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Synopsis

The truth is that none of us ever really know what the future holds.

The best we can do is to try and make smart decisions, to look life in the eye and not be afraid of living life to the full.

That was the attitude that led me and my beautiful wife Sasha to live through a decade-long rollercoaster as we explored and acted on our sexual fantasies.  A decade when we experienced the highs and lows of life as we opened up our marriage to a number of men of color.  All of them African – not planned that way, that’s just how the dice rolled.

Playing.  Rolling the Dice.  Rolling the dice of life.  That’s about the size of it.  Thankfully we had more sixes than ones, more good times than bad.  But unless you’ve got an ability to ride the blows and soak up good times and bad, I wouldn’t recommend the life we lived to others.  Tread carefully, that would be my motto.

But that part of life is over – after nearly ten years and various black partners for Sasha.

Like I said, no one knows the future.  We certainly didn’t know the future when we started out on our 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 our story.

Jason     Sasha

(P.S. Our story lasted ten years.  The more memorable, key events I’ve tried to describe in as much detail as my memory allows.  Other phases I’ve described in more summary form, taken largely from my daily diary entries.  Apologies if these different styles sometimes jar and clash.  But without turning our story into a full-blown ‘War and Peace’, this is the only way to cover off a whole ten years of our lives.)


Chapter 1

2007 August

I was having a piss.  Or trying my best to, it had taken me a good couple of minutes to let my erection soften enough that I could actually force something out.

Looking down at that half-swollen, sad little fellow as I wiggled the last few dribbles of piss out of him, I spoke to him.

‘Well, fellah, do you really want to do this?  Is this really what you want?  To give the woman you love, your beautiful, better than you, wife to another man?  A man with a bigger cock than you?  A man who’s more than likely to show her a better time than you?  If you do this thing, fellah, there’s no going back from here! You do know that, don’t you?’

I was asking the question to my little head – as if he had a mind of his own.  (He did).  As if he was the equal of my real mind, as if he had a fifty-fifty say in what we were about to do.

Zipping up, gathering my courage, I went back into

“Honey?”

My bizarre ‘do we, don’t we’ monologue was interrupted by the sweetest voice on earth – the voice that had captivated me since I’d first met my wife Sasha six-and-a-half years ago.

She’d followed me into the hotel bathroom - her face looking concerned.  Like it wasn’t the most normal thing on earth to be in a hotel room with a strange man, finding your husband talking to his dick as the pair of you considered blowing up your marriage vows.

“Honey, are you okay with this?” she asked, still looking concerned.  “You know, if you’re not comfortable, we don’t have to do this,” she offered. 

But even though she said this, I could see her excitement shining through her concerns and fears.  She wanted this.  She wanted him, wanted it bad, and in my heart, I knew I wanted it as just as much.

And what was it we both wanted?

