotiation – always keep the other person off balance and guessing.

That’s why, if I was honest, I knew he’d slightly bested me during the weeks’ negotiation, taking plenty but leaving enough to keep my boss happy.  And now again, right at the end of the week, he’d bested me again.  But this time, in the far more important matter of my wife.

Because - despite how adamant she’d been that, after her sister’s near discovery with Andre, our days of playing with African men were over – I knew her well enough to know the bait of nothing more than ‘dates’ with Captain Benson would be a challenge for her to refuse.

That’s why Patrice was who and what he was – he’d baited her with the promise of the perfect mix of excitement and helping a needy man she liked and admired.

That she’d agree to at least one date with Benson seemed quite likely – but whether if she did go on a date, things would go any further, that was the question now rattling around my brain.

After Andre, she’d fallen hard and painful and, before the chance entry of Patrice and Benson into our lives, there had been no signs she wanted to go back to our old lifestyle.


Chapter 9

2010 Late October, Early November

Sasha and I were busy all that weekend – family stuff with her sister Kate and her kids, then a family meal with her folks and Kate’s family.  Before I knew it, it was Monday and Sasha was off on her travels again, before we’d really had a chance to discuss what had happened on Friday with Patrice.

The only ‘conversation’, if you can call it that, was a four-sentence discussion grabbed as she headed out the door Monday.

“Oh, honey … just so do you don’t think I’m hiding anything, although there’s nothing going to happen, I just wanted to let you know I’m rostered with Captain Benson today…”

The look I gave her typically male and unguarded, making her grimace back.

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”  Was I really that transparent?  “But, just so as we’re clear, nothing like that’s going to happen?”

“Not even a date?  You know, for the ‘heart-broken, recently widowed half-countryman’?” I shamelessly teased, using Patrice’s exact words.

“Absolutely, I don’t know which of you is worst … Patrice or you … you’re meant to be my husband, so why are you encouraging me like this?” she threw back over her shoulder as the door closed shut.

~~~~~    

Thankfully Monday was a busy day for me.  But even so, every few minutes, between work tasks or calls, I’d find my over-active imagination generating improbable and saucy scenarios of interactions between Captain Benson and the air stewardess who led his business section team.

Images of her bending over to give him a coffee, his eyes on stalks as she unbuttoned a little to intentionally show off her cleavage, big boobs restrained in the lacy white material of her bra.

Or images of him coming out of the cockpit at the end of the flight, finding the passengers and crew already gone, his eyes greeted by the sight of my wife bending over to the bottom drinks draw, counting the miniatures and giving a little wiggle.  Fully aware that the captain of the craft, the man who had authority over her and her fellow stewardesses, was feasting his hungry eyes over the perfect pear-shape of her ass.  Eyes that were no doubt lustier than for me or Patrice as it sounded like he’d not been with a woman since the passing of his wife.

~~~~~    

Monday night I had to work late – re-working all the plans and commercials to reflect Patrice’s visit - which drove me crazy as Sasha was asleep by the time I got home.  My early start for a flight on Tuesday meaning I had no chance to talk to her, having to make do with the briefest of exchanges of texts.

‘Hey, hun … sorry I missed you … New York today, back this evening … you?  Were things okay with Captain Benson yesterday?  Hope things weren’t awkward after dinner and what Patrice said?  Do you reckon Patrice stirred things by talking to him?  Wouldn’t put it past a guy like Patrice?  Have a great day … love u …J xxxx’

The thirty minutes I had to wait for a reply nearly killing me.

‘You don’t fool me, my loving husband!  Wouldn’t happen to be fishing for juicy details, would you?  Hoping things did get awkward, that Patrice did contact Benson? S xx’

Damned.  She had me, and she knew she had me.  I may as well come clean otherwise I’d spend the rest of the day in torment, wondering and not knowing.

‘You got me!  Spill!  What happened?  J xxxx’

This time her response came instantly.

‘Tell you later … busy concentrating on work! S xx    

With a rapid-fire add on just moments later.

‘P.S.  In case you’re wondering, I’m rostered with Benson again today.  He’s looking particularly dashing and handsome today!  You know how I love a man in uniform :) … Not bad for a man in his mid-forties!  Some of the other girls commented that he seems to have a new spring in his step the last few days … asking if maybe he’s met a new girl? :)  S xx’

~~~~~    

Later that day I felt like killing Patrice.  Having spent my whole day only half successfully fighting the tendency to picture Benson and Sasha together doing all kinds of non-work-related activities, I’d just landed back in Detroit and was looking forward to being home in just over an hour and able to get a proper de-brief from Sasha.

But the instant I turned my phone back on I received a text from Patrice summoning me to a call with my boss in one hour’s time.  Upshot – another trip back to the office, working almost to midnight on changes he wanted for start of day France time Wednesday.

Wednesday I was back in the office – Sasha was the one out early, meaning another twenty-four hours with no real discussion of what was or wasn’t happening between her and Captain Benson.  The briefest of text exchanges confirming they were again rostered on the same return flight.

It was only late Wednesday evening that we finally got to talk.

Just for a moment I thought of trying to mask my overwhelming need to know what was happening – but what was the point?  Sasha knew me too well!

At least I could hand her a glass of her favorite Shiraz red as I asked.

“So, out with it!  You know I’m on tenterhooks here … fill me in on things between you and Captain Benson … did Patrice talk to him?  What’s been happening between the two of you the last three days?”

Sasha patted the sofa next to her and looked deep into my eyes.

“Before I answer that question, I think you and I should have a serious talk, don’t you?”

Her words making me gulp … was it already too late, had something already happened?

She could see the nervous look on my face, but her knowledge of the topic’s need for serious discussion pushed her on.

“Jason, honey … do you really want this? Are we really ready to do this all again?”

She paused to let her words sink in, to give me the room to take stock and think.  Then she continued.

“The last few months have been good, haven’t they?” she asked rhetorically, giving me the softest and purest of smiles.  “So simple, so healthy … just you and me, in love, having time together, just like when we’re first dating and married … and family time, plenty of family time with Kate and the kids.”

She looked at me, held my gaze, forcing me to really think about what she was saying.

“Look, honey … I’m not denying things with Victor and Andre weren’t fun … but they were also often complicated and painful.”

“Jason, baby … are you really ready for all of that again?  The highs and the lows … the hot nights, but all the risks and pain?  Is that what’s best for us? For our future?  After all, we’ll be having kids before long…”

I looked deep into those beautiful, big brown eyes.  Nearly crying that I’d forced her to confront such painful memories and big decisions.  My guilt so strong it was a good half-minute before another thought forced it way out.

“Honey, you’re right in everything you say, and I wouldn’t downplay any of what you said for a minute, but remember how you flirted that whole week when Patrice was over here … remember how you loved it … how I loved it … you’re not denying that, are you?  Denying that part of you and how strong it is?”

Now it was her turn to look guilty, although to her credit she didn’t look away, she had the courage and honesty to stay connected.

“But that’s the trouble, isn’t it … that part of me is strong, and it sometimes frightens me … and honey, admit it, you’re little better … in our different ways, we both just get totally lost in the game … me with my new man, the excitement of the sex, all the emotions, that new relationship buzz … and you, you’re happy to let me do it … more than happy, loving the idea of temporarily losing me to another man…”

We were both silent now.

Wasn’t that the core of the whole thing.  The buzz and thrill of pretending I’d lost her to another man.  A man more masculine who gave her better sex … a dark-skinned man who broke all kinds of taboos.

That was the thrill, but what if the risk backfired?  What if Sasha liked him so much, she preferred him to me?

“You’d never leave me, would you?  For a Victor or an Andre or a Benson?”

I’d thought I’d been saying it only in my head, but from the shocked look on Sasha’s face, it was instantly clear I’d spoken out loud, as shock turned to silent thoughtfulness, before finally she answered the question I’d not meant to ask.

“Isn’t that the whole point … I don’t think I would … I love you, I’d never plan to leave you … but, if we’re honest … who ever knows these things?  If you play with fire, however much you never plan to get burned, sometimes the fire gets out of control…”

~~~~~    

We talked a little more that Wednesday night, but reached no firm conclusions.  It wasn’t that kind of night.

Thursday morning, Sasha informed me she was on training and asked me if, bearing in mind our conversation last night, would it be okay if after work she went to the Southland mall with Benson to help him choose some more soft furnishings for his new apartment.

She’d helped him just a week ago - and she’d just gone – texting me that she’d be late, not thinking to ask my permission.  After all, why would she – she wouldn’t ask permission with any other kind of friend, we didn’t have that kind of controlling or ‘living in each other’s pockets’ kind of relationship.

But that had been last week, when I’d actually been glad as it reduced the scope for Patrice to spend the whole evening with Sasha.

But now everything felt very different, ever since Patrice had planted the seed in our minds that there might be scope for a romantic relationship between my wife and the good captain.

So, I fully understood why Sasha was asking.  Helping Benson shop for furnishings again certainly wasn’t ‘a date.’  But given the seed planted by Patrice, and given the conversation we’d had last night – nor could we pretend an evening spent shopping with Benson would have absolutely zero significance.

Handing me coffee and toast, Sasha explained that as his twelve-year-old daughter Victoria would be home from her boarding school for Thanksgiving soon and apparently the place was currently barely furnished, his late-wife Gloria having seen to all that kind of thing before she’d passed.

Given that kind of explanation, whatever the ‘yeses’ and ‘nos’ of what we might or might not end up doing with Benson, how could I say ‘no’ to such a humanitarian mission.

Which meant my next interaction with my wife was around ten at night, when she was telling me all about Benson’s family situation.  That his wife Gloria, like him from Congo (technically, the Democratic Republic of the Congo), had been an air stewardess and had passed away two years ago, leaving a daughter Victoria who had spent much of the last two years either with her mother’s parents here in Michigan or at the boarding school she attended.  Gloria’s parents having settled here as her sister lived here whereas Gloria and Benson had made home in Atlanta, near the airline’s largest hub.

At first, after his wife’s last painful months with cancer and eventual passing, Benson had thrown himself into his work, trusting to her doting grandparents, her Auntie Lucia and the school to look after his young daughter’s welfare.  But now, enough time had passed, enough healing had occurred that Benson felt he was strong enough to once again play the proper role in his daughter’s life.  Hence the move up from Atlanta to Detroit, the spartan new apartment and the urgent need for assistance in furnishings before his daughter Victoria arrived in just two-and-a-half weeks’ time for her first time to see the new apartment.

As Sasha told me all this stuff, only half my brain was listening, as my antenna told me there was something she wasn’t telling me.  Something in her manner was slightly off – there was just a hint of nervousness, the speed of her speech just a little too rushed, as if the muscles in her chest were just a little too tight from nerves.

I let her get through her description of the evening, then – trying to control my own nerves – I simply said, “Anything else, honey?”

Her cheeks colored up, the muscles in her neck and face tensed and as calmly as she could, she dropped the bombshell, as if it was nothing at all.

“Oh, yes … right after the thank you burger and fries he bought me, he asked me if I was free to go out on a date with him … tomorrow!”

“Tomorrow!  What happened to mister oh-so-conservative … mister ‘one girl for one guy’ … mister ‘the importance of family’?” I challenged, my own face coloring up, but more in confusion and embarrassment than anger.

“Patrice got to him is what happened … when he asked me, that was my first thought and he confessed that Patrice had been in touch … told him about our ‘little talk’ … and, honestly, honey … don’t get mad … it was kind of sad and sweet … this grown man, normally so confident and commanding, like a teenager boy … all tongue-tied and embarrassed, asking me out on a date … telling me it would make him really happy, that he didn’t expect anything sexual, just the lovely company of a wonderful, beautiful woman … that it would be the first time he’d been out with a woman since the passing of his wife … that he’d consider it an amazing gift if I said yes … but only if you’re onboard with it too … that he’d never want to disrespect you in any way…”

Wow!

All that, and she’d not thought to mention a word of it until she was done describing what she and Benson did and didn’t buy in Macys and JCPenney!

I could have gotten angry about this lack of openness, but what was the point?  Right now, I had more important things to think about – like what the hell to say in response to my wife’s belated revelation.  A question I could only start processing as I slowly recovered from the shock – feeling rather dim-witted that I’d neglected to ask Sasha the one thing that was kinda important here.

“So, dear, sweet wife of mine … when Captain Grimes asked you out on a date, what exactly was your answer?” I asked, trying not to sound too acidic.

“Isn’t that obvious?”

‘Not to me, it’s not,’ I thought, ‘not given everything we’ve done and said over the last few years.’  My lack of response and unyielding look telling her I needed her to spell it out.

“I told him I’d have to discuss it with my husband first.”

“’Discuss it with your husband FIRST’,” I repeated with emphasis.  “That kinda sounds like you were telling him ‘Yes,’ but that you needed me to sign off on it first … is that right?  Is that what you’re thinking, that even after everything we talked about last night, you do want to go on a date with Benson, provided I’m okay with it?”

“It would only be a date … like she said, more platonic, nothing sexual.”

“Come on, Sash … don’t treat me like a fool … don’t lie to yourself as well … we both know that given everything that happened with Victor and Andre, and given how you loved flirting with Patrice just last week, and given how Benson was looking at you that night he was here for dinner … if I say yes to this thing, it’s very short odds that you and he are going to end up in bed together!  Wouldn’t you say …”

“You can’t know that, baby,” she answered, as if appealing an unfair line call.  “This is different … we’ve been through two painful break ups, I ended up saying no to Patrice, and Benson’s a very different guy to Victor and Andre … he’s an honorable, conservative guy … a family man getting over the loss of his wife … if I do say yes, yes it might lead somewhere, but the main reason would be to bring a little happiness and joy into the life of a deserving, kind man who’s been through so much…”

Looking at her, I bit my tongue.  I didn’t doubt that half of what she was saying was true, but for multiple reasons she wasn’t even admitting to herself the whole truth.  The altruistic, helping a good guy through trauma and back into the world of dating was definitely true.  But Sasha was lying to herself by editing out her own selfish, lustful motives about the pleasure she might get from the date itself and where things might head after the date.

~~~~~    

Sasha headed off to work with no clear-cut decision between us – and more than a little frostiness between us.

Thankfully, having killed myself earlier in the week to make all of Patrice’s requested changes, I had a fairly quiet day at work.  Plenty of time to think things through.  Within an hour or two concluding I’d been unduly harsh with Sasha.  This was hardly coming out of nowhere, and she had (in the end) told me of Benson’s ask – and she hadn’t agreed to anything without discussing it with me first.

All these were my ‘front of mind’ rationalizations for why I needed to text Sasha and set things straight.  But, just like Sasha, I wasn’t being entirely honest with myself.  There were other, far more sexual reasons why I wanted to put things straight.

‘Hey babe … sorry if I went off on one this morning … I wasn’t fair to you … forgive me, please :(   … anyway, having thought it through, no pressure either way … I’m happy for you to do what it is that you want to do … me?  I’d be happy for you to go on the date with Benson, but ONLY if it’s what you want to do … no pressure from me, I promise … and, like you say, if you’re answer’s yes, then let’s just take things one step at a time … just a date tonight, nothing sexual … just a nice date and see how things go for all three of us … love u always, J xxxx’

I received back an instant response – a single heart emoji.  The greedy part of me wanted more – wanted to know Sasha’s decision.  But given how things had ended between us, I settled for the loving heart and didn’t press it.

~~~~~    

That evening, I don’t know which of us was more excited as Sasha sat there preparing herself for her date with Benson – or me sitting there watching.

Truth is, for our different reasons, we were both buzzing.  Sasha wore a sexy red top – thin spaghetti straps and a plunging, V-cut neckline that showed off ‘her girls’ to maximum effect.  I hated to think the effect a top like this would have on a man like Benson – a man who’d been without a woman for so long and who spent his life surrounded by sexy ‘trolley dollies.’  (A phrase I love but which Sasha has always hated.)  Without a woman for so long, seeing a woman as beautiful as Sasha ‘on display’ like that, it wouldn’t surprise me if he’d throw her down on the dinner table and ravish her before even the starters were served!

The low-cut, tight red blouse was paired up with a black leather mini-skirt and matching four-inch heels – the ultimate definition of classy but sexy, Benson was in for a treat.

Seeing my wife’s happiness as she prepared took me all the way back.  Giving me a big shot of adrenaline mixed with excitement – but also making me nervous.  Making me remember our conversation from just two nights ago, about would she ever leave me – and the honest answer she’d given.  That she loved me and would never plan anything like that, but that no one ever can promise absolutely.

Even as I shivered at the memory of her words, I hated to admit that this danger, that ‘playing with matches’ thrill was a huge part of the excitement of our game.  The visual, physical and aural spectacle were also a huge part of it, but the fear and masochistic thrill … shit, I shivered even just to think about it.

As I snapped out of it, Sasha caught the way I was again drooling over her and smiled – a mix of happiness that her husband still found her so sexy even after more than ten years together, and benevolence.

“Down boy! Not for you … for someone else … at least until later,” she chuckled, before an afterthought, “maybe if you’re a good boy and don’t play with yourself while I’m out with Benson, you can have the scraps from the table later!”

She didn’t mean it to sound nasty – and honestly, I didn’t really care.  It was certainly a good enough incentive to keep my hands off my cock while she was out at the restaurant.

~~~~~    

Sasha was as good as her word – and when she finally came home just after eleven, I think she was even more horny than me.  I’d only spent my evening with lusty mental thoughts for company – she’d actually been in the physical company of the object of her desires.  So maybe it wasn’t surprising the way she dragged me upstairs and rode me within an inch of my life.  The two of us resting for barely thirty minutes after we’d cum together – discussing the details of a largely platonic date – until I was ready for round two.  A second round when I was determined to be far less passive. 

Pulling Sasha up onto her knees and kneeling at the end of the bed as I ploughed into her from behind.  Getting a strange, masochistic thrill from doing her in this position.  Knowing that with only a slim five-and-a-half-inches to my name, unlike her other lovers who were getting on for twice my length and girth, I had to be careful in this position not to fall out of my wife’s moist and receptive pussy.  My loving wife’s cries of ‘come on big boy, give it to me deep’ only goading us on to enjoy another shattering climax together.  For me, the stimulation was both mental and physical.  For her, I didn’t kid myself – I knew it was much more mental than physical.

~~~~~    

The next week followed a similar pattern, the two of them again rostered together all days bar one.  (I didn’t have the bravery to ask Sasha if either she or Benson had pulled strings to make this happen.)

Friday morning involving the briefest of breakfast conversations.

“Honey, did you have anything planned for us tonight?” she asked.

“No, why?”

“Well, in that case, I was wondering if you’d mind awfully if I had my second date with Benson?  You know, we did kinda promise him three dates…”  As if that was her motive – keeping a deal with a man who’d not even been there when the topic had been discussed.

“Just a date?” I asked, one eyebrow arched upward to make my meaning totally clear.

“Just a date!” she beamed, knowing already what my answer would be.

The close of the evening ended up in similar fashion.  Sasha may have described it as me getting the scraps from the table – but to me, they tasted pretty damned fine!  Benson could have the pleasure of my wife’s company for dinner – I got to savor the real Filet Mignon when she got home!  While he no doubt just had his hand and a Kleenex for company.

~~~~~    

The following Friday, I didn’t even get asked – well, only after a fashion.  Not really asked, just informed with the inference if I wasn’t happy with a repeat, I’d speak up.

“I’ll be going to the restaurant directly from work tonight … should be back a little later I think … we’re eating earlier, but then Benson plans on taking me to a place that has dancing … says he hasn’t been dancing in years…”

She looked at me for just a few seconds.  I was munching breakfast toast, but that wasn’t why I stayed quiet as she waited a while longer and then smiled at my silence.  Gave me a goodbye kiss and a simple, “See you later, honey … love you…”

That day I was busy at work, which helped keep my mind of things, but of course when I was home I had nothing to distract me.  I was home at seven, an hour taken up cooking and eating dinner left me with at least three hours to kill.  The last two Fridays, Sasha had been home from her dates with Captain Benson at just after eleven – but she’d warned me she’d be later tonight due to the planned dancing.

But when she came in just after one on Saturday morning, from the way she looked, I immediately suspected dancing wasn’t the only reason she was late home.

Her hair was mussed, her make-up and mascara was messy and smudged and she had that happy buzz and glow that normally indicates some level of arousal or fulfilment.

Seeing my reaction – wide-eyed, muscles tensed and veins popping, she giggled.  She obviously was at least tipsy, maybe worse.

“To answer your unasked questions, the answers are ‘Yes, Yes and No.’”


Chapter 10

2010 mid-November

‘Yes, yes and no,’ my bedraggled but slightly glowing wife purred, even in her obviously tired and tipsy state enjoying teasing me.

I didn’t have to say it out loud – my bug-eyed, ‘WTF’ look spoke for me, but even then, she teased me with a few more seconds’ silence.

‘Yes – we made love.’ 

Her choice of words – not fucking, but making love – making me gulp at the possible ramifications.  Maybe not surprising, he was a mature man who’d lost his wife – not a sex beast like Andre.

‘And yes, he was BIG,” she smirked, knowing my kinky obsession with the men I let her go with ideally having much larger equipment than me. 

“And, not just big, also very good … the sex between us was amazing.”  At least it was sex now, allowing my pulse to throb a little less dangerously.

“But the ‘no’ … sorry, baby, but Benson’s different to Victor and Andre … he’s not a swinger or an exhibitionist bull … he’s a guy getting over a broken heart … so ‘no’, I don’t think it’s going to be possible to watch!”

Fuck! 

Fuck, fuck, fuck!  Dammit and fuck.

Knowing it was happening was exciting – but knowing and not being able to watch would drive me insane in so many ways.

With someone else other than Benson, I might have suspected an ulterior motive, an agenda behind not letting me watch.  But with him, knowing his situation, my wife’s words rang true.  But still, it was a bitter pill to swallow.

“Maybe I can find some other way to make it up to you?” she teased as she sashayed her way across the room.  The look in her eyes telling me she wanted to do this for me and just as much for herself.

Fuck, as she came within range I could smell the booze on her breath – but more than that, I could smell Benson’s cologne and the unmistakable aroma of sex.

She looked at me more with lust than with love as she sat side saddle on my lap and started unbuttoning my shirt – seemingly her priority being less to kiss me and more to have me naked and available.  Shirt off, next her hands worked at my belt and zipper until my straining cock sprang free and was guided past the side of her panties into a very wet and stretched pussy.

Only then – with me as far inside her as I could reach – did she make eye contact and make any kind of emotional connection.

“Love you, baby … you feel so good in me … I really needed that.”

I loved hearing her words, and although I wanted to ask her so many questions about what had happened with Benson, I sensed she needed the next few minutes to just be about her and me.  So, I contented myself with just enjoying the physical evidence of my wife’s unfaithfulness with Benson. 

The flushed, red coloring of her chest … the swollen, reddened state of her nipples, even all this time after they’d made love … and the two hickeys he’d left on her neck and the single love bite on her left boob, no doubt when his passions had gotten the better of him.  And, of course, the flooded, stretched pussy that I was now fucking up into as my wanton wife rode me as if she needed maximum proof of my love and acceptance of her cheating ways.

Inevitably, I didn’t last long.  I was way too pent-up and the knowledge of what had happened and the feeling of how Sasha was riding me with her sloppy pussy was just too much, as I cried out.  Grasping her hips, thrusting upwards as I pulled her down.  Taking a sick, twisted pleasure from the fact she wasn’t cumming on my cock.  I didn’t have the details, but she’d just told me Benson was ‘big’ and that the sex with him had been ‘amazing’ – and that was enough for me.  It fired my kinky imagination with pleasure that, even as I spat my load into her, I knew I was sexually a second-best for her tonight.

Emotionally I was in poll position – she needed me, needed to feel me inside her, reclaiming her – but in the physical stakes we both knew tonight I was number two.

~~~~~    

We cuddled – now that we’d made love, Sasha needed to feel that different kind of closeness - her long, soft hair and head nestled on my chest as I listened to her breathing.

I waited patiently, hoping she’d open up and start to give me some of the details she knew I was craving.

But nothing came – only silence.  So, winding my fingers gently through her soft brown curls, as delicately as I could, I started exploring.

“So, honey … sounds like you had a lovely time … can you share anymore?  You know how it helps me feel connected, even if I’ve not been able to watch.”

Ever so slowly, she raised her head from my chest and turned so she could look directly at me – a look of love, but also one asking for understanding.

“Baby, it was a lovely time … but I hope you’ll understand, with Benson, FOR Benson, it was very different than with the others … for him, it was really special ... the only woman he’s been with since his wife passed … and two things … he asked me not to talk about it with you, because he doesn’t want it to be part of some kinky sex game … for him, it was sexual bit also very emotional … and secondly, we both agreed it would just be a one-time thing … he’s very traditional, and knowing I’m married … he doesn’t feel it would be right to do it again … in fact, I think tomorrow he’s going to call you …”

Wow!  That was a lot to process.  I’d been expecting kinky, sexy details but I’d received a very different story.  I felt kind of empty and letdown by not receiving a blow-by-blow account and all the gory details.  But I could hardly argue with Sasha’s justification, and I honestly didn’t know how I felt about the news that tonight’s session between the two of them was a one-time thing.

~~~~~    

On Saturday morning – Saturday morning proper, nine a.m. rather than one a.m. – we made love again.  This time me being the one to take the imitative, although the moment she felt my touch, Sasha instantly responded – needing me just as much as I needed her.  Our love-making this time slow and tender – Benson only present as a shadow at the back of both of our minds.  This time there was plenty of touching and kissing – we both wanted it to be as special as could be, with plenty of eye contact, communicating all kinds of messages.

When we’d finished, Sasha said what maybe she should have also said the night before.

“Sorry, babe … I know you want details … I know that’s your thing … I hope you understand…”

I smiled at her, I could never be angry at this wonderful woman, especially as I knew her motives for holding back were pure.  “It’s okay, sweetheart … yes, I’d like to know more … but I get it.”

As the day went on, I’d wondered if a sense of guilt might set in for her.  When we’d talked the Wednesday before, she’d certainly had plenty of doubts and reservations.  But now she seemed fine, and when I pressed her it all made sense.

“No, I’m good with all of this … it’s different to before … this is helping a good man get over a terrible, terrible heartbreak … and we’ve agreed it was a one-off … and now he’s started to believe again, in love and life … that he reckons he’s going to try and find himself a good woman … one that’s not already married,” she smiled.

I think we’d have carried on talking about this, except we were interrupted by a call to Sasha’s phone.

The smile that immediately appeared on her face and the fact that she then handed the phone to me told me exactly who it was – my gut immediately starting to squirm at the awkwardness of the conversation I thought I was about to have.

“Hi, Jason … look, I’m going to make this brief, because I know this is a difficult conversation for both of us … I just want to say a kind of mixed thank you and sorry … thank you Jason for letting Sasha go on these last three dates with me … it’s meant a huge amount to me … really helped me … which is why I feel so bad about what happened last night … there’s no real excuse I can offer, it was just a huge moment of weakness on my part … please don’t blame Sasha for any of it … it’s all on me … it’s just, well … you know, she’s so wonderful, so kind and beautiful … the kind of woman a man dreams of finding … just like my wonderful Gloria was … and well, with drink and dancing … things just kind of got away from me … and, well … I’m really sorry … I hope you can find it in your heart to forgive me … and, like I say, please don’t think any less of Sasha … this was all my doing…”

Listening to him, my heart went out to him.  I couldn’t help but wonder how I’d feel in a similar situation as his.  I felt an instant and urgent need to comfort him, so I cut across him and reassured him it was all okay.

“Look, Benson … thanks for all of that … and look, I know you’re a decent guy … a real decent guy who’s been through a horrible, horrible experience … and, honestly … you know that Sasha and I have, in the past, been a little ‘different’ in our relationship … so, honestly, I’m cool with things, really happy that Sasha’s been able to help you after everything you’ve been through…”

There was a long silence.  I could almost see him thinking, before finally he spoke.

“Jason … that means a lot to me … thanks, it really does … and like I said, I’ll keep this brief … so the only thing for me to do now is reassure you it was a one-off … now that Sasha’s been so lovely as to help me, I’m gonna try and find me ‘a Sasha’ of my own…”

~~~~~    

That was the last we saw or heard from Benson for the next few days.  It was the weekend before Thanksgiving, and according to Sasha, his daughter would be arriving Sunday and staying the whole week and following weekend.  With Benson off work and seeking to make up for lost time with his twelve-year-old daughter Victoria.

Sasha and I had a romantic weekend ourselves before she had to return to work on Monday.  We only talked about what had happened with Benson a little, respecting Sasha’s wish not to get into the details of either the sexual or emotional side – however hard it was, accepting that it was largely a private thing between them given its emotional significance for Benson.

We certainly didn’t get into anything about the sexual details, the only topic being Sasha confirming that, despite her earlier mixed feelings, she didn’t feel any guilt or remorse.  That it was a one-time thing and that she was really happy to have brought happiness and made a difference to a nice guy like Benson.

The Thanksgiving week itself passed quickly, especially as – with no kids yet – Sasha felt it was the right thing to do to volunteer for extra shifts, so that other colleagues with families could take priority in terms of leave.  Working her legal maximum of sixty duty hours, but at least we did grab the Sunday after Thanksgiving all to ourselves.  Well, aside from an extended family lunch with her folks and her sister’s family!

Monday she was back at work, on the Detroit to Los Angeles run – out on the four p.m. each day and back at home the same time on Tuesday, Wednesday mid-afternoon starting the same routine again, leaving me looking forward to our Wednesday evening call as she laid over at the Hyatt Regency LAX.

~~~~~       

Our evening calls when she was staying away was a well-worn routine since the very earliest days of our relationship.  I knew a routing to LAX on the four-p.m. flight would mean a call around seven her time, ten-p.m. my time.  Just enough time for a catch-up and discussion of the day’s events before I headed to bed and she grabbed a quick dinner with her colleagues.

“Hey, baby!  How ya doing?”  Maybe I was imagining it, but she seemed more chirpy than usual.  Maybe it was the residual benefit from her ‘one and done’ romp with Captain Benson – just over a week ago now.

“I’m good, you?  How was the flight?  All smooth … no pain-in-the-ass customers?”

“No … all good … all as smooth as clockwork,” she beamed, the pastel grey shades and faux wood furniture all too familiar after more than ten years together.  Honestly, over the years I reckoned I’d become a veritable world expert in differentiating between the décor of the various major hotel brands.  Marriott, Hilton, Hyatt … no sweat, I could pick each of them and their dozen nearest rivals apart the instant my wife’s camera came on.

Just as I forced my brain back to the here and now, I heard a sound in the background – a sound that coincided with Sasha’s eyes flicking away from me for the briefest of moments, flicking up and away from the bed she was sitting crossed legged on, looking into the room’s interior.

Her eyes came back to mine almost before I noticed – but I had noticed and now there was just the faintest of red flushes to her cheeks.  A sure sign with my beloved wife that she was feeling guilty about something and trying to hide it.

“Sash, hun … have you got someone there with you?”

There was the briefest of pauses – if I had to guess, her weighing up white lies and strategies – before she answered honestly.  Honestly but with a side order of self-justification.

“Yes … it’s Benson … but we’ve done nothing … honestly, honey!”

I was instantly aware of a blood flow to my crotch.  A blood flow and a distinctly racing pulse.

“What a strange thing to say?” I teased, more amused and excited than angry.  “Why would you say that?  Unless you were thinking to do something?  Unless you were … oh, I don’t know … thinking of talking to your husband about doing something?”

The extra reddening in her cheeks told me I’d hit the bullseye, making me want to tease her all the more.

“I thought it was just a one-time thing?” I chuckled.  “What with Benson being so traditional … not feeling comfortable sleeping with another man’s wife … planning on finding himself his own single, unattached and available Sasha!”

“Don’t be mean, honey…” she whined, continuing to hold my gaze, “it’s complicated!”

My cock now at painful full mast, my lust in full control, I decided a change in tone was needed if I was going to get some red meat again.

“Okay, okay … I’ll cut the jibes,” her face instantly relaxing as she smiled her thanks.

“If that’s what you and Benson want to do, honey, then that’s okay with me … like I said before, full support and no pressure from me,” winning me another smile of thanks.  “It’s just I wish I there was some way I could watch … I do understand, but it’s just going eat me up from inside … knowing what’s going on there … but not being able to see.”

Sasha giggled and somehow blushed even more – not the reaction I was expecting.  “Well, I was talking to Benson about how sometimes with Victor and Andre you’d watch through my iPhone … and well, he gave me a kind of funny look, but he didn’t say ‘no’ or anything like that…”

Just then a deep, bass voice sounded from off camera.  “Sash, baby … are ya gonna make good on that promise you made to come in and wash my back for me?”

No two ways about it, that was definitely Benson.  Even though I’d only spent one evening with him and then had the briefest of conversations a week ago, I’d recognize that voice anywhere.  The deep bass … the resonance … ‘Barry White bass meet’s Brazzaville,’ I thought to myself.  Yup, no two ways, that’s Benson!

Sasha giggled, bounced up off the bed and I was treated to a bouncing and disjointed journey as she moved across from the bed and, as far as I could make out, hid the camera in amongst the grey and mustard cushions, the hotels standard fayre for the L-shaped couch nestled by the window, in the corner.

“Mute yourself, baby … I don’t want to spook or upset him,” she giggled, bouncing away from the couch and starting to undo the knotted bow that held her red wraparound stewardess’s dress together.  Wriggling it off her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor in a scarlet pool as she switched her attentions from me to the man who was about to enjoy what was rightfully mine.


Chapter 10

2010 Early December

With the camera only showing the bed, I lost track of Sasha as she slipped out of the field of view, the slight muffling of sounds suggesting the bathroom door was closed.  The thought that Sasha might have done this, tickling my rampant paranoia.  Benson closing it was different – I’m sure he was unaware of Sasha’s camerawork, so why would he care whether it was open or closed?

For the next few minutes, I was like a puppy straining at the leash – knowing I was going to get a bone, but unable to get to it right now.  The stifled, muted sounds of laughter, talking and even a couple of slaps just making my cock even harder as I waited for them to reemerge – hoping like hell Benson wouldn’t decide he wanted to fuck Sasha in the bathroom, consigning me to the ultimate, blue-balled torture!

Finally, my ears pricked up at the unmistakable sound of a door opening, the sound of Sasha’s gay and happy laughter cutting right through to my heart, the sharpest of scalpel stabs through my ribs as the happy laughter was joined by the sight of them.  The first thing coming into view being Sasha’s naked back and shoulders reversing towards the bed, somehow mysteriously suspended mid-air.  The mystery only explained when I saw the source of the suspension – my wife’s arms and legs were wrapped around Captain Benson’s solid black body as, her big boobs crushed against his chest, he carried my laughing wife backwards towards the bed.

Now my pulse was really racing.  For the first time since that last, painful night with Andre, now nearly a year ago, I was going to watch my beautiful wife playing sex games with another man.  My all-time favorite hobby was back in play – the dangers and risks could wait for another day – I was about to be fed my red meat, plump up my forearm and get my wife-watching fix.  Even if Benson was blissfully unaware that he was on candid camera!

Just for a few moments, the lovers were happy just to kiss, their faces smashed together as they hungrily ate at each other faces, tongues furiously fencing and exploring until finally they broke for air.

“Gonna fuck you so hard, Sasha … so hard … all last week, I couldn’t stop thinking about you … I really had to call in some favors to get on the same flight as you today… so now I’m gonna make the most of it … fuck you all night … fuck you real hard!”

“Is this how you talk to all your cabin crew, Captain Benson?” she grinned and giggled.

“Only those ones who shamelessly tease me for the whole damned shift … bending over at every opportunity … rubbing up against me … virtually pushing your braless boobs right into my face in front of the co-pilot while you pretended to serve me coffee,” he shot back, his hand dipping under Sasha’s ass, making her wince and then mewl happily as he explored her sex.

Honors even, as they resumed eating each other’s face, Benson suddenly looked impatient from his week with no Sasha and threw her down onto the middle of the bed.

He may be hungry after a week without, but I was hungry for my own strange pleasures after nearly a year without, my heart racing as I knew in my gut this was just the start of Sasha and Benson, and that their relationship would be different again than what she’d had with Victor and what she’d had with Andre.

Victor felt like her ‘training wheels’ lover – breaking her in and getting us both used to the crazy dynamics, pleasures and emotional turmoil of this kind of lifestyle.

Then Andre, with all of aggression and immature attitude, had been a cross between a shooting star and an exploding volcano.  Hindsight telling me Sasha’s relationship with him was always likely to end with a painful ‘bang’.

But Benson, Benson I intuitively knew would be different again.  The two of them worked together – maybe not every day, but with the pulling of strings, often enough to create an extra frisson of excitement and danger for all three of us.

Benson had natural authority and confidence, as well as actual line-of-command authority over my wife, although every bone in my body told me he’d never abuse this.  In his mid-forties, he was older than Victor and around a dozen years older than Sasha – an age gap that didn’t make a man ‘old’ to most women, a gap that merely made him ‘distinguished’ and ‘mature’.  My disloyal brain pointing out this was just the kind of age gap that often led to workplace romances between PA’s and their bosses, or managers and their underlings.  The kind of romance that sometimes ended badly, with the starstruck younger woman trading in her current partner for an older, richer and more established model.

I trembled, as all of these thoughts crashed together in my head, before the drama taking place on the bed dragged me back to more urgent thoughts.

Thrown down on the bed, Sasha was now on her back with her knees pulled back to her armpits, offering her handsome African pilot her sweet pussy, inviting him to take whatever he wanted.

Sasha had shared precious few details about their first night together – but she’d told me Benson had a big cock, and now just for the briefest of moments I could see just how big he was as his fat spear of black flesh stuck straight out from his pelvis, straining to bury itself inside my wife.

Even compared to his thick, six-two or six-three body, it looked overly large.  It looked about the same length and girth as the cock Andre’s ‘cousin’ Jordan had fucked her with, and as they’d played, I remembered Sasha telling me she’d measured Jordan at a full and real ten-inches-long by four-inch-around.  So, Benson’s cock was bigger than both Victor and Andre, would be the equal biggest she’d ever taken.  Jordan and his monster cock only being in her life for a weekend, the way things were shaping up with Benson, her acquaintance with his monster cock would be far more frequent and enduring.

My chance to gawp at the latest cock to stick itself into our marriage was cut short as Benson knee-walked up the bed until his huge, wagging cock rested on her pussy. He put his hands behind her knees and although I couldn't quite hear the words, it was obvious he'd told Sasha to guide his huge cock in.

Sasha obeyed so eagerly that the needy look on her face almost made me forget to breathe. 

My beautiful wife wasn’t just eager to get fucked by him, she wanted him in a way that powerfully mixed carnal and emotional desire. I saw it on her face. She wanted him, not just any big cock, she wanted Benson specifically inside her.  The man she’d been working with and getting to know these last few weeks since he’d transferred up from Atlanta.  The man whose ‘nest’ she’d helped furnish in readiness for the arrival of his daughter.  She wanted Benson’s huge, masculine cock.  She wanted his powerful, dark body lying on top of her.  But even more, it was Benson the man she wanted to give herself to.

Fuck, it was the most terrifying and exciting thought I’d felt since we’d started this whole game.  Victor had been training wheels, and Andre had been an intense, fiery few weeks before their affair had crashed and burned.  But this thing with the handsome, well-endowed Captain who she’d see so often at work threatened to be the scariest and most exciting thing we’d tried yet.

And it had all come about totally by accident – through the chance meeting of my largest customer and my wife returning from her Sunday flight.

Pulling my mind back to the here and now, I could see just how thrilled Sasha was to be welcoming Benson back inside her for a second time.  Her face beaming as she gripped his huge cock with her fingertips and rubbed the over-sized, pink circumcised tip up and down her wet slit.  The action itself almost symbolic, almost some kind of religious gesture of offering and worship, offering her most sacred parts to this heart-broken but charismatic African man.

Watching her rub his glans up and down her slit, a razor-sharp thought suddenly punctured my lungs – where was the shiny latex material to cover his cock?  With Victor, with Andre – she’d made them wear a condom for many times before she felt comfortable enough to take them bare.

But judging by the relaxed, easy way she was playing his cockhead up and down her slit, not only tonight would be a bareback session, but their first time probably had also been.  A thought that thrilled me with bittersweet fear, although thinking about it maybe it wasn’t so surprising.  Through work, she’d known the man for several weeks already and she absolutely knew he was disease-free.  And the whole emotional vibe and connection with a man getting over a bereavement felt like it lent itself to the kind of intimate, personal connection that shouldn’t be sullied or soiled by a thin barrier of rubber.

Inside her body, deep inside her womanly channel - that was where she wanted him most, and she wanted him bare, as nature intended. Her eyes danced, her smile gleamed as he eased some of his weight down and I watched the first few of his incredibly thick inches disappear, Sasha letting out a gasp loud enough that it was still intense through the phone’s tinny little speaker.

This was their second time together, but for me it was a first, and my body was physically shaking with that addictive mix of excitement and fear.  We’d played twice already, and despite difficulties, Sasha and I had survived and were stronger than ever.

But seeing the two of them there together like this, I thrilled at the thought that we were back playing again, only this time the likelihood was that we were taking things to even deeper levels.

Back on the bed, Sasha snaked her arms around Benson's thick neck and pulled his mouth down for a kiss. That kiss was epic, the two of them savoring the taste and feel of each other, deep longing obvious, a longing likely building since their first flight together.

With her legs so willingly bent back, my wonderful wife was totally at the mercy of the handsome and well-liked African captain, making me wonder how many of her fellow stewardesses would have willingly spread for him like this.

His angle allowed him to go as deep as her body would allow. The look of ecstasy on my wife’s face reinforcing the thought that he was much farther up inside her than I'd ever been – only Jordan ever having reached these same depths.

Sasha’s face was full of the physical ecstasy of taking a thick, male member so deep.  For him, his look of fulfilment seemed more about being able to finally be back with a woman again after his wife’s passing, and back with a woman he’d admired and wanted since he’d relocated and started flying with her.

~~~~~    

With a forceful grunt, Benson shifted his black ass and spread my wife’s pale legs even wider – totally unaware he was giving me the perfect view of his huge, thick cock penetrating my wife, taking her pussy to the absolute limits.

Benson and Sasha were now kissing constantly as he fucked her. Fucked her? No, not really – despite what he’d threatened as he’d carried her to the bed, they were making deep, heart-felt, passionate love.

With each powerful stroke, he fully buried his formidable shaft, each time Sasha's cries of pleasure ringing out down the phone line. Benson's solid shaft glistened and gleamed with my wife’s aroused juices. My wife’s pale hands, small in comparison to his large body, roamed his thick and heavily muscled body; caressing his back, cupping his ass, pulling urgently on his thighs.

They weren’t just fucking - my wife was making love with Benson and it was killing me.  The sex was exciting and bad enough, but seeing her give herself so passionately to him magnified every fear and excitement ten-times over.

Emotionally, it was brutal. Every move she made, every sigh and gasp he dragged from her lungs and body made it clear; this was more than just sex.  With Victor, over many weeks and months, an emotional connection had grown up.  But even on this, just their second time together, I could see the genesis of a relationship that threatened to be far deeper than anything that had ever happened with Victor.

Sharp-edged daggers stabbed at my heart, stabbed with excitement and fear as several small orgasms rolled through her body, each time Sasha calling out his name as she sobbed from the potent mix of her physical and emotional release.  Much more intense than just the lewd physical things I’d last seen with Andre and Jordan as she wrapped her arms and legs around him like she never wanted to let him go.

Every cry from her lips, every muscle in her face told me that, despite those serious reservations she’d had just two weeks ago, she absolutely loved that she’d found a new lover to fill a whole we’d both felt but nor been brave enough to admit to ourselves. 

And now her new lover, a man she liked and admired, a man who needed a woman in his life as he healed, was deep inside her once again.  As for the second time they made love, her euphoric expression telling me she absolutely loved that she had a new lover and loved the way his kisses and touches felt.

Knowing that Sasha was taking him bare, as I saw Benson speed up as his time approached, my stomach tightened into the most painful of knots, my throat constricting at the thought of his baby-making semen flooding Sasha’s womb.  I was a man torn in two – I hated the thought, hated the risk – but at the same time I felt my cock hardening the more I thought about it.

Feeling the rising sap in his tube, I saw Benson rise to his elbows and lovingly kiss Sasha, who kissed him back and held him tight, as if she was frightened he might deny her the biological prize she sought.

“You feel so good … so tight …. here it comes,” he cried out, his face screwed up in absolute ecstasy, an ecstasy he’d barely known these last months since his wife’s passing.