Well, to explain that, I need to bring you back to a conversation Sasha and I had a couple of months ago. 

~~~~    

A couple of months ago, when we first agreed to place a certain internet advert. 

An internet advert that led indirectly to tonight. 

Led to a man called Victor getting in his car in Detroit and driving the hour or so over to An Arbor to see us.

But before I take you back to that night back in June, let me tell you a little bit about Victor.  And let me tell you a little bit about my beautiful twenty-nine-year-old wife Sasha.  And let me tell you about us and me.

Sasha and me. 

Where to begin.

Similar in so many ways.  Both of us twenty-nine-years-old when our adventure began.  Just four days apart in age, her birthday December 5th to my December 1st.  It had been December when we’d met.  At a Christmas Party, December 12th in 2000.  A party organized by her dad, my supervising professor in the MSU engineering faculty.  I was working on my doctoral thesis and her dad, Professor Roland MacAlister had taken me under his wing.  Including introducing me to his daughter Sasha at his Christmas gathering (a mixture of friends, family and a select few favored post-grad students), a stunningly pretty woman in early twenties who made an otherwise dry party suddenly altogether more memorable.

As we chatted away a voice in the back of my mind asked me ‘just how the hell did it take me until now to find this wonderful girl … beautiful, intelligent … with a soft, gentleness in her brown eyes that spoke about her deeper personality … Prof MacAllister, no wonder you’ve been hiding her away, otherwise half the student body would be hitting on her rather than hitting the library…’ 

That first time I met Sasha, I was stunned by everything about her.  Even her name, Sasha, seemed perfect for her.  Elegant, classy and yet sexy with a cheeky undertone.  At five-seven, she was tall for a woman and just an inch shorter than me.  Her height allied to her slender but shapely build adding to the sense of quiet, understated grace.  The whole package completed by over-the-shoulder wavy brown hair and big, big brown eyes.  Eyes that seemed filled to the brim with intelligence and which always seem interested in whoever it was she was talking to.

To me she was beauty, grace and sexy kindness personified.  All wrapped up in one, heart-stopping physical package, and that first moment we met, I was head over heels.  Strongly suspecting I’d met the woman who I wanted to spend the rest of my life with.  If she’d have me?  The most minor of flaws in the prism of dreams and plans I was already building.

Her dad had also been one of my professors during my undergraduate years, but as I later learned she’d been on the other side of the country studying which is why out paths had never crossed before now.  (That and her wise old coot of a dad wanted to avoid her having to wasting hours fighting of the advances of horny, lovelorn students!)

Well, I won’t bore you with a blow-by-blow account of the romance that ensued.  I’m not a bad looking guy (although my stature’s a little vertically challenged, only a single inch taller than Sasha’s five-seven) and I was no overconfident sports jock who’d had to fight them off, but with good looks, intelligence and a quiet confidence I’d had my fair share of girlfriends before that fateful Christmas party back in 2000. 

Thankfully for me, I was between girlfriends and so it was no big deal to respectfully ask Sasha for her phone number at the end of the night.  And the rest – as they say – is history.  Dating for a year, engaged for a little less than six months and suddenly in May 2002 we were having confetti thrown at us outside the local Presbyterian church where we’d just married and where Sasha had attended since she was born. 

Although the professor and his wife both intelligent and had keen and mischievous senses of humor, they were also both deeply religious and devout people.

Sasha had been brought up that way and.  As a young woman making her way in the world, her parents knew they could only influence, not tell.  But even though Sasha had lapsed somewhat, they and the church had laid moral roots that ran deep.  Sasha wasn’t a virgin when we married, but I’d had to wait a good three months of dating before she allowed us to make love. 

But even by then, I knew I loved this girl and wanted to spend the rest of my life with her, so waiting wasn’t an issue.  And when we did finally make love, like many girls who’ve been brought up in such a conservative home, she proved herself to be an enthusiastic and vigorous lover.  Part trying to make up for lost time, and partly because growing up in such a conservative home, sex had been given an extra taboo and cachet.  Made more exciting compared to the ‘what’s so special, nothing to see here,’ attitude of a more liberal home.

Even though Sasha was already twenty-three and had enjoyed four years away from parental strictures studying in California, I was only Sasha’s third lover and I felt incredibly honored when she finally allowed me inside her body, and we started our first journey together of sexual discovery.

~~~~~    

Which brings me neatly to the summer of 2007.  Married for just over five years, I’d finished my doctorate and had a great job using my specialism for a company of consulting engineers and Sasha had a job she loved working as an airline stewardess out of Detroit Metro for the airline that had employed her since she graduated and moved back to the Midwest.  (In our story, I’m not sure the airline would agree with Barnum’s saying that there’s ‘no such thing as bad publicity’. Let’s just say they’re one of the big three and leave it at that.)

A half-hour commute for Sasha, free tickets for her and yours truly and two jobs we both loved.  Loving parents, a big sister and best friend all nearby.  The whole picture rounded out by two cute-as-a-button nieces that Sasha absolutely doted on. 

We didn’t quite feel ready for kids ourselves – we had too much living to do before then – but in that summer of 2007 we both felt life was pretty damned good.

In the six years we’d been lovers, bit-by-bit we’d widened what we were happy to try and explore.  I wasn’t exactly Don Juan (I could count to six partners) but I was kind of pleased about that.  I was more experienced than Sasha, but it felt kind of fun to explore and grow together.

As we’d become more comfortable and Sasha’s upbringing had weighed her down less, we’d tried different positions and places.  We’d used sexy clothing, roleplay and even costumes.  Let’s just say Sasha’s red stewardess uniform had come in handy as a free supplement to a wardrobe that included nurse, schoolgirl and even nun’s clothing.  The latter, something I brought as a gag gift to poke fun at Sasha’s very repressed upbringing.

From there it had been a short step to watching porn together.  The wide-eyed look on Sasha’s face was a joy to behold as she saw both some of the crazy shit one finds on the internet, and also blushed and tried not to look shocked as she saw the size of some of the cocks you see on porn sites.

Honestly, until I started watching the stuff with Sasha, my own taste in porn had been pretty vanilla and mainstream.  But seeing the way she gawked at and tried to hide her interest in some of those monster cocks and what their owners managed to achieve with their over-sized appendages had me starting on a wholly new highway.

Until then, my taste had been predictable and eclectic.  Exactly what you’d expect from a young guy in his twenties who, like most guys of my generation, had enjoyed easy and free access to internet porn since he’d hit puberty and suddenly found a new use for his right hand! 

That is, a use for when he wasn’t out pursuing the real thing.  The real thing that like most guys his age was far more hit and miss and difficult to get hold of than the ever present seductive and whispering sirens so easily available on the web!

I’d enjoyed beautiful girls.  Tits and asses, long horny legs, not especially choosy between blondes or brunettes.  And hey, if the girl was hot enough, I wasn’t averse to a little brown sugar or exotic Asian medicine.  Solo girls or boy-girl action, or maybe even girl-on-girl.  Or even a hot orgy or gangbang scene.  Like most teenagers in the quiet and privacy of their bedrooms, I was an equal opportunity perve when it came to anything that was hot enough to help me the spank the monkey and release some pressure.

But I’m getting carried away with nostalgia!  Like I said, like most guys I had a series of romantic relationships in high school and college – some shorter, some longer - before I eventually found ‘the one’.

~~~~~    

And here I was, I’d found ‘the one’ and now I couldn’t get enough of us exploring together.  And increasingly for me that ‘exploring together’ became wallowing and bathing in my beautiful new bride’s expanding sexual thoughts and fantasies.

Unsurprisingly at first, given her upbringing, Sasha was initially reluctant to admit how hot she found it watching some young woman getting it good and hard and deep from some stud blessed with a huge cock.

But as we cuddled and watched and then made love – then cuddled and talked some more, slowly she began to open up.  Her own Presbyterian hang-ups gradually giving way until we were both on the same page, my own liberal leanings having influenced her thinking.

‘If a couple like something and no-one’s getting hurt, then there’s nothing dirty or kinky or unhealthy about anything sexual.’

It was with this newly freeing and energizing attitude that we grew closer as a newly married couple and with which we both developed a growing enjoyment of interracial porn.  Especially the type where the black guy had a huge cock (what other type of porn is there?  No small black guys on the web, right?) and especially where he’d get it on with some young pretty brunette woman.  The closer the physical resemblance to Sasha the hotter we found it, and if the woman’s significant other was also somewhere in the scene beating his meat while his girl was railed by that huge black cock, then bullseye!  Pretty brunette and significant other in the room … absolute gold … jackpot, paydirt … soon we just couldn’t get enough of stuff like this.

There was something about these scenes, these videos that really did it both for Sasha and me.  It may have started with the first stage as being the whole ‘big cock in little woman thing’, with the woman obviously crying out in sexual ecstasy.  But the whole black on white thing, the whole set of deep historic and cultural taboos soon added even more spice and became a favorite.  And for reasons neither of us fully understood, having the husband there watching and beating his meat was (if you’ll excuse the pun) the final icing on the cake.

We did still make love the old-fashioned, romantic way.  When the mood took us.  But watching these interracial hotwife-cuckold pornos together while I buzzed a vibe on Sasha’s clit or used a newly acquired black six-inch dildo on her became a common and exciting part of our love play.

All of which finally brings me to Victor.  Brings me to Victor and an advert Sasha and I placed (more me than Sasha) a couple of months ago back in June.  On a fateful Friday night when we’d got back from a party and were too buzzed for own good.