“Give it, give it me all,” she mewled back, nails digging deep into his ass, pulling him as deep as he could go as Sasha took every inch as his pelvis made one final push. His explosion was epic, those big, African balls flooding my wife with an ocean of his hot, milky sperm. Benson held Sasha's thighs wide open as his hips pounded and he pushed his rod extra deep, spurting a good dozen time as he filled her.  I hated to think how full those balls were after so many months without any sexual outlet, and I was deeply grateful for the wonders of the modern pill.

~~~~~     

If watching the sex between the new lovers was terrifying and exciting in equal measure, then what came next was arousing and insidious in a totally different way.

As the two love-birds cuddled up together, my wife snuggled up under Benson’s heavily-muscled arm with her head on his chest, the contrast in their skin tones deeply erotic to me.  

One big arm trailing down her back with a hand cupping her butt cheek, while the other hand idly played with her hair, making her smile as she started kissing his broad chest, kissing and flicking at his sensitive nipples.

Witnessing their love-making sex-act had been a confusing mix of emotions that had been really hard to take, but in so many ways this intimate time they shared together gave me even more exaggerated emotions – high and low.

Already, after just two times together, they looked so familiar and comfortable, as Benson touched her face and Sasha ran her fingers through his black, curly hair. The minutes of this heart-felt intimacy went on and on, both of them loving it as the perfect counterpoint to the wild physicality they’d just shared - neither showing any desire to end it.

Until finally I saw something change in Sash’s face as she slipped a hand down and started caressing and exciting Benson's testicles. His huge, black snake slowly starting to stir – the two of them sharing a special moment as she smiled up at him, making very clear what it was she wanted.  Round two was what was on her mind, as my wife slid her face down the good captain’s broad chest and stomach, until her soft lips nuzzled at his sticky, spent cockhead.

He smiled indulgently at her, she smiled back, kissed his big pink cockhead and started suckling.  Benson, enjoying life more than at any time since his wife’s passing, putting his hands behind his head and closing his eyes, sighing softly as Sasha suckled his meat to get him ready for his next rostered duty.

This sigh, and the accompanying sight of Sasha suckling his meat being the last things I saw and heard as the line went dead.

Ahhhh!  Sasha had always been a terrible one for remembering to charge her phone.  That was the only explanation, it couldn’t be a temporary signal problem – not from the middle of a high-end hotel at one of the world’s busiest airports!

Shit, I’d likely have to wait until tomorrow to find out more, to find out what happened next.

From what I’d just seen, I didn’t think Sasha would be calling me later – her mind was very clearly on other things and a man other than me.


Chapter 11

2011 January

In those early months of 2011, it was amazing how quickly we slipped back into a life where Sasha had two men in her life, not one.  But then again, bearing in mind Sasha had been with either Victor or Andre for most of the last three years, maybe I shouldn’t have been so surprised that both of us slipped back into things so easily.

Between them, Benson and Sasha had more than a quarter of a century of service with the airline, with all the friendships and networks they’d built up over that time.  So, it wasn’t hard for them to leverage these relationships to make sure they got to fly together much more often than during the last few months of 2010.  Most of these flights were short haul or were with a pilot other than Benson.

But without their colleagues becoming too suspicious, they managed to get quite a few flights when they were both together and the journey was long enough to involve a destination layover.  A happy coming together of events that allowed them to spend time together to explore and build their new relationship.  A handful of these nights also gave Sasha the chance to secretly watch their love play without Benson having to do something outside his comfort zone.

I never counted them, but from what Sasha told me, and from what I gleaned, in those first three months of the year, I reckon they must have enjoyed fifteen to twenty nights together at the airline’s expense. Certainly once a week, and sometimes twice a week if they could manage it.

Benson was more similar in age to her first boyfriend, Victor, than to the immature and problematic Andre.  And although Benson was a very different character to Victor, there were certainly similarities in how the two relationships felt – although their meetings were more like once a week rather than the two to three times a week Victor and Sasha had managed back in 2007, during those first intense months of their affair.

But even at this reduced frequency, I was thrilled and happy that we had this exciting and familiar part of our lives back, although I wasn’t so stupid as to think that we didn’t have to be careful.

The only real downer - aside from the nights I didn’t have Sasha, which had always been part of her work life anyway – was that Sasha was only able to arrange for me to secretly watch a handful of times. Although, even if I didn’t know it at the time, as we entered April, this was about to change.

~~~~~    

[image: ]It was a Friday night in early April, and I was looking forward to a quiet night alone with Sasha.  As was normal now, she’d been away during the first half of the week – but today she’d been office-based and had promised me she’d be home early.  Telling me she was going to cook me a special dinner, as a way of saying thank you for how flexible I’d been as things had developed between her and Benson – especially as she knew how frustrated I was at only being able to watch so infrequently.

Sasha was as good as her word – she was home before me, and she was indeed cooking what smelt like a wonderful meal.  But what more than slightly made me pissed was that not only was her car parked in our drive, but so was Benson’s.  Meaning I wasn’t in the best of moods as I opened the front door and called through.

“Hi, hun,” she called from the kitchen.  “Sorry I didn’t have a chance to let you know Benson would be here … he’s only just arrived … it’s a kind of last-minute thing … he says he can’t put it off … that he really needs to talk to you…”

Damned!  What the hell did that mean?  Sasha’s words sent an immediate chill through my body.  After all the trouble we’d had with Andre, I was naturally fearful of just what it was he wanted to talk about.

My nerves weren’t made any easier when he insisted on dragging me to a local bar so we could talk away from Sasha – a strangely quaint and old-fashioned thing I thought.  What was it he didn’t want to say with Sasha within earshot?  Another question that had me thinking the worst.

But his face and demeanor didn’t seem to be that of a man who was about to wreck my marriage or steal Sasha away from me.

“Jason,” he said, handing me a beer, “I just wanted to say a huge thank you for what you’re allowing for me and Sasha … after Gloria passed, it’s made a massive difference for me … it’s helped me move on, realize that I can find happiness again…”

He waited and I gave him a cursory, “You’re welcome!”  What else do you say to a speech like that?

“And also, I just wanted to reassure you that I totally respect what you and Sasha have, your marriage … I’d never do anything to hurt or damage that.”

I thanked him, sensing he also still had something else on his mind.

“Look, Jason … I’m sorry if this is awkward …  but there’s still something really bugging me … something I have to ask, coz it’s eating away,” my pursed lips and raised eyebrows telling him to spit it out.

“I really need to check that you’re okay with all of this … all of this with Sasha … with me and Sasha … look, man … I don’t mean to put you on the spot, embarrass you … but I just need to make sure … I’d never forgive myself if I found out later you hated it … that you were only doing it out of sympathy or pity … or because Sasha sweet-talked you, but that actually you’re not happy…”

He was right!

It was embarrassing to discuss.

I’d thought I was past this.  Hell, think of the things we’d already done with Victor and Andre!  But somehow, discussing the same topic with a man as conventional and traditional as Benson – the kind of man our parents might use as a role model for husbandly, family values – had me blushing and stuttering as I struggled to express myself.

“Wow … you caught me off-guard,” I stammered, playing for time before deciding total honesty was the only option, “but, yes, honestly, there’s nothing for you to worry about … in some ways, at first I was as surprised as you are … but, for me, watching Sasha having great sex with a man with a big cock … well, for some reason, not only does she love it … but so do I … I know it may be weird, but there’s just something there that I find hot…”

I could feel my cheeks burning.  Benson’s intelligent, dark eyes staring straight at me didn’t make it any easier.  Thankfully, even though it was Friday evening, my boss chose this precise moment to call me – just for once a welcome event.

He started explaining and it soon became clear it wasn’t going to be a quick call, so halting him for a moment, I apologized to Benson, suggested he head back to our house and asked him to tell Sasha I’d be there in around thirty minutes.

~~~~~    

It was actually nearer an hour when I was finally able to hang up, the short walk home allowing me to decompress both from the newly arisen technical problems we’d been discussing and also my earlier embarrassing talk with Benson.

My short walk back allowing me to reflect on how the evening was turning out so much different than the one I’d had planned.  A reflection which was even more pronounced when I walked around the side of the house and saw a sight that stopped me dead in my tracks.

The drapes were closed, but either by accident or by intent, Sasha hadn’t done a very good job, so I was able to peer through a narrow slit that allowed me to see that Benson and Sasha had something very different to food on their minds.

The day had been a hot one and, always a lover of fresh air, Sasha had left the small top pane slightly ajar, so I had both sight and sound.

At first, the sounds weren’t words – they were soft moans and low groans from both of them. 

Sasha was almost entirely naked, on her knees in front of the thickset African pilot who was a dozen years her senior, wearing only her thigh - high stockings.

I held my breath as I watched her cradle his cock in her hands, a smile of total and utter satisfaction on her face.  If I could have seen it, I was sure my own face would have looked similar – I was finally going to get a proper view of the two of them having sex.  Not just a four or five-inch image and the tinny sounds from my phone, but the full, glorious reality – up close and personal!  This evening was turning out even better than I’d had planned!

Sasha was slowly stroking Benson’s huge black spear with loving, tender precision. I’d seen it before maybe four or five times on my phone, but this was a million times better – the true size of his member apparent to me, having such an impact that without realizing it I found I was holding my breath.

Fuck, her hands barely fit around it – the gems and gold of the rings I’d given her providing the most lewd backdrop as she smiled longingly at his huge meat and used her married fingers to work him up and down.

Now I was seeing him up close, I was thinking maybe I’d done him an injustice – he looked a little thicker and longer than Jordan’s ten inches.

I could scarcely believe his size. His shaft was long enough that Sasha had to use both hands and yet she still had room on both ends.  His shaft was also unbelievably thick, with a bulbous mushroom shaped head. The fact that he’d been circumcised making the pink, sheep’s eye head of his cock look even bigger.

With a look of genuine care and affection – a look that made me shiver at the thought of the emotional risks we were taking - he smiled down at my wife.

“You like that big, black cock of mine, don’t you?”

“Mmm,” she moaned as her hand continued to stroke at it as she worked his huge meat up and down, “it’s beautiful.”

Grasping it extra tight at the base that made it throb and expand a little, she then looked away from it and stared up at him.

“You have a beautiful cock,” she murmured. 

“It’s soooo big!” she chuckled playfully.

“You like my black body?” he grinned, fishing for more compliments,   “even though I’m older than you.”

Her spare hand snaking up to run across his broad chest and pinch a nipple in response.

“Yes, very much, I like it very much … it’s sexy, even for an old man,” she teased, before thoughtfully adding, “I never really thought about it before these last few years, but I’ve always thought black men were sexy … but there were never many of them around where I lived…”

“If there had have been, do you think you would have dated one … maybe married one?” he asked.

“Maybe, who knows?” her hand now back squeezing up and down, like a child with a toy they don’t want to let go, her tone suggesting she was more focused on Benson’s huge meat than on hypotheticals.  “But there weren’t … so I married Jason instead…”

My mouth dropped open – stabbing pains shooting through my chest, even as my cock throbbed. I’m sure she’d not meant it that way, but her careless words made it sound like I was some consolation prize, a painfully exciting thought.

But I didn’t have a chance to dwell on whether Sasha would have chosen me if she’d known more black guys, because Benson was growing impatient and reached down, picking her up effortlessly.

She squealed a little and giggled as he lifted her into the air, resting her head against his chest in a small gesture I found strangely more painful than all the far more sexual things they were doing.  It spoke of closeness and tenderness – all the things that I thought I was best at.

He carried her to the couch, where he laid her down and started to move on top of her. She stopped him.

Her hands moved over his chest, and she smiled up at him.

“Take me to the bedroom. Tonight I want you to let Jason watch while I take you inside me … while we make love in our bedroom, on our bed,” she smiled, even as he looked confused.  “You talked to him at the bar, he’ll love it … you see, I wasn’t making it up … just so I could have you … that’s his thing…”

He shrugged, reached down and picked her up again. He cradled her possessively and carried her up the stairs, the woman I loved practically melting against his dark body as he carried her to our bedroom.

Knowing they were expecting me at some point, I reasoned ‘why wait, why miss even a moment of the show,’ and, trying to be as quiet as I could, I raced inside.

Reaching the top of the stairs, I saw that the door to our bedroom had been left ajar – instinct telling me this had been Sasha’s doing, knowing how desperate I was to watch.

‘Thanks, baby – we’re finally getting this thing back on track, not just you getting your thing now, but I’m getting my candy, just like I used to.’

~~~~~    

They were lying on the bed, facing each other, kissing passionately.  I didn’t want to spook the guy, but I also wanted to put down some kind of marker, to move things in the direction I wanted.  So slowly I opened the door, gave a small cough, so they’d turn to look at me.

“You see, like I said in the club … I’m fine with this … this is our thing,” I smiled at him in the most harmless, friendly way I could manage.  “I know this is all a bit strange for you, Benson, so I’ll make myself scarce and let you guys have your privacy.”

“Thanks, man,” he nervously smiled back as I started to back out, seeing them naked in the flesh and up close for the first time, suddenly struck by just how erotic the striking contrast between his dark skin and her pale body was.  Struck by how something so simple could be so powerfully sensual.

I closed the door behind me, but made sure to leave it partly ajar, thankful that the darkness of the upstairs hallway would allow me to watch and listen without being too obvious.

Sasha turned his head from the doorway and held his gaze.  “See, will you believe me now?  So, stop worrying about my husband and concentrate on the beautiful woman next to you!”  A gentle reprimand that made him smile and give himself to the kiss as Sasha pulled his neck down so they could resume earlier activities.

After a while, she broke the kiss and grinned at him with total desire. “C’mon baby. You’re mine tonight, and I don’t want us to waste a second … tomorrow you’ll be with your daughter, and I won’t see you again until Monday,” she whined, reaching between them to grasp his swollen rod.

The squeeze to his cock had the desired effect, his mind moving back to the confident, assertive attitude he’d had when Sasha had knelt on the living room floor worshipping his cock.

He smiled and massaged my wife’s large left breast, lightly pinching her nipple, making her moan into his mouth as they kissed, her fingers running down over the big cock pressing against her stomach.

Benson rolled onto his back and pulled her on top of him, their love making now so well practiced that she sank all the way down onto his huge shaft in one, quick and easy motion.  Even after all their times together, I could see she was struggling to breathe, due to his size.  The room lighting and position of the door allowing me even to see the small bulge moving up the inches of her tummy until all ten inches were in.

“You’re splitting me in two,” she moaned between shallow, labored breaths.

“We’ve got all night,” he replied gently, touching her cheek with genuine affection for the woman who’d helped his healing.  “Take your time.”

“All night,” she breathed, questioningly, as if this was something they’d not discussed.

“Yes, all night.  I don’t pick Victoria up until ten and, from how Jason is with all of this, I don’t think he’d have a problem if I stayed the night.  Do you?”

She smiled happily, not bothering to answer his question.  Placing a hand on her tummy, just about where I’d seen the bulge, just where the top of Benson’s huge cock would be.

“You’re so long and thick, I can feel every bit of you inside me. You feel,” she gasped and took several quick breaths, “good, so good.”

“Tell me, was your wife able to take you okay?  You know how girls talk … some of my friends find it painful if their man has a really big cock…”

“No,” he smiled, happy to remember back, “Gloria loved my cock … loved me to fuck her hard and deep with it … like you, she couldn’t get enough … said that was one reason she left her first husband…”

Even as she slowly rode up and down on his over-sized cock, Sasha looked shocked.  “Don’t look so surprised, we have divorce too … it’s not all arranged marriages and ‘until death us do part … anyway, what about you … now that you’ve had my big cock, can Jason still satisfy you?”

“Jason and I still have a wonderful love life … but, you’re right … after Victor, after Andre … and now with you, it’s different … but that actually excites him … deep down, he knows he can’t make me feel the things you can … but it excites him, so long as he knows I still love him…”

With this final exchange, they both seemed done with talking and thinking – they wanted to focus on more earthy, carnal pleasures. 

Benson moved his hands to my wife’s pale hips and started helping her move up and down. The look in her eyes telling him she was close, and when her orgasm burst, he pulled her all the way down.  Holding her firmly in place, completely impaling her on his enormous shaft as her shattering orgasm ripped through her body. Her head violently thrown back as she sobbed with pleasure.

My spot at the door gave me a perfect view of my wife’s shuddering body – damned, how I’d missed this, a phone was nothing compared to this - and I almost soiled myself with my own pleasure when I saw her toes curling tightly and the rarity of her squirting from her body’s reaction to Benson and his cock.

Finally, she fell forward, completely spent, letting her sweat-matted long brown hair rest on his shoulder.

“You’re amazing,” she murmured, looking with real feeling into his eyes.  “You know, I almost passed out.”

“I’m glad I can make you feel so good, Sash … you’ve helped me so much these last months … helped me to a happiness I thought I’d never find,” he smiled, the two of them sharing a special moment of closeness before his crooked smile moved things on. “Now, Mrs. Spencer … are you ready for round two, or do you need more time to recover?”

~~~~~    

If the last few moments had been tender and full of emotional closeness, what came next was at the other end of the spectrum.

Asking for a short respite before she accepted Captain Benson’s challenge, she briefly caught her breath before she started moving with him, riding him a second time, matching his thrusts with the movement of her hips.

The energy between them looked and felt like a force of nature, an impression amplified by the way the smell of their sex filled the room and filled my nostrils. 

As Benson made love to her with very slow, deep and deliberate strokes, Sasha was soon moaning again.  Moaning at a level well beyond anything I’d achieved these last few months, even at a level I don’t recall Victor or Andre ever achieving.  The hallway so dark and the two of them so wrapped up in each other that I felt safe to get myself out and slowly jerk myself off, being careful not to come too quickly and have to deal with the post-cum, cuckold blues.

As I wanked and watched, I could see that between moans she gasped something to him.

“What? I didn’t hear you?”

“You don’t … you don’t have to be gentle … you can fuck me hard, you know … like you used to fuck your wife … fuck me hard and deep, baby … just like you did her,” she moaned, looking up at him in a way that said she really wanted it.

“C’mon, you can do better than that, you really want it hard and deep, like I used to do Gloria?” he chuckled.  Backing up his words by stopping his slow deep thrusting and only using the slowest and most shallow of movements. 

Sasha groaned in frustration, her hands scrabbled across Benson’s broad and dark shoulders.

“No! Please … please, Benson … harder, fuck me, harder,” she begged, her hands descended to his ass as she tried to pull him deeper inside.

All this talk of Benson’s wife seemed to be started by Sasha and it churned my emotions in new ways I’d never felt in all our years of playing these games. 

Was she just mentioning her out of kindness or to arouse her bull even more – or was there something more, something deeper going on here.  Something that I should be worried about that might, further down the road, become a threat to Sasha and me.

Pushing these fears to the back of my head, I promised myself I’d raise them later with Sasha and gave in to the pleasures from my cock and the scene playing out before me.

With all her begging and whimpering, Benson gave my wife what she wanted, grabbing her and flipping her over until she was directly underneath his big body.  Allowing him to really pound her hard, pummeling her body hard and deep, just like he’d pounded his own wife.  Fucking down into Sasha’s pussy with reckless abandon, his strokes insanely deep, fast and hard … my wife loving every second, happily taking every fat inch of his ten-inch monster.

Sasha’s moans were now filling our little town house, her whole body starting to shake as within seconds another huge orgasm wracked her entire body. Benson’s own thrusting became jerkier, uncontrolled as his breathing intensified. He roared like a wounded animal, Sasha wrapping her arms around his neck, gripping his waist tight with her legs as she pulled him to her. Capturing him, never wanting to let him go as he poured his seed deep into her womb.  Her face screwed up, body still quivering as she told him, “Oh, baby … yesss, yesss … I can feel you jetting inside me, I can actually feel you cum … you feel so wonderful.”  Moaning with fulfilment as their lips pushed and nibbled hungrily as she held him physically close, to match how she felt emotionally right now.


Chapter 12

Even now, totally spent, she wouldn’t let him go, continuing to hold him tightly as they kissed.  They may have done this many times before, but from the way she clung to him, it was as if tonight was as special as their first time.  Maybe doing it in our home, taking him in front of me gave it an added newness, an added excitement for her.

I lost track of time, seemingly lost in my own little bubble, several minutes passing before I noticed they’d started whispering. It was too low for me to make out what they were saying, but it snapped me out of it and for some bizarre reason, seeing their post-climax whispering and closeness filled me with an unstoppable urge to involve myself in some way.

To my dying day, I’ll never know what possessed me to do what I did next.  The only thing I can think of was that on the other most exciting night we’d shared – the one when Andre and Jordan had both taken Sasha in front of me, I’d done it as well.

Then I’d beaten my cock in their presence, this time I did something slightly different.  Dropping my pants and boxers, stripping off my top and with my superhard cock jutting out in front of me, I paraded into the master bedroom.

Even if the thought was only hazy in my head, I knew why I was doing it and what I intended to say.

I coughed lightly, just like I’d done the first time I’d entered, before they’d started, and immediately saw Benson’s eyes fall onto my hard and straining cock.

“You guys made quite the racket!” I teased, my chest aching as I took in the truth of what a fitting and handsome couple they made, laying side-by-side on the bed. 

“Benson, do you always make her cum so noisily as that?” I grinned, noticing he was still looking at my cock, bizarrely enjoying the thought he had to be thinking how much smaller than him I was down there.

He shook his head, an ironic, almost disbelieving smile slowly forming.  “I’ll never understand some things, Jason … do you really get off on hearing your wife having a better time with me than with you?”

Smacking my swollen cock, I just said, “Yup!” adding, “guess we’re all of us different, huh!”

From the first time I’d met him, I’d known he was an intelligent man.  These new things might have been strange and different to him, but smart people readily adapt.  A thoughtful look coming over his face as he slowly started to speak.

“So, Jason … looking at the state of your cock … or would you like it more if I called it a cock-let … as Sasha and me aren’t done with each other yet, I guess you’d prefer to stay in the room where you can properly watch us … would I be right in that?”

Looking at my hard cock, he just shook his head again and grinned.  “Second thoughts, don’t answer that … your cock-let is answering for you!”

Looking across at Sasha, who had an almost identical grin as they locked eyes, without taking his eyes from her to look at me, he shared another thought.  “Hell, Jason … you can even watch and wank if you want to … I’ll be too busy with your woman to notice, so knock yourself out!”

True to his word, he paid me no further attention as he moved back on top of my woman, his large black body covering hers until only her pale legs and arms were visible.  The two of them lost in their own little world of kisses and caresses, and words said intentionally quiet, as they didn’t want me to hear.

Despite being a dozen years older than me, his desire for my beautiful Sasha was so strong that it didn’t take Benson long to get hard again.   He was soon moving in and out of Sasha with a slow, sensual pace that drew hungry moans from the back of her throat.  Despite the size of his cock, Sasha’s wetness allowed him to move in and with ease, that telltale tummy bulge, an ever-present marker for his progress.

As the erotic scene played out, a cold realization washed over me. Just four months in, Sasha and Benson seemed closer than she and Victor had gotten after nearly two years together. 

My wife and her handsome, intelligent co-worker weren’t fucking.  Their kisses lasted too long. Their eyes communicated more than lust, and they cared more about enjoying each other, pleasuring each other, than reaching another orgasm.

They were making love.  Really making love, a thought that lanced my heart with a terrible cocktail of lust and fear.  As I surrendered to the realization that this was even more exciting, even more dangerous than anything we’d ever done with Victor and Andre and that I loved that we’d found a way to a new and even more intoxicating place.

The contrast in their skin tones was amazing enough, but as I watched the way they kissed, the way they moved – I realized my excitement wasn’t just because of the taboo or the size of Benson’s cock.

No, what made it even more overpowering was that Sasha was making love to an older, larger and better-hung version of me.  A man she had feelings for, a man she admired and felt close to.  A man she wanted not just for sex, but to actually make love to in the truest sense of the word.

Just as I thought I might explode with emotional fear and excitement, Sasha brought things back to the carnal, physical level.

“Faster,” she gasped, “please, baby … faster, I need it faster, ” she cried as she bit his shoulder and came with a loud shout. Her legs clamped around his thrusting hips like a vice, and her toes curled violently. She raked her fingernails across his shoulders, as her head whipped from side to side several times.  Her orgasm exploding through every inch of her body. Eyes thrown wide open, her mouth frozen in mid-cry, every muscle in her body tensed as she rode the most violent orgasm I’d ever seen from her.