~~~~~    

One of the many things I’ve always loved about Sasha is that she’s a ‘sexy drunk.’

For some people, booze makes them aggressive.  For others, it gets them all maudlin and depressed.  For others they become hyper or all giggly.

Sasha’s never been any of these.  Sasha’s always been a ‘sexy drunk’ – a woman who just gets horny when she drinks too much.

It was a Friday evening, early-June and we’d just returned from a friend’s house-warming party.  Sasha had a few days without any flights – a weekend off and then desk duty the following week, and so she’d really let her hair down.

And now we were home, and she was doing her best to seduce me – not that I needed much encouragement.  In the taxi coming home she’d been all over me, and now that we were home she’d got the idea that the best way to get me into bed was to do her best impression of Penthouse Playmate meets Baywatch Babe.

Of course, she’d never done anything like this in real life, but she was flaunting herself in position after position all over the downstairs rooms in our small three bed townhouse.  Flaunting herself like she imagined a naughty girl, bad girl model would.  Unbuttoning more and more buttons on her already tight blouse.  Leaning over in all kinds of provocative positions as she showed me bra, tits and panties.  Finding all and every kind of surface as sofas, sideboards and any available kitchen surface were used for her antics.

My own reactions – apart from a distinct hardening in the groin – was to click away on my iPhone, capturing each and every one of Sasha’s poses as she made it.  My own commentary as I made out like I was a bigshot pro photo guy only serving to make her seemingly more daring and more adventurous.

“Okay, honey, now lose the blouse … that’s it, good girl, lay along the sofa, legs and knees under your body, that’s it … now shoulders back, boobs out … finger in your mouth, you know what to do with it … ravishing, ravishing baby … you’ll drive all the guys wild…” 

And she would, and she was ravishing … how had I lucked out getting such a beautiful, vivacious woman to fall in love with me and marry me?

Standing there, snapping away, I marveled at the beguiling mix of beauty and sweetness my Sasha presented to the world.  No wonder so many of her passengers hit on her, asked her for a date or a phone number, even though they could see the gold band on her finger.

Gazing through the lens, my cock was diamond hard as I took in the swell of her fulsome boobs, contrasting with the taut flatness of her tummy.  As I lusted at the shape of her nipples pressing against the lacy fabric of her bra and the first, small signs of dampness in the gusset of her matching panties.

Shit!  She was a work of beauty!  Give me her over some million-dollar masterpiece any day of the week. The healthy glow and sheen of her skin – whether her beautiful, symmetrical face, always smiling and hinting at empathy and fun, or whether it was the flesh she was showing me and hinting at pleasures to come.  It was enough to make my heartbeat right out of my chest, to make my cock swell fit to burst.  It was enough to almost make me weep with joy that this woman had agreed to be my wife and that I’d get to see her inner and outer beauty for the rest of my days.  She really was the complete package.  A kind, loving heart – smart and empathetic and with a beautiful face and a body to die for.

“Honey?” she called, worried I’d had a stroke or something, interrupting me from my deep thoughts about her.

“Sorry, babe,” my voice momentarily wavering before I got back into character.

“Okay, you beautiful, beautiful creature … you know what I want next … let’s go for broke … leave the fans back home something to really get them off … don’t hold back, imagine it’s your husband your posing for … do it!”

And she did ‘do it’, my sexy and normally sweet wife giving me her pièce de resistance.  Sitting bolt upright and cross-legged on our expensive oak dining room table (a wedding present from her parents) in nothing more than her lacy white panties.  Looking straight at me with the most sultry of ‘I need you, come hither’ looks with one hand underneath each of her beautiful 36Cs. 

Not just underneath, but cupping and slightly raising each breast like they were the most precious things on earth.  (To me they were.)  Raising them and showing them to the camera, showing them and showing her fully engorged and swollen nipples as the ultimate sign of just how turned on and in need of sex she was.  All her conservative, repressed, Presbyterian prejudices smashed - the confident, sexy air stewardess side of her in full control of the girl the MacAlister’s had raised.