~~~~~    

As she slowly came back to earth, she smiled coyly at Benson.  “I can’t believe it, I actually passed out from that orgasm. OMG, what are you doing to me, Benson?” she giggled, “that was so freakin’ amazing. So intense!”

Kissing him softly on the cheek, just as a last shudder ran through her body, an aftershock almost as a keepsake reminder of what she’d just been through.

“I’m glad you liked it,” Benson chuckled, easing his weight off as he moved to her side, briefly smiling at me before possessively stroking Sasha’s hair.  “I don’t want to give you any reason to look for another boyfriend.”

Sasha caught the smile he’d given me and doubled down, smiling herself, looking at me, involving me, even as she spoke to Benson.

“There is no way I’m looking for another boyfriend, Mister. My husband found me Victor … then Andre … and now I’ve found one for myself … and now that I’ve found the end of line, best model … I’m not letting you, or that beautiful black cock, get away … EVER!”

Still looking at me, she reached down and grabbed her ‘boyfriend’s’ cock.

“Speaking of his amazing cock, I want more of it … Jason, baby … is that okay?”  addressing me directly for the first time in ages. 

“I want you back inside me. Now!” she demanded, now looking back at Benson.

Catching on with the game, it was Benson’s turn to address me.  “What do you think, hubby?  Do you think Stewardess Spencer can handle more of this huge cock of mine?  Is that okay with you, hubby?  You know how addictive big black cock is to a woman like your beautiful, naughty wife.  Presses all kinds of physical and emotional buttons for a good girl like Sash … you know the old saying. Once you go black, you never go back!”

His last comment making her laugh as she slapped his shoulder. 

“After Victor and Andre, don’t you think Jason already knows that!  Isn’t that why he’s playing with his cock while he watches us break all kinds of airline fraternization rules!” she laughed as she stroked and squeezed life back into his cock.

“Let’s do this together, Jason, you keep playing with your white one, while I,” he grinned, his words suddenly stopping as he flipped her over and onto her stomach, “give her what she needs!”

She was squealing and laughing as he took hold of himself, nudged her legs with his knee and started rubbing his leaking cockhead along her pussy until her laughs had turned into breathy moans of need.

“Please … please, baby … stop teasing me … I need you back inside me,” her hips pushing back against him, desperately trying to push at least a few inches of his fat cock back inside her. He pulled back from her, and another groan, this one born of frustration, escaped her. She tried again, and he resisted her once more.

“See how she loves this cock, Jason?” he chortled, waving the heavy piece of black hose at me before going back to use it to tease my squirming wife.

“You like this cock, Sasha?”

“Mmm … mmm,” she moaned.

“Not good enough,” still rubbing himself against her lips and nub, “need you to tell hubby how you love my cock … love it and need it … look at him and tell him!”

With tears of frustration in her eyes, lost in her world of need, she turned her head, looked at me and obeyed.

“I LOVE his cock, baby … I really love it … need it inside me!”

“You like it better than Jason’s?  Better than your husband’s? You ever pass out with your husband?”

She murmured, but not enough.

“I didn’t hear you!  Hubby didn’t hear you!  Speak up, baby!”

“Yes, your cock feels better than my husbands,” she told him, looking at him, before turning to me.  “Sorry, baby … but it’s true, and no, I’ve never passed out with you … never ever cum like that … nowhere near…”

‘Baby, you didn’t have to add that last bit,’ I thought to myself, wondering if this addition of trash-talk and humiliation would change things. 

Things had been ‘pure vanilla’ with Benson until tonight – and even then, they’d been pretty intense, given the working together and closeness between the two of them.  Would adding kinky games make things even closer and hotter between the two of them?  It was certainly a thought.

“Benson … please, don’t be mean … I can’t stand the teasing anymore … please put it in and fuck me, fuck me hard!”

He winked at me, “Better give the little lady what she wants,” his black ass cheeks tensing as he pushed all the way into her with one long, slow stroke.  His hips driving with real power and purpose, his weight completing the job as his bulk crushed her prone body into the mattress.  Sasha suddenly yelping from the depth of his penetration.

All the way in - balls deep, he paused for several seconds before pulling out again, and then pistoned his gleaming shaft back in. 

But this time I saw my wife reach back, holding his hips to keep him from penetrating her too deeply.  Making me realize that even though they’d been lovers for several months, his size meant that he went uncomfortably deep in some positions.

My wife had been the one begging him for his big cock.  But this variation of doggy – with Sasha lying flat on her tummy while Benson fucked her from above - took his ten inches too deep.

Maybe Benson had the same issues with his late wife, Gloria.  Either way, he knew the fix wasn’t to slam away, but instead to give her time to adjust as he fucked her slowly, each stroke just a little longer than the last.  Her hand was still reaching back to stop him going to deep, but even with her face thrust into the pillow, her moans told me she was clearly enjoying the new position.

Benson’s experience paid off, after a minute or two Sasha moved her hands away, letting him give her all ten inches as she started pushing her hips back into him.

“Shit!  Your cock feels even bigger in this position … it feels like you’re actually in my womb … you’re so deep in my tummy!” she gasped.

“I hope you’re not complaining,” he chuckled, as she moaned back.

“No, never … damn, I can feel every inch of you!  You feel extra thick today … like your cock’s extra swollen, got more blood than normal!”

“Must be making love to you in front of Jason!” he grinned, looking across at me as he spoke. 

“Who knows, maybe I was wrong about all this strange stuff … maybe these kinky games can be as much fun as normal love,” sliding all the way deep, pressing her all the way down into the mattress as he spoke.  Before looking back at me again.

“You see, Jason … this is what she needs now … this is what we do on layovers … you really okay with this?” he asked, looking down at my much smaller but equally hard cock as I continued to stroke myself.

Taking my silence and blushing cheeks as consent, I could see a thought going through his head.

“You know, Jason … back in the day, back in Congo’s tribal past, when one tribe defeated another in battle, they’d take their women … take them in front of their husbands … force them to watch as their wives were transferred from the defeated males to their new husbands … to the men who deserved them as they’d won the battle…”

Where was this going?  I suddenly felt super nervous.

“It’s only a game, Jason … I still respect your marriage … but why don’t you come closer … get a better look, feel Sasha’s warm breath on your face while she tells you how it is … what it feels like…”

Oh fuck!  I felt terrified, but my cock had never been harder and my whole body was tingling as adrenaline flooded my veins. 

Why the hell hadn’t I been happy to just watch from the hallway?  Why had I dropped my pants, waved my hard dick around and inserted myself into their game.

‘Watching’s a damned sight safer than participating,’ I thought to myself as I felt myself drawn closer, until I was kneeling on the floor, my head right next to Sasha’s.  My mind full of African images of tribal headdresses and fallen warriors.

“Just a game, Jason,” he reassured me, his hand resting lightly on my shoulder, “but I want you to do something else they used to do … when their wives took their first loads from their new men…”

Oh fuck, oh fuck!

“Lay flat, next to Sasha, that’s right … your face next to hers … now reach and slip your hand under my balls … that’s right, hold them … nice and flat, like your hands a plate, offering your woman up to my big balls … that’s what they used to do,” he smirked, enjoying my discomfort, making me wonder if he’d made this whole thing up.

“That’s good, now, while I start fucking her again, put your face close and listen while she tells you how her new man feels…”

He may have been grinning, saying it was all just a game, but Sasha’s face was ultra serious, ultra sensuous – she was lost within her world of sexual bliss.

“He feels so good … he’s stretching me … so deep in my tummy … is that okay, honey?  Is that okay, is that what you wanted to hear?”

I was sleepless, our eyes locked together – mine fiery and filled with uncertainty and excitement, hers roomy and faraway, her mind preoccupied with what was going on between her legs.

“You ready, Jace?  Gonna go faster, so just move your hand, keep it flat … that’s right,” he hissed as he increased his pace.  Until after a couple more minutes he was really hammering into her.

Sasha’s reactions and her short, jerky breaths I was feeling on my face telling me she was once again taking every inch and loving it.

Whatever earlier difficulties she’d had with his size had evaporated and now she was so far gone she couldn’t even focus to tell me how amazing he made her feel. 

The feelings themselves so strong she’d lost the capacity for speech or any other kind of rational thought as her white knuckles gripped the pillow as he slammed her hard and fast until a muffled scream rang out as her toes curled again.

Another huge orgasm ripped through her. At the same time, Benson gave a loud groan, and pushed himself completely inside her. My hand under his nuts meaning I could feel his balls and tube flex several times, his huge cock shooting loads and loads of potent cum inside my woman.  The woman who in his tribal fantasy no doubt he’d won from me in battle.

“Don’t move … don’t move,” he shouted, “take it … take all my seed … it’s what your husband wants, he’s even holding my balls to help me…”

Squashed flat by his body, no need to support herself, Sasha reached back using one hand to hold his hips against her ass, the other touching mine to confirm what Benson was saying was true.  A truth that needed some confirming, as neither of us would have thought such a thing possible earlier this evening.

Sasha’s fingers squeezed mine as somehow, she turned under his crushing weight to face me.  “Oh, honey … I can feel each jet of his cum inside me. I love the feeling! I know he’s filling me completely.  So deep he’s seeding directly into my womb…”

Our eyes locked together, her fingers squeezing again, she continued, “So hot, baby … so hot … I’m so glad we could share this together … so glad you came in instead of just watching from outside,” she smiled lovingly, before another thought came to her as she giggled.  “So glad, my little vanquished warrior…”


Chapter 13

I got her fingers squeezing mine, he got everything else as she pushed back against him, sexily wiggling her ass.

“Are you empty now, stud?” she giggled, the raw sexual tension now somehow gone now that they’d both cum –me being the only one who’d not climaxed yet, not wanting the blues that’d likely follow.

“Yes, totally empty Stewardess Spencer … your captain’s dumped all the excess fuel … you have it all now, you sexy little mare!” he joked back. 

He leaned down, moved her hair away from her neck and kissed her lightly. Making the mood serious and sensual once again as his lips left a trail of little kisses along her back and shoulders, making her purr like a contended feline as he whispered to her.  Whispered just loud enough for me to hear.

“Tell hubby I’m not done with you yet … tell him I still want more … and so do you … tell the vanquished warrior you’ll see him in the morning … when the victor’s finished with his new woman!”  His words making my chest ache with excitement and fear – hoping beyond hope this was, as he kept saying, all just a game.

He may have wanted sensuous and serious, but Sasha had other ideas.  Had other ideas about other things as well, still prone on her tummy as she reached back to pat the face that had kissed its way up her back and was now next to hers.

“You might want more, Captain Benson, but this little stewardess is already full to overflowing and needs some quality time with her real boss.”  Softening the blow with a kiss to his cheek.

Relieved with her reassurance, I started backing out to go and wait for Sasha in our guest room.  Maybe unconventional, but if I was going to get the girl, I was happy to gift him the master bedroom and en suite for a night.

“See you in the morning, Benson … thanks for all the fun.”  It sounded strange to say, but felt right, felt like me mirroring Sasha’s message to him that she and I were the primary unit here – however much she loved his big cock.

“You too, Jace, see you tomorrow,” he replied, his face friendly, as if all that stuff about ‘vanquished warriors’ and whose cock Saha preferred had never even happened. 

He even gave me the classic raised-hand salute as I quietly padded out and left the door ajar for Sasha.  A brief burst of giggles followed by a ‘no, stop being wicked’ from Sasha providing too much temptation as I turned for one last look at the two of them together before Sasha joined me.

Benson’s large black body was still pinning her body to the mattress as he kissed her cheek, the two of them whispering together for several seconds. The smallest of intimacies after everything they’d already done tonight, but nonetheless one that stung and pierced my heart as she lingered rather than immediately joining me.

~~~~~    

Waiting for her to join me, I slipped under the covers, my cock still painfully hard, occupying my mind with playbacks of everything I’d seen and heard.  The sights and sounds of Sasha cumming so much harder than I ever made her cum.  The sights and sounds of the games we’d played, her telling me and telling Benson how she loved his cock, loved it more than mine and needed it drilling her deep and hard.

My mind full of these thoughts, I lost track of time.  It seemed forever before I saw Sasha standing naked in the doorway.  A proud, happy look on her face as she pulled her shoulders back and stood at her full height – presenting herself without a shred of shame for my inspection.

Fuck, she was sexy!  A hot and confident woman whose comfort and acceptance of her own sexuality had grown exponentially since that first night she allowed me to post her pictures online.

Tonight, we’d broken so many barriers.  Not barriers relative to how crazy things had gotten with Andre – but barriers considering how conventional her relationship with Benson had been.  Considering how traditional and conservative he was.

And at the end of it, even with all the crazy talk and Benson’s desire for Sasha to spend the night, she’d let him down gently and had come back to me.  Standing in all her naked beauty in the doorway for her hubby’s inspection and pleasure.

Our eyes locked, no words - but so much emotion passing between us.  She knew I was inspecting her – and that’s exactly what she wanted.  She wanted me to strip away any social conventions and just see the beautiful, vulnerable, sexual woman she truly was.

She stood still, breathing steadily, enjoying the afterglow of the amazing sex we’d given her.  Mainly Benson’s doing – to be sure – but I knew my presence, my involvement had heightened her pleasure.

She saw my eyes drift down to her freshly used pussy.  Battered, reddened and stretched.  The fatness of Benson’s thick African cock still making her love lips gape slightly open with an ‘O’ shape.  An ‘O’ shape that almost made me chuckle – the same ‘O’ shape her mouth had been in as she’d moaned and panted her way through the evening.

“Seen enough,” she teased, my smile and nod of the head the signal she needed to close the distance between us and slip under the covers, our lips locked and hungrier than anything I’d seen all night.  Until finally we had to come up for air.

“That was so hot … tonight was so hot,” she groaned, her look to me removing the need for explanation, remembering how she’d said how happy she’d been that I participated rather than just watched.

“Yeah, it was,” I smiled tenderly at her, feeling closer to her than at any time since we started all these games, cuddling her to me, a cuddle that we both needed after such a hungry kiss.

I stroked her hair, gave her a soft, almost chaste kiss.  “What was that all you and Benson were whispering about … you know … at the end, when I’d left?”

“Oh, nothing really … not important?”

The answer that all husband’s dread to hear.  The answer that’s used when a ‘fender-bender’ turns into a five-figure invoice, or when a credit-card bill is three-times higher than expected.

“Sash?”

She knew my warning tone, her cheeks reddened as she prepared to tell me the truth.

“It was just Benson being naughty … whispering in my ear that he knew I was only coming to you through a sense of duty … that he was okay with that, didn’t want to tread on our toes … but that he knew that deep-down I’d rather spend the night with him … getting some more of his big cock…”

The guilty look on her face told me he’d not been wrong, but before I could handle this, she carried on.

“Then he got really naughty … said that he knew from the way that you’d shown your cock to him … played with it in front of him … that he knew that if I asked you what you wanted, that if you were honest, you’d say that was what you wanted too...”

Fuck!  The old ‘one-two’ … now I knew what it must feel like to be hit by Mohammed Ali or Mike Tyson.  I’d hardly recovered from the first punch and she was hitting me with the second.  Leaving me mentally winded, shaking my head and trying to find my bearings.

She bit her lip … looking nervously across.

“Jason, do you want me to stay with you tonight? I will, if that’s what you want.”

However, I knew she really wanted to spend the night with her boyfriend. She’d stay with me because she felt obligated, Benson had got that right – it was ‘a sense of duty’ that had made her tell him no, rather than because she really wanted to be with me, a thought that had my cock throbbing with bittersweet arousal.

“Baby, go have your fun,” I manfully told her.

“Fuck, I hate that guy sometimes, Sash … why does he always have to be right?” I told her with a lump in my throat, my weak smile telling her my anger was only for show, “your boyfriend’s waiting for you.”

“You’re sure?” trying but failing to mask her excitement as we shared a moment before I answered, managing barely a whisper.

“Yes, I’m sure. Now go, before I change my mind,” I joked, “I’ll be fine.”

“I love you. I hope you know that … know how much I love you…”  Her words being exactly what I needed as a salve, the feel of her lips on my cheek and the scent of her perfume staying with me as I groaned, watching her receding figure.

~~~~~    

The kind of appetites we’d reawakened these last few months weren’t easily quelled, so even before she’d gone back into the master bedroom, I was silently following her into the darkened hallway.  Saying a silent prayer that although she’d closed the door, she’d left a quarter-inch opening. 

The fact that the gap was much narrower than before suggested that this time she really wanted privacy, but had been just a little too eager to do things properly.  A thought that prompted me to drop low and push close to the wall.  Holding my breath – this time I really didn’t want to be spotted.

“Back so soon?” he teased, “looks like I called it right about hubby!” 

Ouch!  That stung, to be summarized in such a throwaway and cliched manner, especially as in the gentle rays from the bedside lamp I could see the soft, glowing smile of my wife’s desire for her airline boss as he sat in my spot, patting the side of the bed where Sasha normally slept.

“Stewardess Spencer,” he sighed, “you do know how much I love making love to you, don’t you?”  His words an eerie echo of what she’d said just moments ago – when she’d checked that I knew the depth of her feelings for me.  ‘What a weird, weird, screwed up world,’ I thought to myself.

A happy smile passed over my wife’s face as she got in and rolled toward him. Her hand settling on his chest, but only briefly before it moved south, towards his hips.

‘Fuck, Sash!  Are you always hungry for this guy?  When was the last time you were this hungry for me?’  An excruciating yet exciting pair of thoughts that seared through my frontal cortex.

Still holding my breath - I watched as she ran her nails lightly across Benson’s ebony skin, his face tensing as he closed his eyes, savoring the sensation.

“Mmm,” she purred, her nails now trying to tease life into his middle-aged and spent tube of flesh, “and I hope you know how much I love making love to you, as well.”

These words sufficient – the look that passed between them making clear it was more than just the sex they were describing, that the healing and emotional aspects were equally important for both of them. 

They shared a deep, emotion-rich smile, and then their arms encircled each other as they shared a series of soft, brief kisses.  Making me feel somehow guilty that I was watching their special moment without declaring myself as I headed back to the guest room trying to fathom my emotions.

Part arousal … part pride at helping a good man’s recovery from loss.  But also those most natural of husbandly emotions at seeing my wife so intimate with another man … feelings of jealousy, loss and fear.

With the gentlest touch to my hair-trigger cock, and the deepest of sighs, I knew it would be some time before I’d manage any kind of sleep.

~~~~~    

Sleep took me faster than I’d imagined – exhaustion from the evening’s emotional rollercoaster trumping my throbbing cock and thoughts of what Sasha and Benson were doing in our bedroom.

But sooner than I’d hoped, my bladder woke me.  The red digits of the bedside clock said five-fifty, and after a few disoriented moments searching for the en suite, I remembered where I was – and why. 

Bedside lamp on, a trip to the family bathroom and a quick peer into the mirror. ‘Yup, as expected, you look like shit’.  With business now taken care of, I felt those all too familiar impulses cranking back into action, tempting me towards the master bedroom, the shameful part of my brain hoping they’d still not noticed the door had been imperfectly closed.

My heart lifted as I saw they’d not moved the door, but as I put my eye to the thin crack, at first I felt a surge of disappointment. 

I wasn’t exactly sure what I’d expected, but after the bathroom’s harsh neon lighting, my eyes saw nothing.  But then my heart leapt as I heard Sasha’s voice.  More specifically, I heard her moans and cries - cries which were hot and urgent, but somehow also muffled.  Just like when Benson had made her lie prone, her face forced into the pillow while she enjoyed his really deep fucking.

Morning sex. Now that my sleepy eyes had finally adjusted to the darkness, I saw Sasha on the bed, on her hands and knees as Benson knelt behind her taking her doggy style this time.

Things had come full circle.  At first, I’d watched them in secret, then I’d inserted myself into the room, and now I was back watching in secret.  The fact I’d see how things really were between them, how things were during all those hotel layovers, making me shiver from head to toe.

“I love your cock,” she moaned, turning her head sideways from the pillow, “it’s like it’s the perfect shape for me … perfect girth, perfect length.”

“That’s not what you said the first few times,” he teased.

“That was then … this is now … my pussy’s adjusted now … she’s grown and stretched to love her new friend,” she playfully replied, her voice almost coy like she sometimes got around her folks, when she part regressed to teenage, Presbyterian Sasha.

Their moans and sighs replaced words as they remembered their main focus, until my wife’s ever-active mind interrupted again.

“I hope we didn’t wake up Jason … it’s hard to control myself with you.”

Benson laughed, and I heard the bed squeak extra loud, followed by an extra loud yelp that escaped her pillow – her words had provoked him to the opposite of what she’d said.

“What?  Don’t you moan like that with hubby?” he teased. “I’ll bet you don’t beg for more of hubby’s little cock, do you?”  His avoidance of my name somehow making it feel less disrespectful – his words weren’t about Jason the man, they were about Jason ‘the hubby’ in this game the three of us were finally playing as things moved into new territory.

My wife responded with a whisper, and whatever she said made Benson snort. She continued to whisper, and they both chuckled together.  I had no idea what they were saying, but somehow – even after everything else tonight, that secrecy and not knowing made me feel slightly belittled, humiliated and excluded.  Those few seconds creating a small wave of negativity that sent me back to the guest room – back to bed.

Despite my hurt feelings and the small wave of negativity, as I carried on watching and slowly edging myself, what I saw soon had my aroused dick back in control of things.

For a man a dozen years older than Sasha and my thirty-three years, Benson was undeniably in good shape.  His broad back tapered to a muscular ass that hammered into my wife with machine-like precision.  The heavy muscles in his arms rippled under his skin as he held her pale hips tightly. 

A tightness only visible in the six-a.m. half-light because of the contrast between the paleness of my wife’s hips and the ebony darkness of Benson’s large, strong hands. 

Still worried about waking me, Sasha had once again buried her face in the pillow to muffle the real volume of her moans.  The way her body thrashed … the pained, taut look on her face … all the signs together told me she was actually screaming as Benson continued to piston in and out of her. 

Finally, Benson seemed done.  A long groan filled the air, full of primal lust and release as he gave a strong final thrust, and pulled Sasha’s hips tightly against him.

This time, I may not have been ‘the vanquished warrior,’ forced to hold his testes, but I could see them even in the morning half-light.  See them as his big balls moved up and down, as his cum flooded his cabin crew’s pussy. This particular air stewardess purring with satisfaction through the pillow’s Egyptian cotton. Breathing heavily, and pushing back against him, her nails digging and scraping as she convulsed through yet another climax.  Both their bodies shuddering until finally his hold on her hips loosened, his body and weight dropping down on hers as both of them giggled and laughed from the release of tension.

I slipped back into bed feeling unaccountably happy with my lot.

Sure, there had been moments of angst and jealousy.  But taking things all together, I was happy that finally I’d been able to watch.  Even better than that – I’d had the courage to not only watch, but also to participate.  A change that Sasha had loved and which seemed to have broken barriers down.

This felt a whole lot healthier and more sustainable than the firestorm of an affair Sasha had enjoyed with the immature and arrogant Andre.

These were the thoughts soaking through my brain as, finally, I let sleep take me.


Chapter 14

As I woke mid-Saturday morning, I remembered the last thought that had passed through my head before sleep had finally taken me the night before:  when they’d finished, would Sasha come back to me, making good on what she’d been planning to do earlier – would come back for some special, close cuddle and couple time.

She didn’t.

I woke up alone, slowly stretching my limbs.

A full night with Benson - just like the one’s during layovers or when they stayed Tuesday nights at his apartment – had been too tempting.  Too pleasurable.

Slightly cheered by the bright morning sun, I rubbed my eyes - thankfully no time for the wave of self-pity as the sound of voices from the kitchen piqued my kinky interest.

Throwing on yesterday’s clothes quickly, I silently moved down the stairs and loitered just outside the kitchen doorway, blushing with guilt.  Eavesdropping on their conversation – in my own house.  ‘Real ‘man of the house’ stuff, Jace,’ I thought to myself.

I half-expected they might be talking about me, maybe making fun of me – Sasha’s African pilot boyfriend continuing with his ‘vanquished warrior’ theme.  Still struggling to understand there were really men like me, men who enjoyed sharing their women without being coerced through battlefield defeat! His conservative and very traditional African sensibilities offended by such an anti-macho type of masculinity. 

But the conversation was far from them making fun of me, it was my wife leading them in a very different conversation.

“You know, last night was a big breakthrough for both my men,” she giggled, a quick peak around the door revealing a scene of titillating domesticity.  Sasha was leaning over him – sexy nightie putting the morning grapefruit on display – putting a more conventional breakfast on his plate.  The fucker sat there wearing my pajamas – comically short and tight – making no effort to hide his ogling of my wife’s on-display boobs.

“How so?” he said, gobbling down two hashes at once, making out like he’d burned up a hunger the last few hours.

“Well … let’s start with you,” she purred, stroking his cheek top to bottom, an affectionate gesture that caused an instant lava flow of jealousy in my chest.

“Mmm,” he teased back, holding her hand and kissing her softly, “let’s always start with me.”  His words making her laugh as she butterfly-kissed back.

“You, Captain Benson … you dropped all that old-school, African attitude … you didn’t judge or dis us … you treated us as people … as a couple involving you in our marriage, and you stepped up … you were you, true to your own needs and wants .. but you also played, played along with what we needed … what Jace and I need…”

‘Wow!  Well-said that woman.  No wonder I love you so much…’

Benson smiled, not adding or challenging a single syllable, “And Jason?  How did your hubby step up?

“He stepped up in a whole host of ways … holding your balls … do you think that was easy for him?”

“Holding my balls while I came in you,” he corrected.

“Don’t be mean!”

He took the point, quietening, holding a hand up in apology and listening as she expanded.

“Coming into the room … into his bedroom, into our bedroom, exposing himself, waving his dick about while you and me were together … especially knowing how much smaller his is than yours … don’t you think that took guts?”

“I never thought of it that way,” his expression making clear he meant it, that it wasn’t said with sarcasm, “honestly, Sash, this is all new to me … Gloria and me had a very conventional marriage that way … and, as you know better than anyone, I’ve never suffered from ‘locker room shyness’ … so, I guess, yeah, now that you pointed out how Jason might have been feeling a little ‘intimidated’ … insecure … I understand a bit better now…”

~~~   

“Hey Jason, buddy!  Great to see you … I was wondering when we might see you!”  He’d spent too long in our country – his effusive over energy sounded a little strange in his African twang.

I smiled, accepting the coffee he poured, taking an exaggerated look at my pajamas – halfway down his calves and threatening to strangle his waist.

“Hope you don’t mind me borrowing them, man!” he grinned.

Patting his shoulder, giving him a friendly smile, I chuckled, “Nah, it’s cool … I told you at the bar, I told you I really don’t mind you borrowing my things!”  A response that earned me a grin back and a slap on my back so strong I spilled half my coffee.

We chatted about a variety of things.  His need to go soon to pick up his daughter Victoria.  Whether I was okay about everything that had happened last night, whether I had any second thoughts.

All through the chat, it was like the old, respectful Benson was back.  The guy who’d nervously and respectfully insisted on checking things out with me at the bar before going back and switching into ‘domineering bull mode’.

Sitting in our kitchen, looking faintly ridiculous in those boy-sized pajamas, chatting about his horse-riding plans for his daughter – there was no sign of the conquering warrior who’d made me hold his balls as he inseminated my wife!  A thought that made me chuckle – what would their passengers have thought if they’d have seen last night’s antics?  Certainly not suitable enough for in-flight entertainment!

No, he was respect personified.  The only change I picked up was not in him, it was in Sasha.  She seemed a little closer to him than at the start of Friday evening – more relaxed and at peace about the whole way the three-way relationship between us was working out.

Not surprising I guess – at the start of the evening she knew he wanted to talk to me and didn’t know how things would work out.  She’d wanted to give me the gift of being able to watch them together up close and in the flesh, but this would be a first time for Benson doing something like this and for me and him to interact since she’d started her affair with him.

Plenty of unknowns – plenty of scope for fireworks or missteps.  But everything had been hot and fine, so no wonder she was relaxed, standing a little closer to him this morning, giving off those little touches of intimacy, smiles of closeness.

Benson and I had both enjoyed the night, got what we wanted – but she’d got what she wanted even more.  A happy and accepting husband, accepting of her relationship – accepting enough even to participate.  And a handsome African boss and lover who knew their relationship was now totally cleared for take-off by her husband.

~~~~~    

‘Cleared for take-off.’

There’s a phrase that aptly describes the next few months.

As we’d talked and played on that night back in April, my instincts had told me the night was some kind of watershed moment that would mark us moving into new territories.

The first four months of their relationship had been constrained by Benson’s innate conservatism and his desire for what he and Sasha did to be just between the two of them.  The only watching I’d been allowed being furtive and occasional, through the lens of Sasha’s well-hidden iPhone when she and Benson were laying over at the end of one of their airline’s longer ex-Detroit flights.

But, without explicitly discussing it with either of the men in her life, my clever and crafty wife had – in one single Friday night in April – blown that constraint to pieces.

I know she did this to increase my pleasure, my ability to watch.  But it didn’t escape my notice that she also benefitted hugely from this change!  The change of bringing everything out into the open and having the two men in her life more comfortable with each other and with the game we were playing.

With Benson tied up with his young daughter, I had Sasha all to myself that weekend, a weekend where we did all manner of romantic things.  A couple of long walks, burger meals and the movies that took us back to our younger days when everything was on a budget, and equally nostalgic long sessions of love making and cuddling in bed.  It was like what happened on Friday night didn’t just free up things with Benson – it was like it freed up things between us, allowing us to celebrate and wallow in our love in a way we’d not done the last few months.

Strange to explain – but it was like some kind of blanket of guilt had been removed.  Not our guilt, but the guilt Benson felt, doing something that was alien to his life-to-date, making love to another man’s woman.

But come Monday, all that long, leisurely romance had to come to an end as work and the need to earn a living reimposed its drag.  Although, Sunday night I did pick up the slightest of excitements in Sasha’s manner as she prepared her uniform and travel bags.

“LAX again?”

She smiled back.

“Joint room for Captain and Mrs. Grimes?”

Her grin just got wider, “Would you have it any other way, honey?”

“Twin beds I suppose?” I teased.

“King bed, please!” she huffed, “king bed for an African king and his white queen!”

“You make it sound like a game of chess!  Any chance there’ll be a pay-per-view for the match?”

“We’ll see,” she chuckled, patting my cheek, “depends on if the white king can please his white queen one more time … earn him his viewing rights!”

~~~~~    

I must have satisfied her enough as later that evening, just before my bedtime in the Midwest, I got a very non-standard ‘How are you, honey’ evening call from my wife.

The call was from Sasha’s phone, but this time her phone was very much not hidden in a pile of sofa cushions.

“Hey, Jace, buddy!”  It was Benson’s, deep bass voice – the airline’s answer to Barry White, only without the smoky, nightclub overtones.

The airline might not have wanted nightclub overtones, but Benson seemed intent on giving them as he smiled at me like Tom smiles at Jerry when he’s got him dangling by the tail.

“Thought you might like to see how the airline’s incentive package works these days,” he grinned, confusing me until he panned the phone away from his face and towards his legs.  The image that greeted me being the woman who wore my rings subserviently kneeling between his dark thighs making all kinds of slobbering and gobbling noises as her mouth noisily worked up and down his long, fat cock.

“Who knew, Jace?  Who knew that Stewardess Spencer had such a thing for sucking big, black cocks?” he chuckled.  “It’s almost as if she can’t get a cock this big at home … as if she has to come to work to get something to really get her lips around…”

Oh fuck!  She looked so sexy.  So beautiful.  She was the woman I loved with my whole heart, a woman who’d developed so much from the girl raised so prim and proper by Prof. and Mrs. MacAlister.  Unbeknownst to them, her descent from the straight and narrow had started during her college years, but had now gone into overdrive through the games she and I loved to play.

If her parents had seen what I was seeing, they’d have disowned her in a heartbeat.  But to me what I saw was a thing of beauty.  My sexy, wonderful wife wrapped like some tantalizing Christmas present in red bra, panties and heels – matching to her red wraparound uniform dress neatly folded next to Benson on the sofa.  Her big boobs – nipples swollen and hard – straining to escape as her head bobbed up and down.

“Stewardess Spencer, lose the bra … your captain wants to see your assets … wants to see what you use to tease the Business Class passengers when you think they’re cute…”

Sasha seamlessly did as she was commanded, Benson’s cock now glistening with her spit as her boobs swung back and forth in time with her bobbing head.

“Stewardess Spencer … that’s enough of that … up and bend over the arm of the sofa … your captain’s gonna spank your ass a bit … show you who’s boss … show you and hubby who’s boss … then your captain’s going to bring in his Jumbo jet in to land in your hanger….”

Something he did almost before either of us realized what was happening … telling her all of this as he helped her to her feet, bent her over the sofa’s arm, propped the camera at the side and pulled her panties to the side before slipping himself in fast and deep.

“Nnnnn … oooh, fuck,” my grimacing wife cried, her head pushed into the cushion by his large hand as she received all thick ten inches in one go.

Pulling all the way out – just his glans still in her, he then gripped her hips tight and very deliberately pushed all of his ten inches back in, grinning at me through the camera as he did it.

“Hey, Jace … I know she’s only cleared for landing Cessnas and other small, single-engine craft, but all day she’s been begging me to let her have a try out on something bigger…”

Bastard!

Fucking bastard!  But, in truth, it was all good-natured – very different to the attitude Andre had used with us as he explored, showing his lack of understanding of relationships and marriages.  I had no doubts Benson was about to fuck my wife senseless – and that he’d tease me and let me know he was giving her something I couldn’t.  But I trusted him to do it all within safe and appropriate limits.

I wasn’t disappointed in my expectations as Benson concentrated on his own and Sasha’s pleasure, ignoring me as he started pistoning his huge rod in and out of my sobbing wife.  The only exception coming just after she’d shrieked through her first orgasm, gently reaching back to stroke his hips as he let her recover. 

Then, just for a moment, he winked across at me, “Thanks, Jason … me and Sash gonna have such fun tonight … and having you watching makes it all the hotter … although, I do want her to myself for some of the evening.”

‘Some of the evening,’ ended up being ‘most of the evening.’

He fucked her hard and fast and deep to one more orgasm, then moved her to the bedroom, the two of them kissing like long lost lovers as he gently nudged her thighs apart and made love to her with the most tender and gentle strokes.  An excruciatingly exciting spectacle he allowed me to see for just a couple of minutes before, with no words or explanation, he killed the call.  A move he had to know would drive me crazy in about a dozen different ways.

The only other window into their evening he allowed me came about two hours later, when the camera came back on and I was treated to a doggy show.

They were back in the sitting area, Sasha bent back over the same sofa arm where it had all started.  In the background I could see the trays and silver lids that told me they’d replenished their energy with in-room dining.  Only this time Benson wasn’t fucking Sasha with deep, savage strokes.  He was teasing her, holding himself halfway down and using his swollen plum-like cockhead to tease Sasha’s clit and entrance.

“Please … please, Benson … put it in … don’t tease me, I need you inside me…”

“Say it then … say it!”

“You know already … don’t make me say it … please…”

“Say it,” his deep voice insisted, pushing in just one inch before pulling out … a ‘taster’ as any dealer would call it, a ‘taster’ that broke Sasha’s will.

“Say it!”

“Yes … yes, you’re the best … it’s you I want the most…”

“More than Jason?”

“Please,” she whimpered, one last attempt to resist.

“More than Jason?”

“Yessss,” she hissed, “more than Jason,” the taut, stressed tone of her voice convincing me this wasn’t some game, she didn’t know I was watching.  Her statement wasn’t for my benefit, part of a game – it was the factual, biological truth. 

Said because it was correct, and because she was desperate for the pleasure she knew obedience and honesty would bring.  Would bring as Benson slipped his thick ten inches all the way in and commenced fucking just as hard and fast as his muscles would allow.

The camera only killed again when my wife had cum again, cum with an intensity I’d not seen before – not even on the Friday night when Benson had fucked her in our bed.

She came so hard it was even more intense than when she’d passed out – her body juddering for a good five or ten seconds, her pussy squirting two or three times as she sobbed like there was no tomorrow, before collapsing and appearing to pass out.

Benson revealing a surprisingly sadistic bent by switching the camera off before I’d even seen any signs of Sasha recovering consciousness.  As a man who’d been married, he had to know that would trouble me and drive me insane.  And he didn’t even wink or acknowledge me in ay way at all.

The only other interaction he allowed being thirty minutes later when – maybe the married-man in him feeling guilty – he allowed me to see that Sasha was okay.  Giving me a two-minute burst of her alive and well.  Alive and well and kissing him as they made slow, tender love back on the hotel’s large king-size bed. 

Their love making was slow and tender, but the way her chest was blotched and reddened, the way her hair was matted was evidence of what I’d missed – an earlier, ‘no-husbands-watching’ bout of full-bore sex.

I was grateful.  Certainly, it was a ‘proof-of-life’.  But one which Benson - learning to play the game as skillfully as an old-hand like Victor - delivered with the sharpest of stilettos through my rib cage. 

To any other man, reason for a divorce – to me, the perfect blend of excitement and torment.

Benson had only been in our lives for four months.  But despite this and his traditional, conservative nature – he played the game with an intuition and skill.  Knowing to see Sasha like this, after the things I’d heard her say, would leave me balanced on a knife-edge of reassurance and angst.


Chapter 15

What I witnessed on that Monday night in April became common over the next few months. 

Sasha and I had never held information back from each other, so ever since I could remember, I’d had the password to her airline app – so through all the years of our marriage I’d been able to know where she was, whether there were any last-minute changes and whether or not she’d be back.  It had always been far simpler that way – rather than multiple calls or texts when we were both busy people.

So it had been my longstanding habit, each Sunday evening, as Sasha showered before bed, to log on so I could know where she’d be and plan our week ahead.

Before 2011, her flight plans had shown the normal variety that goes with the job.  Mostly domestic flights averaging a couple of hours out, changeover and back – one round trip all within the allowed hours of a single rostered shift. With only the occasional longer flight on the North American continent or, even more rare, the odd international jaunt to Paris – such as the one on the night we first met Patrice.

But now that Benson was assured of my acceptance of their affair and now that everything was out in the open, on Sunday nights when I logged on to check her coming week, there was a marked change in her rostered flights.

January through March I’d normally see one flight rostered with a layover, with only the odd week with two layovers.  But now when I logged on, it seemed every week seemed to follow a similar pattern. 

Monday a medium length flight, either to the East Coast, Mexico or the Caribbean.  Multiple different destinations, their only factor in common being the duty time was sufficiently long that they’d have to layover at the destination before returning to Detroit on Tuesday.  With a return flight on Wednesday to the same or a similarly remote destination, inevitably needing another layover on Wednesday night before again flying back on Thursday.  The week completed by a short haul on Friday to use up Sasha’s remaining allowed duty hours.

Before that watershed Friday night in April, I’d seen such multiple-layover flight patterns just around once a month.  But now this new pattern, doubling their time together seemed to be the weekly norm, and seemed to be set in stone.  Only changing when there was weekend flying (rare, given their seniority and Benson’s widowed single-father status) or operational issues forced last minute changes.

Of course, I had no window into Benson’s schedule, but from a mixture of what I saw and what she told me, I think there were only two or three of these layovers in 2011 when Captain Grimes wasn’t my wife’s assigned pilot.

Many of these nights I got to watch for at least a part of the evening.  But other nights Sasha or increasingly Benson would tease me.  Either with no news at all, or with a gently provocative text such as:

‘Sorry baby … no sweeties for you tonight … Benson wants me all to himself, S xxx’

Or,

‘Hey, Jace … sorry can’t call … too busy sticking it to your hot wife with my big schlong … sorry, she’s gonna be too busy and too sore to call you … I’ll get her to call you tomorrow!!  Benson’

I loved watching them together, but the nights like this when they shut me out altogether had my cock even harder!

It was like we had some of the same dangerous, sado-masochistic vibes back that both Sasha and I had enjoyed with Andre – only without the risk and angst, Benson being much more mature and moral, a very different man to Andre.

These weren’t the only nights my cock was rock-hard, because as well as watching them (or not) during their layovers, Sasha knew me well enough to know that I’d love the occasional reenactment or two of that night when Benson had come around to our house and I’d watched up close and been in the same room as them.

We had a repeat of this Friday night two weeks after the first time it had happened.  Then another two weeks later in mid-May it happened again, which I loved as I’d thoroughly enjoyed the previous two times.

Watching them on the phone was fine, but watching in person and being in the same room was a million times better – the difference between a good burger and thirty-day aged prime ribeye.  The sights, the sounds, the smells … not to mention the mind games.  Kissing your wife or feeling how swollen her nipples are as she moans in pleasure as she cums far better with another man than you ever made her cum … it’s indescribably bitter and sweet all at the same time.

Then there were the tweaks Benson added.

“Hey, man … don’t forget yourself … your role … tonight she’s mine … you lost the battle, she wants me not you … so git your ass over here, put your hand back under my balls so you can feel me squirt my superior seed into your woman’s pussy…”

Both Friday’s they took pleasure in fucking on our bed – that very first night, I’d thought of it as a one-off, but before I realized it, it had become the new normal.  Both nights Sasha followed me into the guest room, but now her tone was different.

“Honey, you wouldn’t mind if I sleep with Benson tonight, would you?”  She’d asked it as a question, but not really.  The teasing look on her face told me she was only going through the motions – if by chance I’d said ‘no’, we both knew she’d have found a way to twist it into a ‘yes’.  Not that I did say ‘no’.  I’d had Sasha all to myself through most of 2010 and I was happy to have our exciting addiction back to play with.

~~~~~    

That third time I’d enjoyed Benson fucking and loving Sasha in our house was the last Friday in April and he and Sasha repeated their love games at our town house for every other Friday in May.  Not that I was complaining … I loved the raw excitement we had back in our marriage after all those fallow months following the problems with Andre.

They’d been lovers for five months now and they were now getting together three nights every week – a similar frequency as Sasha had enjoyed with her first lover Victor.  But this seemed far more intense, due to their closeness as work colleagues, and also because they were sleeping together on all three of those nights.  Something which hadn’t been possible with Victor given his childcare responsibilities.

The first Sunday in June, I was laying the table for our evening meal when Sasha called out from the kitchen.

“Hun, oh, I forgot to tell you … lay an extra place please?”

More than a little surprised, I looked into the kitchen to see Sasha blushing, “Sorry, it slipped my mind, I thought it would be nice to invite Benson across … sometimes he gets a little down when he has to take Vicky back to Gloria’s parents … I thought a nice home-cooked meal, a good bottle of red and good company might cheer him up…”

‘Yeah, right … the only one of those three he cared about was the last … the good company of my wife spreading her legs for him and taking him deep … and the good company of her cucked hubby kissing her as she vibrated like a wonky washing machine as she came on his big cock…’

One third of my brain was filled with this acerbic thought; one third with the realization I now understood why Sasha had been quietly excited all day; and one third with the realization that I was as excited as she was.  Even though I knew I’d be losing her to her big-dicked captain on both Monday and Wednesday nights – the Hyatt at San Diego this time – I was excited at the thought of another night of sex games between the three of us. 

The kinky masochist in me even happy that I knew the night would end with the normal charade of Sasha making the mock offer to spend the night with me rather than him.

An engineer through and through - used to counting things, calculating stresses and risks – I knew this would be the ninth time we’d played these games in our home.  The first time on a Sunday, it would also be the ninth time I’d agree to her spending the night with her handsome pilot-man. 

It would also be the first time on a Monday that I didn’t just say ‘goodbye’ to Sasha as she drove off to work.  It would be the first time they drove off together, driving off with Benson at the wheel of Sasha’s car – a fact that was strangely symbolic and erotic, even after all the other extreme things we’d already done.

~~~~~    

The next Sunday in June I was about to suggest a trip to the movies, but something stopped me.  Quickly replaying all the days’ events in my head, I realized that all day Sasha had been exhibiting the same quiet, understated excitement as she’d had before Benson’s visit last Sunday.  It’s just I’d been too obtuse to notice it.

“Honey, I was thinking about pizza and the movies tonight?  Thoughts?”

Her playful look – not even a hint of guilt – answered my question.  Me, not her, being the one who blushed, “Oh, it’s like that is it?”

I should have been pissed.  Pissed at the loss of time for Sasha and me.  Pissed at the lack of discussion or agreement. 

But I wasn’t.  My cock was too hard, my arousal too volcanic for anger and any kind of rational thought.  I was the engineer who’s seen the main prize, the million-dollar payday and who’s happy to take the shortcuts that definitely give a shiny million-dollar result.  The engineer whose greed and lust have gotten in the way of a proper assessment of the stresses and risks that go along with the bright shiny experience.

~~~~~    

It was the middle of June – a week after that cancelled plan for the movies.  A beautiful, lazy Saturday morning at our home in Jackson.

Benson had just kissed Sasha goodbye – I wasn’t entirely neglected, a handshake and friendly backslap - as he headed off to collect his daughter.

“Walk?” Sasha asked.

‘Where did this woman get her energy from?’ 

Benson had fucked her nine ways to Sunday.  He’d cum at least three times between the end of dinner and sleep, at least once in the morning before breakfast – and who knows what they’d been up to while I was sleeping in the guest room while they enjoyed master bedroom privileges.

So, four plus – and it wasn’t as if he’d been on starvation rations during the week.  My portal snooping told me Monday and Wednesday had been Cancun flights for her. 

Monday, I knew he was on the same flight as I’d enjoyed an hour long free of charge personal porn session watching them.  Wednesday, I had to assume they were together – but it was an assumption, not a known fact as I’d only enjoyed a text exchange with Sasha, and she’d been deliberately coy and evasive.  Accurately judging this would drive me even more crazy than full on disclosure.

And know it was Saturday and finally I had Sasha all to myself for the weekend.

A shiver running shoulder to hips through my body from the word ‘weekend’.  Because, nothing had been agreed – leastways, not involving me, but who knows what they’d discussed and agreed – about Sunday.  But the last two Sundays had involved Benson, as soon as he was finished with parental duties, back at our place for a nutritious meal followed by a sexual meal where my wife was the starter, main course and dessert. 

So, even as my wife invited me for a walk in the park, my mind was already weighing up what would happen in a day and a half when I’d start another week when I pretty much would be sharing her fifty-fifty with her big-dicked pilot boyfriend.

~~~~~    

“Are you okay, hun?” she asked, squeezing my hand, “you seem deep in thought?”

Of the two main parks, we’d chosen Ella Sharp Park and were currently strolling past the boisterously happy play area.  Full of young families guiding toddlers through their first nervous steps – think human Bambi – and slightly older kids nagging their parents for ‘higher, faster’ on the swings and other toys they used to scare and excite themselves.

“Yeah, I’m fine … just thinking about stuff…”

“By ‘stuff’, you mean Benson ... Benson and me, Benson and us?”

“How did you guess?” I teased, turning so my smile would make sure she knew I wasn’t being sarcastic.

“Okay,” she smiled back, pulling me in to snuggle close, “so now we established that, how about you share what’s going on in that big brainbox of yours, mister?  Is it you’re having second thoughts?  I always thought it was you who was slightly more into it than me … that when we stopped, it was more my decision and that you … though you supported me … were slightly disappointed…”

“Yes, yes and yes,” I smiled back, realizing I better clarify myself. 

“I was a bit disappointed, but I got it … and you know me, babe … I do love the games … almost as much as you love Benson’s big black cock,” I teased, “but however much I love … it’s you and me, our ‘real’ life, our marriage that comes first, second and third…”

That won me a kiss on the lips.  “Well said that man … now I remember why this lovely professor’s daughter married you … your eloquence and love for your princess…”

“You mean it wasn’t for my big cock and muscly bod?”

That earned me a giggle, another kiss and a surreptitious squeeze to the front of my pants.  “Oh baby … I do love you … but don’t kid yourself … I have another man for that kind of thing…”

She squeezed again as I groaned from both effects.

“Does that mean tomorrow night I lose my husbandly rights all over again?  So soon…”

Squeeze three – thank goodness we were standing so close – and the most chaste of kisses to my cheek.

“Don’t make out like you don’t like it,” she grinned, “if he’d be even five minutes late for Sunday dinner, chances are you’d be on the phone asking where the hell he was … telling him to get his ass in gear…”

A slight exaggeration, but she had a point…

~~~~~    


Chapter 16

A few weeks after that chat in the park, summer was in full swing with July temperatures at their most stifling and Sasha and I were grabbing a quick FaceTime call Tuesday morning before her return flight from San Francisco.  A rarity for her, as with her busy duties supervising the other girls, she rarely had time for chatting just before a flight.

“Did you get a chance to get the A/C guy to come round and have a look at the bedroom unit?” she gently nagged, putting me on the backfoot.  I’d tried to fix it with my own engineering skills, but had just made things worse, and though I’d actually told her a little white lie that I’d contacted the guy, the truth was I’d been too busy and it had slipped my mind.

“I thought you said you’d contacted him?”  Blank expression, I just played dumb.  Better that than double down on the little untruth. 

“Never mind,” her tone resigned but disappointed, “just make sure you do it today, okay?”

“Sorry, baby.”

Pursed lips, message delivered, I saw her eyes flicker with another thought.  “Oh, by the way, that reminds me … as the A/Cs still down, and as I’m on a really early flight tomorrow, I was planning to stay at Benson’s place tonight … you know, as he’s so much nearer … saves me a good couple of hours, there and back…”

‘Yeah, right … and that’s the only reason!  Now who’s being dishonest with whom … ‘by the way’ … this didn’t just come into your pretty little head did it, Mrs. Spencer?  And now the rarity of the call makes sense … the A/C was just a smokescreen…’

Now it was my turn to think and convey non-verbal messages while I gathered my thoughts.

“Answer me honestly, Sasha … would this be a one-time thing, or is this something you and Benson have been thinking about for some time … a plot you’ve been hatching up together…”

Her answer was indirect and evasive, my wonderful wife at her feminine best.

First the practical, “His place is much closer to the airport and his daughters not around…”

Then something a little more honest, “He does kind of get a bit grumpy when it’s time for me to leave … I think it pisses him off because it reminds him that he’s sleeping with another man’s wife, which he’s never been totally comfortable with … and he keeps saying that as we’re sleeping together every time we share a layover … he doesn’t see why I have to come home…”

‘Because you’re married … married to me, not to him,’ were the words that in my head I spat back, although in truth I didn’t have a chance to speak as Sash wasn’t done yet – as practicality and honesty were mixed with temptation.

“I remember how it used to turn you on when I used to stay with Andre at his place in Wayne … don’t you think it might be the same for you if sometimes I stayed over at Benson’s … you know, especially if I’m flying the next day?”

Was I really that transparent?  That perverted in my desires.  Her words already eating into my reticence and resistance.

“Of course … if you’d like, you can even watch … would you like?”

~~~~~    

That Tuesday morning in the middle of July, Sasha had read me like a book.  Knowing however much part of me hated it, I’d give her exactly what she wanted.

Sasha didn’t return home that night. 

True to her word, through the miracles of modern technology, I did get to watch – watch the lovers in their bewitching mix of making love and raw, passionate fucking.

While I was breathlessly watching the face I loved screwed up in the throes of sexual heaven, listening to her howls and sobs of submission and physical ecstasy – my brain had zero bandwidth for anything except the here and now.  Bandwidth only for the pleasure signals coming from my well-stroked cock and to stare at and enjoy the amazingly erotic physical spectacle in front of me.  The woman who owned my heart on her back or on her knees being physically dominated and satisfied in ways I knew I’d never match.

It was only after a kiss and tender ‘goodnight’ and closing of the call that my brain got to thinking about deeper questions – about deeper questions about the significance of what I’d just seen.

I’d become so familiar with Benson as the de-facto third member of our marriage – my wife’s ‘work-husband’ in more ways than is normally meant – that it hadn’t occurred to me that this was the first time Sasha and Benson had made love at his apartment.  All their earlier times had been at our place – on our turf – or in the neutral location of a work-funded hotel.

This was the first time they’d made love in the little family nest that Sasha had even helped furnish. 

(Those winter 2010 shopping trips, from before they became lovers, had not surprisingly been repeated, now that their friendship was a much more intimate one.)

Part of me thought, ‘so what, hadn’t she done the same with Victor and Andre,’ but another part of me ticked off that it was just one more sign of the deepening relationship between the two of them. 

Together all day at work, overnighting and sleeping together Mondays and Wednesdays, fucking and making love at our place Fridays and even Sundays now.  Aside from work and his young daughter Victoria, there was no denying that Sasha was right at the center of the life of Captain Benson Grimes.

A thought that, even without the stimulation of the video feed, made my cock stand on end with lust – even as the slow burn sense of fear and danger simmered away on low heat at the back of my head.

‘Should I be afraid?’ I asked myself.

‘Yes, maybe, but hadn’t it always been this way … with Victor and Andre before … and we were still fine … Sasha was still here with me, loving me … even if I didn’t have a huge ten-inch cock and a smoking hot bod that always made her eyes smolder with desire…’

But even though all of this was true, I still made a mental note to have another check-in with Sasha that there weren’t problems or feelings that she needed to tell me about.  What with the two of them being together so much as colleagues, friends and lovers.

My professional life might be all about calculating forces and stresses and risks – and the corresponding mitigations and solutions.  But as I thought about Sasha spending her first sleep over at Benson’s place, I didn’t have the courage to do another calculation – whether or not a typical week now had her spending more times with him than me.  I knew he fucked her more than me and made her cum a whole lot more than me – but if I’d gotten to the same answer on the ratio of time spent together … well, I was enjoying myself too much right now … this wasn’t a slow simmering fear I wanted to confront right now.

~~~~~    

The following Tuesday morning, Sasha was so sure of herself, and of her husband’s kinky compliance, that in her mind, her sleeping arrangements for that night didn’t even warrant a call.  I just received the following text.

‘Hi babe … busy day at work … we’ll be landing around six in the evening, then back out at eight in the morning … thank goodness I have a handsome BF with a pad so close to the airport … try to have finished dinner by seven, seven-thirty … don’t want you choking on your asparagus … interrupting our fun by an emergency trip to ER :) … love u always … S xxx’

A tiny bit of me was pissed, feeling she should at least have called me.  And a bit of me tormented myself with the question of who the ‘our’ was when she said ‘our fun’ … was it my own fun she didn’t want interrupted, or was it just her and Benson’s fun she was concerned about … a thought that caused a cramp in my stomach.  But the biggest bit of me was excited that I’d get another episode of the ‘Sasha and Benson’ show to sate my wife-watching desires.

Friday and Sunday Benson was back at our place, and the following Tuesday I got a text, only this time it wasn’t a playful invitation to watch.  It was the opposite, and it only arrived Tuesday evening time.

‘Hi hun … flight was crazy stressful … shitty passengers, operational chaos and major turbulence … not feeling it tonight, Benson and me are just going to grab some quick dinner then turn in … early start tomorrow!  Love u loads, see you Thursday … S xxx’

It wasn’t just my sexual sense of anticlimax that left me on a downer.  Reading the text again, it seemed like I’d almost become an afterthought in my wife’s working week.  Someone to be kept in the loop.  Like a teenager might keep their parents informed, not because they particularly wanted to, but because they’ve worked out it’s the best way of avoiding grief and getting what they want.

Reading her text for a third time, for the first time ever in our ten-plus years of texting ‘love u’, Sasha’s words felt like nothing more than window-dressing.  Something she said because she’d always said it, and because it would sugar-coat the bad news she was delivering in such a blasé and offhand way.

It wasn’t that I suddenly thought she didn’t love me anymore – I didn’t think she’d suddenly fallen out of love with me.  But it did make me think that as a couple we’d reached a decidedly unhealthy place, where she was taking me for granted and I (like her) was so wrapped up in the excitement of the games we were playing that I’d neglected our own relationship. 

Like a gardener so focused on admiring the beauty of a single bloom, he forgets to water and weed the rest of the garden, looking round from his single prized bloom to see a parched, weed-infested unkempt wilderness.

Maybe an overreaction, but as I mulled things over that evening, I resolved to have a heart-to-heart with Sasha as to where things were going.  As to whether we’d allowed things to go too far with Benson.  I finally forced myself to take inventory – I basically only had Sasha for Thursday evening and from Saturday morning until Sunday evening when Benson the bull, fresh from his fatherly duties, waltzed into our small townhouse as if he owned the place.  Or more pertinently, as if he owned my wife!

No, we had to change things.


Chapter 17

I’d planned to ‘have the talk’ with Sasha the first Saturday after she’d blown me off with that Tuesday evening text.  I didn’t want to do it when we were tired or time-constrained, so Saturday after Benson left would be much better than Thursday night.

But as it happened, Sasha’s sister’s husband was involved in a car accident and so, while Kate was with him in the hospital, Sasha and I looked after their kids Phoebe and Adam as Sasha and Kate’s parents were out of town.

Sunday night, finally driving home, I’d been thinking to call Benson to cancel – so Sasha and I could talk.  But as I pulled into our drive, I saw he was already outside, sitting in his car waiting for us.

‘Great … nothing like a strange black man sitting parked outside to get the neighbor’s tongues wagging, especially as he’s such a frequent visitor to Chez Spencer.’

In the end ‘the talk’ didn’t happen at a time of my choosing – events conspired to make it happen in a way that was deeply unhelpful.

It was Tuesday night and at least they’d dialed me in to watch this time.  Enjoying ‘showtime’, I’d wanked and edged myself through a thirty-minute session of Sasha moaning and crying as Benson fucked her fast and deep in several different positions.

All three of us were on a breather, when as casual as you like Sasha said something that brought things to a head.

We’d just finished talking about her sister’s kids, when as calm as you like she dropped this little pearler, “Oh, Jason, honey, I forgot to ask … would it be okay in a couple of weekend’s time I go to Chicago with Benson and Vicky for the weekend … she’s got a Pony Club event she’s competing in and she’s desperate for me to go and watch her ride … her grandparents are going and she says it would mean the world to her if Auntie Sasha is there to cheer her on…”

‘Excuse me … What the F…’

“Excuse me…” Thankfully, only the first of my two thoughts actually came out, but less thankfully, Sasha was too hyped up to read my tone and took my words to mean I’d not heard.  She really didn’t say anything wrong with the fifty-eight bombshells she’d just exploded under our marriage.

Request delivered a second time, her face told me she still didn’t get it.

“I think you need to really back-up a bit here,” I demanded, only just about keeping my temper in check, “just when the hell did you become so pally with ‘Vicky’ … last I knew about it, Victoria wasn’t even aware who you are … now she’s ‘Vicky’ not ‘Victoria’ and it sounds like, not only does she know who you are, but the two of you are close enough that she can’t bear the thought of you not at this Pony thing…”

“SO JUST WHEN THE HELL DID ALL THIS HAPPEN, SASHA,” I exploded down the phone, my anger shocking Sasha into total silence as we just stared at each other.

One Mississippi, Two Mississippis … then finally she piped up, looking like a particularly beautiful fawn dear in headlights as she squeaked.

“I don’t see that it’s such a big thing … I went away with Victor … several times…”

“The going away’s not the thing here … you and ‘lover boy’ go away all the time … hell, you spend more hours with him than you do your own husband … what the issue here is that you’ve got totally intertwined in the family life of Benson and neither of you thought to say a thing to me about it…”

She knew she was in the wrong but her taunt neck muscles showed she’d still fight her corner as she squeaked back, “So, it’s okay for me to fuck Benson … to fuck him for your pleasure … but not to talk to or have a meaningful relationship with his daughter … a daughter that was left without a mother…”

“That was a low blow, Sash … beneath you … and if you can’t see what you and Benson have done wrong here, then we have a bigger problem than I thought,” I threw back, slamming down the phone as I ended the call absolutely seething with anger.

Staring at the phone, I wondered ‘what the hell have we done!’ A thought that echoed round my skull as I felt a powerful nausea and sense of fear building in my gut. How could she not have said anything about this?  About her friendship with Benson’s daughter?  We talked about everything.  We’d always talked about everything … or was that another habit I’d carelessly allowed to be rewritten and smashed?  As well as being her preferred fuckbuddy, was Benson now the man she preferred to talk to about everything of significance in her life?

‘It would make sense, buddy, wouldn’t it?  After all, he spends more time with her than you do … wouldn’t she read that as a sign that he cares more … and that you’re happy for him to play that role, as you let him spend so much time with her, even though she is YOUR wife…’

Shut up, shut up … I told the annoying, acidic, troubling voice in my head.  ‘That’s all garbage, it’s you that she loves … yes, he’s her friend, her good friend … but that’s all … he’s not replaced you in her affections … yes, they’re close, but it’s still only you she loves … really loves,’ the other voice thankfully told me.

I stared and stared at the phone I’d slammed down – my lifeline to Sasha.  I’d been the one to slam it down and end the call, to end my link to Sasha, but that didn’t stop me willing with every ounce of my willpower for the damned thing to ring … to ring with Sasha saying sorry and saying we’d be fine.

~~~~~    

It didn’t ring, but it did do the next best thing, it pinged.  Pinged with an incoming message from Sasha.

‘Coming home … still don’t think I really did anything wrong … she’s just a child … but sorry if I didn’t communicate enough, if that left you feeling on the outside … coming home so we can talk this thing through properly … S xxx   P.S.  You might be mad at me, but I’m also mad at you … you didn’t need to take that tone with me’

I instantly knew the text wasn’t just from Sasha.  I knew her moods, reactions and word choice too well.  The first part was definitely Sasha _ I could almost hear her saying the words.  But the middle bit – the more conciliatory bit, that wasn’t her tone or words.  That was Benson talking to her, advising her to try and meet me halfway.  Before the last P.S. reverted back to Sasha.  I could almost picture him advising her not to add it, but her temper and stubbornness had overruled him.

At first, I was relieved she was coming home, that we’d get the chance to talk, but as I watched the clock and counted down the hour the journey would take at this time of day, another emotion slithered into my brain.  A seething, slithering anger – and not one directed at Sasha, but one directed at Benson.

The tiny, non-angry, rational part of my brain told me I should be grateful to him for helping to calm Sasha’s temper.  Who knows, maybe even sending the text and the decision to come home had been his idea.

But even if they had been his ideas, the furnace of anger in my head wouldn’t give him any credit for it.  I was too pissed, and I was also thinking that him interfering in what Sasha did and didn’t say to each other really made me pissed.  Really made me pissed and worried the shit out of me.  In some ways, a role like that, an interference like that was even more intimate than what he and Sasha did in the bedroom countless times each week.

I tried to calm this thought – the last thing I needed right now was another person to be angry at, another set of thoughts to process.  But try as I might, I couldn’t stop polluting my head with poisonous thoughts about him.  The only upside being it did take my mind off being pissed with Sasha.

~~~~~    

Ninety minutes after I’d slammed down the phone, thirty minutes after the text, Sasha came through the front door.  Looking just as wary as I felt – neither of us knowing how this was going to pan out.

Taking a deep breath, I decided to use the strategy I always used on those exceedingly rare occasions when Sasha and I had major clashes.  Stick to my guns, but under a camouflage of politeness and with the smallest fig-leaf of concessions I could get away with.

“Look, I’m really sorry if my tone and word choice was inappropriate … if it hurt you … but I was really surprised, really hurt that tonight was the first time I was hearing anything about you and Vicky … how come you never said anything?”

That last question had her blushing and struggling for an answer … stumbling over her words as I reacted from the heart with words I meant but hadn’t planned, arms open and palms upturned to show I meant what I said.

“Look, Sash … of course I don’t object in principle to you being friends with Vicky … but see it from my viewpoint, given how close you and Benson are, how much time you spend together, how he rocks your world … getting a bombshell like that, finding out about it like that … don’t you think it hurt and worried me to death?”

I didn’t have to spell it out, what I meant.  She knew I was talking about the risk of things between her and Benson becoming so deep that I’d end up losing her to him.

“Sash, answer me honestly … if the boot had been on the other foot, if we’d been playing with another girl – not that I’d ever want to – how would you have felt if you’d have heard about me and her son or daughter in the same way … if I was sleeping with her five times a week?”

At first, she didn’t answer.  Her eyes remained locked onto mine – not aggressively, more just wanting to be connected as she thought.

That she was thinking, hopefully thinking of things from my viewpoint, was a positive sign.  At least, that was the idea I clung onto before finally she spoke.

“I’m sorry, honey…”

It was a guarded ‘sorry’, but a ‘sorry’ nonetheless.  “Not for being a friend to Vicky, but for not thinking to talk to you about it, not thinking how it might make you feel…”

I opened my arms a tiny bit wider, she accepted the offer and we were soon hugging, a hug I could feel she needed just as much as I needed.

~~~~~    

We spent the next couple of hours talking about all kinds of things we should have talked about weeks or months ago.

The Vicky thing was the easiest topic, as Sasha shared about their budding friendship, I actually felt proud and happy at the blessing this friendship seemed to be to both of them.

Sure, I still had some feelings of jealous insecurity and fear about where this might lead – but this was something small that I could control.  My emotions of pride and happiness were much bigger.

More difficult, much more difficult, was the minefield I really feared to enter – the question of her feelings for Benson. 

I knew she’d had feelings for Victor and Andre, but neither time had these feelings gone as far as the dreaded ‘L’ word.  With Andre, it had been some kind of infatuation or crush – linked to his assertive, take control attitude and the aggressive way he fucked her and dominated us as things had developed.

With Victor – before she’d gotten frustrated towards the end – again, it hadn’t gone as far as love, it was more like a close and intense friendship.  Sasha’s emotional closeness almost inevitable bearing in mind their sexual and emotional relationship lasted nearly two years.

But with Benson, I sensed and feared a much deeper connection.  They were together so much at work and in the bedroom.  Benson was both handsome and intelligent, the kind of man women are genetically programmed to seek out as mates and providers.

Once we’d finished discussing her friendship with Victoria – now thirteen and mature enough to understand her father’s need for ‘a special friend’ such as ‘Auntie’ Sasha (as she’d been told to call her) – I took my courage in my hands and dived straight in.

“Do you love him … do you love Benson?”

There was just the tiniest of short pauses, and then her answer came back with the most halting and unconvincing of deliveries, “Nnnnooo … don’t be silllyyy … of course I don’t love him…”

But the pause, the halting speech – we both went silent, both looking deeply into each other’s eyes, both knowing the truth, each of us wondering who’d be brave enough to break the silence.

“Tell me honestly, Sash … how long have you known, how bad is it, and have you told him?”

The waterworks started instantly, our earlier argument totally forgotten as she threw herself into my arms and sobbed her heart out.

~~~~~    

“I’m so sorry, honey … so sorry, I never meant for it to happen,” her eyes red and puffy as she finally managed to speak.

“Are you leaving me for him?”

“NO!  No!  Why would you say that.”  No hesitation, no unconvincing speech – I was hugely relieved, knowing she was telling the truth.

Holding hands, feeling closer than I think we’d ever felt, we slowly talked it through.  How it hadn’t come on suddenly, but had just built-up and up the more time they spent together, the closer they became both as friends and lovers.

Sasha said she’d only even realized and admitted it to herself a couple of weeks ago, and she’d been too terrified to discuss it with me.  That, although she’d not enjoyed this evening’s argument and problems, she now thought it was for the best, as it brought everything out into the open.

“So, what next?” I asked, an obvious but necessary question. 

“You’re in love with two men,” I added, trying to make it sound humorous to deflate the stress, “so how’s that gonna work out?  Do we get to share you?  Like half-time, half-time?”

That earned me a slap, but at least I also got a smile from the tear-stained face of my wife, “Don’t be so silly, Jason … you can’t share me, I’m your wife, you’re my husband.”

I could have said something intended to be funny - about how ‘sharing’ would be a step up for me, would actually give me more time with her – but realized it was way too soon for such gallows humor.

Instead of making a bad joke, I felt a lurch in my gut as another question came to mind.  Or, to be precise, two questions.

“What about Benson, does he love you?  Has he said anything … and have you said anything to him about your feelings?”

The return of her silence, the return of the nervous, frightened look to Sasha’s face told me we were right back in the minefield.

She looked at me, gathering her strength, “He’s not said anything … and I’ve definitely not said anything … but, ‘yes’, I’m pretty sure he’s in love with me…”

‘Wow!’

At one level, I already knew this.  In my heart I knew it, but hearing it said out loud, hearing it said out loud by Sasha gave it a certainty and urgency that was truly scary.

Just as she’d put it herself – everything really was out in the open now.

~~~~~    

Both of us called in sick the next day – we needed space and time to discuss yesterday’s bombshell revelations.  And, of course, thirty minutes afterwards, Benson texted to check on us. 

‘We’re fine … we just need some time and space to talk.’

To his credit, Benson texted back with a brief and supportive message.

‘Got it … you know where I am if you need anything … you know both you guys are special to me … hope I and ‘we’ haven’t caused any problems.  B x’

I think it was her way of apologizing – she brought me breakfast in bed, followed by something even more delicious.  It was only then that we snuggled and started talking, her head resting on my chest, facing away so I couldn’t see her expression.

“He’s going to take it hard,” she said, a sad weariness in her voice, like she was imagining how it was going to be to tell him it was over.

I was silent.  Before she’d spoken, my mind was in exactly the same place as hers.  What other choice did we have?  Everything we’d learned in our lives, everything we were, told us we had to end things with Benson.

But reassured by Sasha’s lack of resistance, I felt a strange set of feelings and thoughts growing in my chest and groin.  After all, wasn’t it already abnormal enough for a husband to share his wife not just with one stud … not even with two … Benson was already my wife’s third black lover.  What did that say about what a man like me considered normal, considered safe?  And after all, hadn’t it just been a few months into their relationship that Victor had bought Sasha a special ring – to show her and me how significant she was to him, how significant their relationship was?

And then there was how Sasha had reacted last night when, after her admission of love for Benson, I’d asked her if this meant she was going to leave me to be with him.  The instant, unequivocal way she responded – as if I was saying the stupidest, most unimaginable thing – had been the key to why I’d not had a meltdown.

With all these rationalizations rolling around in my head, I became aware of the early glimmerings of a thought.  A thought that I felt both afraid and guilty to admit.  A thought that carried on growing – like the light of one of those approaching trains in a tunnel – until it was finally so big and noisy I could no longer ignore it.  I had to voice it out loud, to Sasha and myself.

“What about if we just carry on going?”

Just like last night when I’d asked the ‘are you leaving me question,’ Sasha looked at me like I was some kind of idiot.  A very big, stupid idiot.

She didn’t say it with words – but she said it with her eyes, ‘Husband, are you out of your mind?’

Her reaction made me blush with guilt and fear – had I undone all our progress, made things worse all over again?  There was nothing for it but to share the various thoughts and rationalizations that had been running through my brain.  And then – the really scary bit – I looked into her eyes and said the bit that made me most ashamed.

“Sasha, honey … provided I know you’ll never leave me for Benson, honestly … the thought that you’re in love with him and that he loves you, well … as long as you’ll never leave me … it just makes it all the hotter…”

I think by then she’d known I was going to say something like this – but she still looked at me like I was a big idiot.  But behind the look, I could see she was thinking about it.  Thinking about it hard.  The expression on her face slowly changing from unbelieving to a teasing half-smile.

“Well, I guess we’re already living a pretty unconventional life!  I guess one thing more won’t make much more of a difference … I guess we can at least give it a try…”


Chapter 18

2011 Late August

About two-and-a-half weeks had passed since that traumatic evening when I’d discovered Sasha loved Benson and, reassured that she had zero plans to leave me, we’d eventually decided on a ‘this changes nothing’ strategy.

Not quite true – it certainly led to some deep and intense conversations between the three of us, between him and me, and also between Sasha and Benson.

But now, less than a month later, sometimes I felt like ‘pinch yourself – are you living in a parallel universe, this all feels so weird’ mood.

Today was one of those days, as two parallel conversations came together in a way that felt like it was about to blow my mind.

Conversation one – was the continuation of the discussion that had sparked the inferno of my wife’s admission of her feelings for Benson, namely the request from Benson’s daughter Vicky that Sasha should accompany her and her grandparents to a Pony Club weekend event the on the east side of Chicago.

Sasha had spent weekends away with her first lover Victor – so at one level, the request wasn’t that different to what we’d done before.

But what was different here was the second conversation – about what to tell Victoria and her grandparents about Sasha’s marital status.

With the feelings between the two of them – Sasha had been right, when pressed, a guilty Benson confessed he was in love with my wife – had finally between discussed between the three of us, the conversation had multiple layers.

A reassuring, easier to deal with layer, was about Benson’s adamant views that he never, ever wanted to cause problems between me and Sasha – and that if this ever happened, and if we couldn’t fix things, then we should stop the whole relationship.

He was clear that he didn’t want to stop things – but he was totally clear that he’d never forgive himself if he harmed our marriage.  He said that just ‘wasn’t who he was.’

But the other layer was much knottier to deal with.  Vicky (and her grandparents) knew that Sasha was ‘daddy’s special friend’, but the thorny issue was what to say about Sasha’s marital status

So far, all but one of Vicky and Sasha’s interactions had been during FaceTime calls between her and her dad – often during their shared layovers.

For most of the early layovers, Benson had been careful to keep Sasha’s presence in the room hidden from Victoria when they shared their evening calls.  But then, one night in April they’d gotten careless – and the rest, as they say, is history.

But even though now, several months on, Vicky and Sasha had chatted often – understandably, Vicky keen to get to know the new woman in his father’s life – because it was nearly always on FaceTime, Vicky hadn’t seen the wedding band that would have prompted all kinds of awkward questions.

The one time they’d actually met in person – the Tuesday night when Sasha had told me she was tired and had blown me off, when Benson and Sasha had finally relented and agreed that Vicky could actually meet Sasha – Sasha had managed to keep her ring out of sight by putting a band aid on her finger and claiming she had a cut.

All of which brought us to the question of what, for a whole weekend – with Vicky AND her grandparents – they were going to say about the wedding band and Sasha’s marital status.

When we’d talked about it, there were multiple options.  But the core of it was that Benson really wasn’t comfortable lying to either his daughter or his late wife’s folks.

We went round and round on this, Sasha insistent that she didn’t want to ‘come out’ to Vicky or her grandparents – that this carried too much risk.  Also making the point that Vicky was too young to have the realities of open marriages or polygamous relationships explained to her.  Especially when she was trying to concentrate on placing in her first major Pony Club event.

Several times Benson was on the point of cancelling the whole idea of Sasha going with them, but even though he hated the idea of lying to his family, in the end he agreed to go along with the story we’d concocted.  A story which involved Sasha removing her rings for the weekend – an act I found both incredibly erotic and terrifying – and her dad telling Vicky that her beloved ‘Auntie Sasha’ was ‘separated’.  A lie he could just about get his head around – as, technically, just for that weekend Sasha was separated from me, in the literal sense of the word.

Benson had been uncomfortable enough agreeing to these lies and subterfuge – but he was caught between a rock and a hard place. 

He didn’t want to lie; he didn’t want to let his daughter down by ‘uninviting’ Auntie Sasha and he felt he couldn’t overrule Sasha and my shared view that we weren’t ready for the whole truth to come out.  Even if only just to his daughter and late-wife’s parents, as however small and select you think a circle is, people have a nasty habit of talking. 

Especially chatty thirteen-year-old teenage girls, who may respect the secrecy they’ve been sworn to for a week or two, but who afterwards may well consider the gossip just too darned juicy not to share with their schoolfriends.  Then who the hell knows where that leads – there was more than a fair chance that some of the academics who knew Sasha’s family had children or other relatives at the exclusive private school where Vicky studied.

~~~~~    

Benson had just about reconciled himself to living the lie we’d persuaded him to tell, when events heaped even more coals on his unhappy head. 

(Although maybe my head was the one with most coals – after all, I was the one going without my wife for the whole weekend, a prospect I was ashamed to admit made me hard with lust every time I thought about it, even if at the same time it scared me witless.)

The causes of Benson’s extra troubles were geography and an inability to say ‘no’ to the combined pressure of his daughter and her grandparents.

The route from Gloria’s parents’ home to Chicago brought them straight through Jackson, so the plan had been to pick-up Sasha at the local Starbucks, while they stopped to pick up food and drinks for the rest of the four-hour journey.

That bit of the plan had been fine, but what none of us had factored in was the combined inquisitiveness of Vicky and her grandparents to see where ‘dad’s special friend’ lived.

The first we knew about this problem was about thirty minutes before the scheduled pick-up time, when we received a call from Benson.  A man trained to sound in control and calm at all times, he definitely sounded distinctly flustered.

“Hey, Sash … just to let you know, change of plans … would you mind if we don’t meet-up at Starbucks … but instead we swing by your place and pick you up from there…”

Sasha had put the call on speaker.  Shrugging and looking as confused as Benson sounded panicked, she finally answered, “Urgh … sure … if you’re sure that’s what you want … but why the sudden change of plans…”

“Hi Auntie Sasha … don’t blame daddy … it’s me … my idea … me and Nana and Gramps want to be nosey … want to see where you live, see your home …”

~~~~~    

After five minutes agitated conversation, neither of us could come up with a plausible reason to call back and change the meet-up location.

So, the next twenty-five minutes were spent in a blind panic, running around the house, removing all signs of the real status of Sasha and my relationship.  Wedding photos and family photos with us and her folks or us and her sister and family were rapidly replaced by whatever we could find which was more neutral.

It just shows how wrong you can be that, by the time Benson’s F150 and horse trailer pulled up (part of a two-car and two-trailer convoy, one of Vicky’s friends was also competing), Sasha and I were congratulating ourselves on a job well done.  Sasha giving me a combined congratulatory and farewell kiss.

“See you Sunday, honey … I’m not exactly sure of the sleeping arrangements, so don’t bank on me being free to call later…”

With that, I disappeared into my downstairs den, shutting the door, but leaving the smallest of gaps.  I was too hooked on the craziness of this latest part of our game – I wanted to stay hidden but eavesdrop on the conversation.

I could only hear, I couldn’t see – but that was enough, my imagination did the rest.

“Hiya, Auntie Sash,” an overexcited, young female voice squealed, “ready for our big trip?”  That had to be Vicky, and I could picture her giving a huge hug to the woman who’d entered her life – a life blessed by a doting father and grandparents, but absent of a mother-figure.

There was then some inconsequential chat that I can’t recall, and then the question that stopped my heart.

“Hey, Auntie Sash … whose car is that next to yours?  Is that your ex-husband’s?  Daddy said you’re separated from your husband … that’s why you and daddy can date…”

OMG!  Oh, fuck!  Oh, fuck!

Just how the hell was Sasha going to answer that.  She’d been put right on the spot, and then some!

The silence that seemed to go on forever.  I could only picture the look of total horror on my wife’s face as she tried to find a route back to safety.

~~~~~    

I’ve done some crazy things in my life.  And I’d certainly done some crazy things in the last four years we’d been playing this ‘game.’

But what I did next – totally spontaneous, unthought out – was the craziest of the lot.

I told myself I did it to help the woman I loved – but, in truth, there were all kinds of crazy motives in play, coming to Sasha’s aid was only one.

Bursting out of the den, conveniently located right by the front door, I smiled at the startled young girl.

“Well, I’d heard you were as bright as a button … there are certainly no flies on you, are there … you got it spot on, I’m Jason, Auntie Sasha’s ex, pleased to meet you Vicky,” I said, shaking her hand as she stood smiling there – the only one of the four of us standing there who seemed remotely relaxed.

“I heard all about you from Auntie Sasha and your dad … they told me your top of your class at school and that, this weekend, you’ve got a great chance of placing in the top three…”

I’d hoped she might take the bait, but after briefly answering my questions, like a young, razor-sharp laser, she came straight back to the topic none of us wanted discussed.

“Dad said that you and Auntie Sasha are still on good terms … that you even still share a home, to save money, while you get things sorted out…”

Fuck!  Sasha and I had been so busy running around the house sorting out incriminating photos, we’d not thought to consider that Benson might be laying contingency explanations.  But then again, how the hell were we to know?  It was hardly like we could text him while he was driving, to agree a party line.  And calling was also out of the question given he was in a car with Vicky and her grandparents.

“I think that’s really cool,” she continued to chirp like some blissfully ignorant little grasshopper.

Vicky’s grandparents were still in the car, but I think Sasha, Benson and I were all fearful of what other disastrous paths Vicky’s inquisitive young mind might lead us down next.

But even after the chaos her inquisitiveness had already caused, none of us could have foreseen what mayhem she’d cause next.

“Jason … can I call you Uncle Jason?”

“Sure … I guess,” I answered hesitantly.

“Would you like to come along with us … I’d love to have another cheerleader, and I kind of feel guilty, leaving you all alone here, when I know we’ll all be having such fun…”

Stood behind his daughter, out of her line of sight, Benson looked at me with a panic-stricken expression.  Yes, over the months, for a traditional and conservative African man, he’d become a lot more comfortable in playing kinky bedroom games with Sacha and I.  But this was well beyond his pay-grade – well beyond what he was comfortable with.  His eyes begged me with desperation to say ‘no’, to find some alibi or excuse to decline his daughter’s request.

“Now, Vicky, don’t be a pain to Jason … I happen to know he’s really busy this weekend … he’s got lots of work he needs to catch-up on … so, be a good girl and don’t nag him…”

His words, his expression couldn’t have been clearer.  But this was the moment my mutinous brain decided to somehow find an answer even more crazy than what I’d already done by jumping out of the den.

“Are you sure, you’d be okay with that?” I asked, aware that I was laying even extra coals on Benson’s head as I wasn’t asking him, I was asking his daughter.

If it had been anyone but his daughter asking, I imagine the man who was used to commanding and controlling half-billion-dollar bits of kit, would have reverted to type and found a way to keep me in Jackson.

But panic and guilt-ridden fatherly love can be a terrible combination, and try as he might, no words came out.

And it was left to my crazy brain to complete the checkmate.  The checkmate that was to have far-reaching consequences.


Chapter 19

Until that moment, I don’t think I’d ever seen Benson really pissed.  And even then, maybe that’s not the right expression, as it wasn’t a huge explosion of anger – it was a look that took control of his face as I sensed a slow, seething anger start to build.

He gave me a look – like a last chance to find an out, to give him what he wanted, a weekend without all the lies my tagging along would just make worse.

But when all I gave him back was a rather disingenuous ‘what can I do, it’s out of my hands’ kind of shrug, I could see his neck muscles bulge as he struggled to control his temper.  The look on his face making me wonder just how unwise my crazy, impetuous decisions had made things.

I didn’t have to wait long to find out just how angry he was, as he grimaced and started his slow plans to punish me.

“Okay, well I didn’t plan for that … Jason, we’ll be a bit cramped, but I think we can manage it … you wouldn’t mind riding in the back … Vicky, do you want to ask your friend Hannah’s parents if it’s okay for you to ride along with them, so Jason can ride in the back with Gramps and Nana?  I think that’s for the best, Sash’s legs are a little longer than yours Jace … better if she has the extra legroom in the front with me…”

Ouch!  My gut was already twisting in pain … maybe this really hadn’t been my brightest decision.  In all our conversations over the last few weeks, I knew just how much Benson hated lying to people, especially those closest to him – and my stupid, rash decisions had forced him to confront a whole weekend lying to the three people right at the center of his life. 

I sat directly behind him – ‘Nana’ and ‘Gramps’ (as they insisted I call them) next to me in a row, two of the three people I’d forced him to spend the whole weekend lying to.

As Vicky moved across to spend the next three hours chattering to her friend Hannah in their family truck, our little cavalcade made ready.  “Buckle up,” Benson smiled affectionately as he leaned across Sasha to strap her in - not needed, just an excuse to ‘accidentally’ rub against her chest before delivering a long, lingering kiss in front of everyone.

I sensed my punishment for forcing Benson to spend the whole weekend lying to his nearest and dearest was just getting started.

~~~~~    

By the time we were halfway to Chicago, I was beginning to have second and third thoughts about the wisdom of my decision.  Not because of anything Benson had done – he was too busy driving and being strong and silent – but because of a double-hit to my sanity started by ‘Gramps’.

We were about an hour out of Jackson, just by Battle Creek with another couple of hours to go, when Vicky’s grandad spoke for the first time.

“You know, Jason, I have to say, you’re a bigger man than me … if ever I’d have split with Nana, no way I’d have been able to spend even a minute in the company of her and her new man … not even a minute, let alone the whole weekend!”

“Urh … thanks, I guess,” I stammered, looking across and seeing in his face he wasn’t done with this yet.

“Hope you don’t mind me asking, but how do you do it?  How come you’re not a seething pool of jealous anger,” he asked, before switching to a thoughtful look, “but, I guess it depends why you and Sasha split up … why did you split up?”

Oh fuck!  What did I say now?  I had no idea what, if anything, had already been shared by Benson or Sasha with Gramps, Nana or Vicky.  And I could hardly ask Benson to answer for me – that would look really odd.

Just at that moment, Sasha twisted round in her seat, looking directly at me in a way that did nothing to still my nerves – her smile was one of those sickly-sweet, painted-on smiles that I imagine lady spiders have just before they devour their mates.

She swiveled a little more, so she was facing Gramps, and started answering, “Well, it’s probably easier for me to answer, Gramps … and I’m sure Jason won’t mind me sharing … after all, we’re all mature grown-ups … Jason and I did love each other … still love each other … but after a few years, well … we slowly realized that we were ‘sexually incompatible’,” these last words delivered with a slowness and emphasis that even the most skillful of assassins couldn’t have bettered.

“’Sexually incompatible’,” Gramps parroted back, his tone a mix between total shock and prurient inquisitiveness, as I prayed for the bench seat to swallow me whole.  Why hadn’t Vicky ridden with us?  That would have saved me from this horror show.

“Well,” she continued, “I hope I’m not embarrassing you and Nana, but it was two things really … the first, and there’s no delicate way to say this … is that Jason, though I love him dearly, isn’t very big down there … you know, where it counts…”

Oh fuck!  If that was her opening bid, what the hell else was she going to say as reason number two.

“And, well … maybe because of that, after a few years together … we sort of both came to realize that, actually, Jason preferred to watch … preferred to watch, rather than actually be with and make love to his wife…”

Arggh!  Please someone, take me and shoot me!  Put me out of my misery right now!

But just when I thought things couldn’t get any worse, Nana piped up.  Obviously, her and Gramps were equal-opportunity tormentors, each as prying and inquisitive as the other.

“Forgive me asking, Sasha … but as you’re being so open about this … didn’t that make you feel disappointed … let down, not appreciated and valued as a woman, as a wife?”

There was what seemed an inordinately long pause – Sasha was trying to find the right words, wanting to answer just right.

“Well … maybe at first, but then as we talked, and I got to understand better, it made me realize he didn’t love me any the less … it was just the way nature made him … you know, maybe because of his small thing down there … and anyway, there were ‘side benefits’ that made it easier to deal with the hurt…”

Nana didn’t have to say the words ‘side benefits’ – her tongue was virtually hanging out to hear more.

“Well, once we knew this was Jason’s thing … we worked together to find guys for me to sleep with … you know, so he could watch and I could get what I needed, give me what Jason couldn’t…”

Now both Nana and Gramps didn’t know where to look – torn between the soft, teasing smile on my wife’s face and the look of horror on my own.  ‘Is this true,’ their faces seemed to say, ‘or is this our son-in-law’s girlfriend getting a rise out of the old folks?’

I sensed everyone was waiting for me to speak – but I stubbornly refused, leaving the floor to Sasha.

“So, anyway … Nana, Gramps … that’s our story … the story of how Jason and I found our true selves … and how we stayed such good friends, even after our split…”

I just grimaced, staying silent – the sympathetic looks on the old timers’ faces letting me know I was finally going to be given some time and space to lick my wounds.

~~~~~    

It was about an hour before anyone spoke – the elders feeling and respecting my pain, Benson and Sasha maybe wondering if they’d pushed me too far, punished me too much.  All five of us staying silent while I seethed in a mix of anger and pain.

In the end, it was Benson who spoke next – somehow finding a way to make things worse, even though I think his intentions were the opposite.

“Jason … you know, Gramps here used to be an engineer … civil engineering, not Mech. Eng, like you … but why don’t you tell him about those new hydro turbines you’re working on … he spent half his life working on dams in Africa … I’m sure he’d love to catch up on the latest developments in turbine tech…”

Even if I’d have wanted to, I couldn’t have turned down the invitation.  The words weren’t even out of Benson’s mouth before Gramps had turned and was peppering me with questions.

The questions and Gramps – I was fine with them, and they did help my ego back to a healthier place.  It was Benson I was pissed with.  I’d been enjoying my self-pity and anger towards him and Sasha – and now he’d gone and taken that away too, by being the bigger man and taking the moral high ground.

~~~~~    

When we finally arrived at the showground just on the east side of Chicago, everyone was focused on the practicalities of unhitching trailers and getting Vicky and her steed ready for the tournament.

It was only after an hour or so that I managed to haul Sasha to the side and get enough privacy to talk.

“What the hell, Sash!  What the fuck was all that in the car?  Have you any idea how that made me feel?”

If I’d expected total surrender and an instant apology … well, Sasha’s face told me that wasn’t going to happen, as she held her ground and just silently stared back, until her expression slowly softened.

“Look, I’m sorry if I pushed things too far … but you’re not totally the innocent party here, are you? No-one asked you to come, in fact Benson made it totally clear that he hates how you being here makes the lying even worse … but still you came along anyway, knowing what a terrible position that put him in … and I’m not exactly happy either, lying to Vicky like that … what basis for a friendship is that…”

I was still seething, but at least she’d sort of apologized, and what she said forced me, however much I didn’t want to, to consider my own part in causing this car wreck.

My mind still trying to avoid thinking of my own role as I saw a subtle change in the look on mu wife’s face, “And anyway, nothing I said was untrue, was it?”

Fuck, she was gently smirking at me, daring me to gainsay her as she teased me again, “And, if you’re really so angry with me and Benson, later on, when Vicky’s sleeping with her friend Hannah and her family, then presumably you’ll still be too angry to join me and Benson in the suite we’ve booked at the local Hilton?”

‘Fuck, woman!’ I thought to myself, are you the devil in drag, sent to tempt and torment me in equal measure.  I’m trying to stay furious with you, then you hit me where it hurts.

~~~~~    

By the end of the day - after all the horse events (Vicky placed second, one better than she expected, with her friend Hannah third) and the celebratory combined family meal – I was in abject torment at the decision that lay ahead.

The way they’d humiliated me – even if I was partly to blame – had me still indignant towards Benson and Sasha, as the various couples said their goodnights. 

Vicky, Hannah and her parents heading off to their family room; Gramps and Nana hand-in-hand (had earlier talks made them more amorous than normal for people their age?) heading to the fifth floor; Sasha and Benson – a real couple as far as everyone else in our group believed – saying their goodnights as they left me alone as they headed up to the top floor.  Leaving me alone and all at sea.

Five seconds later a text arrived – from Benson, who else.

‘Room 2754 … I told them at reception to give you a key if you ask.  Come if you want … we can talk about everything that happened today’

~~~~~    

“You had no right!  No fucking right!  To treat me like that,” I shouted, not clear whether I was shouting more at Benson or Sasha, although it was him who answered – taking the role as her protector.

“No one asked you to come along … you brought it on yourself …. I couldn’t have made it clearer … that I hate lying, yet you chose to come … making things ten-times worse … so don’t come here like we’re the only ones in the wrong!”

“Apologize … dam you, Benson … apologize!  Or, I swear, I’m going straight out of here … I’ll find Vicky and her grandparents, and I’ll tell them just what kind of a lying bastard you are … then we’ll see what your precious family think of you…”

As he listened in angry silence, I noticed a slight change, which I took to be my words landing and his attitude becoming more conciliatory as he pulled back, so we were no longer squared up to each other.

“Look, Jason … this is getting us nowhere … we’ve always rubbed along just fine until today … so, in the spirit of our friendship, here’s my suggestion … I will give you the apology you want … but not yet … I want us to cement things first … I want to give you something to make amends … I want to let you watch … I want that we have one of our play sessions together … then, afterwards … when we’re all friends again, then I’ll apologize…”

Fuck!  He’d made it difficult for me to say ‘no’ – his offer was designed to sound reasonable, and he’d appealed to the darker, lust-driven spirits in my soul.

I didn’t say yes – but I didn’t say no.  But seeing the hungry, wide-eyed look on my face, he knew he had his answer.


Chapter 20

“Come on … I know there’s things we’re all not happy about, but lets put things right … be friends again … play like we always do.”  Benson’s tone was conciliatory as he held out his hand for me to shake, as I looked into his face. Thinking back over the last year, two different voices warring in my head. 

The voice that said Benson had always been a standup guy, always honest and at pains not to harm Sasha and me.  And the other, very different voice that reminded me how angry he’d looked earlier, reminded me how much he hated the lies we were forcing on him.

I wasn’t one-hundred percent convinced, but my gut told me to go with voice one – people don’t instantly change, no matter how riled up they are – so I reached out and shook with him.

“That’s better,” he smiled, “now we’ve got that out the way, why don’t we all get more comfortable,” he said, pulling Sasha to him and into the tightest of smooching embraces.

“Why don’t we all strip off, have some fun … it’s been a stressful day,” he said, tearing his lips of Sasha’s as he started to unbutton her blouse and work at her skirt. 

“You too, Jace, get out of your pants and boxers … we all know that’s how the three of us like to play best,” he said, trying to sound reasonable, but something in his voice just a little harsher than usual.

But my blood was up, fired up my lust and so I tuned out the little warning signal and did as he said, my breathing shallow and excited as I stared at the way Sasha was working his belt and zipper.  I’d seen it so many times before, but it carried an extra special excitement after all of the stress of the day we’d just had.

In seconds flat, Benson and I were naked – me stripping myself, him stripped by Sasha.  The two of us sporting our very different-sized erections.  His, ten inches and super fat, being worked up and down by the ring-less left hand of my wife as she started kissing and worshipping him, readying him to take her.  Mine about half that length and about half his girth, with only my hand to work me, as I was the only one who wanted my cock tonight.

“No, Sasha, leave the heels and panties on,” he commanded, only allowing her to keep her bra on, “I want you extra sexy when I let the man you’re separated from watch us fuck,” he teased, throwing in my face the lie we’d forced him to tell his family.

As Sasha continued to work him, he smiled me a crocodile smile.  “Doesn’t this feel good, Jace … we’re finally all getting near the truth,” Sasha’s mind and mouth too busy on his cock to pay much notice to his words.  “Maybe, I wasn’t happy earlier, Jace … sorry about that … but maybe this is all for the best … cathartic for all of us … the truth finally coming out … you know, like we talked about with Nana and Gramps in the car.”

He stared at me as he said this, leading Sasha up off her knees and making her lie on her back in the middle of the bed, before then summoning me.

“Come … come lie next to Sasha, hold her hand … hold her hand while I fuck her and take her from you,” he winked, his word choice deliberately teasing and ambiguous, “while I take her and show us all what we said in the car was true…”

“Isn’t this good, isn’t this sexy,” he grinned as the three of us took our positions on the bed.  “Hey Sash, why don’t we play a game … question one, which cock do you want?”  As he asked the question, he’d gotten me to kneel next to him, our hips touching as his left hand suddenly grabbed my cock, while his right hand held his own.

I jumped – for the first time ever, feeling the touch of another man on my manhood, my nervous reaction just making him chuckle more.  “Don’t worry, man … I ain’t gay or anything,” winking at me before he turned back to Sasha.

“Come on, baby … tonight’s all about fun … about making real all those things you said in the car.  So, tell the man you’re separated from, which cock you want tonight,” he smirked.

“Is it, cock A, the little, teeny-weeny-white one that gets extra hard the meaner we are to him?” the bastard asked, squeezing my cock as he said this, winking at me again and daring me to end things or deny the truth of what he was saying.

“Or is it cock B, the beautiful big black cock that the hubby you’re separated from loves watching you fuck so much … or, more importantly, which you love fucking so much?”

Sasha laughed out loud, smiling at me as her hand replaced Benson’s on my throbbing member, “Sorry baby, but he’s right … it’s his cock I want more … and, if your honest, it’s what you want as well…”

Damn, we’d played before … we’d played plenty, but this was definitely the hardest we’d played the game.  Tonight, they were really cucking me hard.  It’s like everything that had happened in the last few weeks – all the honesty about love and feelings – had combined with today’s crazy, freakish events to remove any last barriers and constraints.

Total honesty, all pretenses stripped away, seemed to be happening and it was totally and utterly scary.  Like, really scary.

Then Benson moved away from me and positioned himself laying down between Sasha’s parted thighs – now in the ideal position to lean forward and whisper something into her right ear, the opposite side so I couldn’t hear.

Sasha’s face lit up as she smiled at him before turning to me.  “Honey, you’ve held my boyfriend’s balls while he’s cum in me … don’t you think it would be just as hot to put him in me … you know, to show there’s no hard feelings … that we’re all good and back to normal…”

I swear, Sasha’s smile seemed to grow a little wider when she saw my reaction – my face showing terror, my cock jerking and hardening a little more.

“Come on, baby … please,” she cooed, reaching out and pulling me over so I could work with Benson, still between her legs, but now kneeling up so my hand could grasp his massive shaft.

“Don’t be frightened of it, Jace … it doesn’t bite,” his hands on his hips as he allowed Sasha to put my hand on his flesh.

The next few moments seemed truly surreal as he and I had to move in unison, as we both lowered our bodies so that his cock touched Sasha’s entrance and my hand stayed connected to his cock.

“That’s it … good boy … not so hard is it,” he smirked, squeezing my shoulder, fully aware of the meaning of his words.  “Now, hold me there … that’s right hold me by her pussy while I slip through your hand … while I slip through your hand and take your wife,” again the double meaning of his words not lost on either of us.  Only Sasha seemed unaware, too preoccupied with the feelings coming from her swollen and needy pussy.

Fuck, as his huge cock slid through his hand and all the way deep into Sasha’s pussy, I hated that I was so excited by this … but I was powerless to resist … my hand staying there not just for the first stroke of entry, but for the next five or ten strokes he gave her, Sasha soon moaning, lost in a world of lust.

I thought she was about to cum, and maybe she would have, but just then Benson stunned both of us by pulling his monster all the way out and moving to kiss Sasha, before sitting by her head.

“Look, Jace … today’s been a funny day … so, share and share alike … why don’t you put your little man in Sash … you know, to show there’s no bad blood…”

Something in his tone made me suspicious, but I was too far gone with lust, so I jumped up and, with one embarrassingly easy stroke, sank all of my five-and-a-half-inches into my wife’s stretched and very wet pussy.  Pumping a couple of times before looking across at Sasha, only to see that she in turn was looking not at me, but was looking into Benson’s handsome face.

“Hold still a minute, Jason … now I’ve given you back what’s yours … I think it’s time for honest, plain speaking between the three of us … you know, like we had back in the car…”

Oh fuck, where was he going with this?  Why did I get the feeling I’d been well and truly suckered in.

“So, here’s the deal … and let’s start with me, with my needs” he said, looking only at Sasha as he stroked her face and held her hand.  “I’m a conventional guy … I’ve never hidden that from the both of you … and I’ve tried to make things work, sharing you, Sasha … you know I love you, and I know you feel the same … so this is our final time together as threesome … because, what we’ve ended up doing today, making me a liar to my family … well, I won’t do that again … so, tonight’s our last night as a threesome…”

I knew there was a huge but coming and I couldn’t take my eyes of him until I knew just exactly what landmine he was about to explode in our lives.

“And, as it’s our last time … before I make love to you, Sash, I want to watch Jason make love to you … so I can see what the two of you will have in all your years ahead…”

Fuck!  Taken at face value, the words were a positive – ‘all your years ahead’ – but somehow he made it sound like Sasha would be getting to see what an empty existence she’d have without him.

He stroked her hair and kissed her again, before turning his attention to me, “Come on, Jace … make love to your lovely wife … come on, give her your best … I know sometimes it’s better to watch, but come on, man, make her happy, make her cum…”

Bastard!  Bastard!  The game he was playing was nasty and mean at so many levels.  His words on the surface nice and encouraging – he was too smart to be outright confrontational and mean – all of which made his hidden meanings twice as powerful.

Blushing and sweating bucketloads of effort, I went as hard and fast as I could, but it was no good … Sasha was just looking at Benson, sharing the occasional kiss, her face a mask as I tried to make a connection and work out what she was thinking.

However hard and fast I went, however much I touched and caressed her body, I couldn’t move the dial.  A mixture of her now being so used to Benson and his huge cock and the effects of today’s psychological landscape seemed to be blocking her from connecting to me physically and emotionally.  No matter what I did and how I tried, I didn’t seem able to make any impression on her.

Benson and my wife just kissed and touched while I uselessly thrashed away, definitely not winning a climax from her and hardly even getting a connection, until Benson once again intervened.  “Okay, Jason … that’s enough.”

It was clear what he meant and without anything being said, I just looked at the huge erection he was slowly wanking, and feeling thoroughly defeated, withdrew from the bed, moving to sit with my still hard cock in the bedside chair.

I’d thought that he was going to enter Sasha to ‘show me how it was done’ – but that would have been too simple.

Instead, he pulled Sasha up from the bed, gave her a long and passionate kiss, and then had her kneel behind him as he pulled his ass cheeks wide apart.

Oh. Fuck!  I’d seen it done on countless porn sites – but I’d never seen Sasha do this, not even on the infamous night that Andre and Jordan both took her pussy at the same time.  Not the once prim and proper daughter of Prof. and Mrs. MacAlister.

But Benson was making a point as I felt my chest explode at the sight of my beautiful stewardess wife’s tongue burrowing in an act of worship, burrowing into her black lover’s little brown hole.

“You see, Jason … honestly, I’m not trying to be mean … I’m just trying to get us all to see things as they really are … not as we want them to be…”

“Jason, I know you love Sasha … and I know you love to watch her … so, the question is, do you love her enough to let her be really happy?”

Fuck, I could hardly believe what I was seeing as I saw her tongue burrow away while her right hand reached around, squeezing and stroking at the massive shaft she knew would give her such pleasure.  All the time her other hand lovingly caressing his big, black balls … big black balls she knew would soon fill her to the brim with his potent seed.

“You see, Jason … this is who she is now … after Victer, after Andre … after Andre and Jordan, between the two of you, this is the woman you’ve helped her to become…”

Seeing my guilty, terrified look, he took pity and intervened.  “No, no … it was always there … don’t feel bad … you did it together, it was always who, deep down she wanted to be … who you both wanted her to be…”

It was almost like she was in some kind of trance as he pulled her up and away and back to lay on her back, open-legged in the middle of the bed.  She hadn’t said a word – not to agree, not to disagree – all she could think of was the sex she was about to get again, moaning as once again Benson sank his huge shaft ten-inches deep into her pussy.

After a brief bout of kissing the woman he’d grown to love, he put his hips on autopilot to keep her happy and turned his attention back to me.  Taking in my sweaty, nervous condition – and smiling as he noticed that, despite everything, I was still shamelessly playing with my straining little cock. 

As he started to speak, his look wasn’t disapproving – but it was stern and honest.  “Here’s the deal, Jason … I never wanted you to come here this weekend … and, like I said, this is our last night as a threesome … if you love your wife, and I think you do, you’ll be looking at her, realizing this is what she needs now … so I want you to agree to give her her freedom for the next week, to let her spend time with me and then make her own decision … she loves you, she loves me … if you really love her like I know you do, you’ll want what’s best for her … and, if her future’s with you, not me, then you’ll want the certainty of knowing she freely chose … so you don’t always have to worry … always feel insecure…”

Bastard!

Fucking bastard!  He was playing me like an expert.

If he’d have just come out with insults or crudities, I’d have stormed out and tried to drag Sasha with me.  But he was hitting me with painful and powerful truths – things that I could maybe ignore for a few minutes or a few hours, but that I’d not want as some kind of fault line forever making me worry and doubt.

By throwing my mind all the way back to Victor and Andre, he’d genuinely made me doubt if Sasha and I could ever be happy with just a conventional monogamous relationship.  Making it less about today, the last few weeks and him.  Making his offer for me to give Sasha her freedom to try life with him for a week painfully difficult to refuse.  Refusing the idea was like me saying I didn’t love her or trust she’d chose me over him.

“That’s enough talking … time for some truth … some reality … time for you to do what you like best … watching … time for you, me and Sasha to do what the three of us do best.”

And with that, he did stop talking … lowering his lips to kiss my wife as the two of them lost themselves in their passion and love.  His hips soon hammering Sasha through a shattering orgasm, Benson’s cock staying frighteningly large as he slowed and stopped, smiling down into Sasha’s eyes as she slowly recovered.

“Okay?”

“Yes, I’m okay,” she weakly smiled back.

“Love you, babe…”

“Love you too…”

I knew they did, but still it was an axe through my heart – the first time Sasha had been so unaware of my presence to say it while I was there.  The first time Benson had been so single-minded as to use it as a weapon.

As he slowly started pumping in and out again, he kissed Sasha softly and turned her head to look over at me,

“Sash, honey … I don’t wish to be mean … but this is the real, honest choice you have to face up to … I’m sorry, but I’m done sharing … it’s him or me…”

I’d known where this was headed – but still, hearing the words, hearing the choice stated so harshly made me shrivel with fear.  How the hell could Sasha choose me over him?  I knew she loved both of us, but right now she was looking at me sat there wanking my small cock while she was in bed with a handsome, big-dicked pilot who loved her and who could provide for her sexually and materially in ways that were beyond me.

“Sash, he does love you … but that’s who he is…”

Fuck, I think it would have hurt less if he’d shouted and we’d fought – this being damned by pity was a million times worse.

Benson turned her head back to him, kissed her deeply and started working that massive piece of flesh in and out again, until he had her right on the edge of orgasm again … as she panted and stared at him, begging for release … he slowed his pace like the expert cocksman he was … keeping her simmering on the edge … too skilled to let her cum.  Kissing her again before turning to look at me.

“Goodnight Jason … in a week, we’ll both know what’s for the best … and either way, I hope we can stay friends … we both love the same woman … but we both know we can’t share her any more…”

I could have screamed and shouted.  I could have tried to drag her out from under him … but in my heart, I knew everything he’d said was true.  Even the sudden, desperate look across from Sasha to me – a look of panicked indecision, a look of fear if ever I saw one – couldn’t stop me as I hunted my clothes and dressed.

Because, maybe I was imagining it, but for the first time today, it felt Sasha and I were truly united – truly on the same page.  She was frightened, I was frightened – but we both knew we needed to let this thing play out over the next few days to see what was really the right thing for us and our marriage.


Chapter 21

2011 August 30th

The last ten days had been a truly bewildering mix of panic and calm.  My emotions were all over the place.  The result of the natural terrors at the thought of losing the woman I loved from my life forever.  The result of some of the painful truths Benson had planted in my head during those last, surreal hours in Chicago.  The last hours when I’d seen the woman I currently called ‘wife’.

For me, the last ten days had been a mix of work and emergency personal leave.  The first two days, I’d been too stressed and distraught to be any use to anyone, so I’d taken the time off.  Only to realize that, however distraught I was, it was far better to have something to keep me occupied.  Sitting at home all alone – in a place where every little nook and cranny reminded me of Sasha, reminded me of her absence – well, that had to be anyone’s idea of hell.

As I found out later, maybe not surprisingly, Sasha and Benson went in the other direction – both of them taking leave so they could be together.  I guess it made sense – if they were doing some kind of dry run, some kind of test to see whether Sasha preferred to be with him or with me, then maximum time together made perfect sense.

But, at the time, I didn’t know this.

Sure, a million times I thought of reaching out to talk to Sasha.  But every time I reached for my phone, I remembered that haunted look in her eyes as she’d seen me hunting my clothes while Benson continued to fuck her, continued to keep her just the right side of the climax she desperately craved.

And I also, through a level of self-discipline I never knew I possessed, used Benson’s words to act as a brake on my desperate need for contact with the woman I loved so much.

The bastard had been right.  If we were ever to have a real marriage again, ever trust ourselves to be the parents and providers for children, I needed the certainty of knowing it was me, not him, that she truly wanted to be with.

Cramping her, reaching out and making her feel guilty or sorry for me could undermine the whole test.  A clinical way to look at things, but that was the painful and poisonous power of the thoughts he’d planted in my head.  I had to know.  I didn’t want and couldn’t mentally afford even the tiniest of doubts.

So, I limited myself to a single text I sent on the Sunday, the first day we were apart - because I also knew there was another, contrary danger I needed to guard against.

‘Sasha .. you know I love you … you know I’ll always love you … please, never think this thing I’m allowing is something I’m allowing because of any lack of love … I love you more now than I’ve ever loved … I hope with all my heart, that it’s me that you choose to spend your life with … I’ll be waiting here, my love, when you’ve worked it out … yours, always, Jason xxx’

~~~~~    

That text was sent on Sunday, and now, ten days later I was waiting at a local Starbucks.  Waiting to meet Sasha, who’d texted me just an hour ago saying that she wanted to meet up and talk.

Like anyone in my situation, I read and re-read that text.  Parsing and deconstructing, analyzing and re-analyzing over and over again. 

And what about her choice of location to meet?  Did the fact she wasn’t coming straight home mean the Starbucks was her chosen neutral and safe location to deliver me a ‘farewell, Dear John’ message before climbing into Benson’s F150 and disappearing from my life forever?

Finally, she arrived. Sixty minutes after sending the text, interrupting my fifty-ninth minute of over-thinking and terrified thoughts.

“Hey, baby, how have you been?” she asked.

‘Really?  Really, you’re leading with that … you know damned well how I’ve been…’

I just smiled – I didn’t want to lie and say I’d been fine, but nor did I want to start a pity party.  If we were to have a future together, it had to be based on something more than pity.

“So, so…” was the best answer I could come up with.  I felt I had to say something, otherwise the conversation would never move on.  I’d never get resolution.

“And you?” I asked, more out of politeness.  I could see she looked nervous, and her eyes looked puffy, like she’d been crying.  Not a good sign, surely.

“Sash, this isn’t easy for either of us … so why don’t we get to it … get it over with …”

She grimaced, grimaced again and gulped.  Surely more bad signs, I felt my cold sweat developing a cold sweat on top of the original one.

“Okay, we ca do that, Jason … but, this isn’t all on me…”

Now I was really confused.

“I need you to answer me a question.”

“Okay, sure … anything,” I answered.

“Jason, can you promise me honestly … promise me, that if I come home with you, if we try and put this thing behind us … can you promise me, faithfully and honestly, that you’ll never ask me to play this game again … that you’ll never let me play this game again?”

My answer was dragging her across the table and giving her the biggest, most energetic hug I’d ever given her … even bigger than the day she’d promised to marry me.

It was a full minute later before I dared to let her go – fearing I might be dreaming and that she might disappear in a puff of smoke.

Only then did I pull back and my own tear-streaked eyes looked into her equally wet face.

“Of course, honey … of course … I wish we’d never started this damned game…”

“Me too,” she sniffled, somehow a beautiful, soft smile breaking through the tears like a rainbow breaking through the clouds, just the kind of promise we both needed.

“Me too,” she sniffled again, “I love you so much, honey … and this damned game of YOURS nearly cost us everything…”

“I know, baby … I’m so sorry .. you’re right … this game of OURS ... let’s never, ever do it again … agreed?”

“Agreed,” Mrs. Rainbow smile softly beamed, breaking my heart all over again.  Reminding me of the Bible stories, about a rainbow being a promise forever.  Making me wonder if Sasha and I had the strength to keep our promise to each other forever.

I told myself ‘yes’, that we were both super determined.  That we’d both learned our lesson, been through a near death experience that had inoculated us against all future temptations.

But in my heart, I knew that only time would tell whether Sasha and I had the strength to keep the promises we’d just made to each other.

The last four years had been a helluva a journey.  We’d had highs and lows and had been right to the edge of the precipice and had somehow managed to come back.

And now, in our mid-thirties, we were ready for the next part of our journey.

As we left hand in hand, I asked her, “Why?”

She knew what I was asking.

“Because, even if she does have strong feelings for another guy, a girl doesn’t throw away a decade of love just like that … not when you love someone as much as I love you … not when your husband’s wonderful enough to put your happiness before his own … even if it might break his heart…”

One day, when she was ready, I’d need to understand more.  I’d need to know what had happened over the last ten days – what had been said and what her thoughts really were.

But that could wait for another day - I squeezed her hand, looked deep into those big brown eyes, believing that we had every chance of resisting the temptation to ever roll the dice again, to ever roll the dice and get snake eyes again…


Thanks and Author’s Note

I’d like to give big thanks to my friends Cbears, Smiling Coyote and Hugh.

Also in remembrance of Chris – a dear friend, great encourager and helper.
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