Sat there cross-legged looking at the camera like that, she wasn’t my wife.  She was just a sexually aroused woman who was at that moment totally owned by her most base and carnal desires.  She was a mare on heat.  A woman on heat who needed a cock and needed a cock badly.  If I’d not been there, I don’t know what she’d have done – but thankfully for me I was the only male within range and so as I put my camera down and started towards her.

But that was the moment that an idea came into my mind that was to have life-changing ramifications for Sasha and me.

Because I don’t know where exactly it came from, but suddenly the idea of using the photos I’d just snapped on one of the many dating sites we’d browsed came steaming into my mind.

At first it was just a joke.

Standing in front of my wife I pulled my phone out and flicked to one of the various sites we used to surf together, providing fodder for our fantasies and love games.

Speaking out loud in a mock serious voice (surprisingly good considering how buzzed I was), I started my act, typing as I spoke.  My phone screen half turned to Sasha so she could see what I was doing.

“Memo to self.  Upload sexy photos of wife and find the right words.  Married White Couple 30, both good looking, her even more so than him, seeking single male play mate … we’re newbies … guy must be well-endowed, that’s her thing … black guys especially well received … the photos show you what you’ll be getting … send us similar by return and we’ll see where the chemistry leads us … S & J”

As I continued my charade, even as I typed, out of the corner of my eye I could see the strangest expression on my wife’s beautiful face.  A bewitching mixture of fear and excitement.


Chapter 2

2007 June

Well, to cut a long story short, I did indeed press upload and send.  Sasha never gave me her permission.  She just continued to sit there on the table cross-legged staring at me in total disbelief.  But I knew here well enough to know her continuing silence and lack of intervention was the closest I’d ever get to her active approval.  Even at the height of desire, the beliefs and prejudices she’d been indoctrinated with, too strong for her to actually say ‘yes.’

So, holding the screen so she could see, I pressed send and over the days and weeks that followed a number of things happened.

The first thing to say is that we must have nearly cancelled that advert nearly a hundred or more times.  One or other or both of us must have thought about it several times a day on nearly every single day.

But the other two things that happened were the things that explained why we didn’t cancel.

Because the replies started coming in and, although we told ourselves it was all just pretend and harmless make-believe, we found ourselves unable to resist looking through all the men who’d responded to Sasha’s ad.

If I haven’t said it before (the odd time or ten), Sasha’s a truly beautiful woman.  Even with her big brown eyes and the surrounding area of her face blacked out, no mean feat in my state of Friday night inebriation, Sasha was quite the draw.  With her long wavy brown hair, big boobs and wonderful tight body, even her half-masked beauty was enough to no doubt make her one of the hottest women on offer on the site.

By the end of Saturday – Sasha having just returned from work - after my inevitable post-sobering up telling-off from my wife - she’d been unable to resist the temptation.  Trying to hide her embarrassment, as late on Saturday night she could no longer resist her excitement and inquisitiveness, asking me to open up the app and see the responses.

“Oh my,” she squinted, turning her head sideways, trying to hide her blushes from me.  “Is that thing even real?”  she giggled.  “No way on earth any woman could get something that size inside her … not without doing herself some serious medical harm … something like that belongs in a stables … hanging below the hind quarters of some stallion …” she chuckled.

But despite her protestations, once we’d weeded out the crazies or the men who were just downright rude, her attention always came back to the guys who seemed to be packing the biggest meat.

“You know, honey,” I said in my best ‘sorry-for-myself’ voice, “a guy could get to feel quite insecure over here … a poor old husband sat here watching his wife drooling over guys who’ve put his own manhood to shame …”

“There, there, babe,” she smiled and teased softly.  “I love you for the man you are … not the man you aren’t … don’t worry sweetheart … even if you couldn’t get your little noodle hard … or give me even half of what these big stud guys can … I’ll always still love you … always … even if you do have to share me with someone like Samson here …”

The guys name really was Samson.  And he was big and black, seemingly two of my sweet, stewardess wife’s favorite attributes in a man these days. And he was sporting a might impressive cock which he claimed to be fully ten inches, but which looked more like eight or so to my increasingly experienced eye.  But lucky for me he was getting on for sixty-years old and sported a big belly that undid all the good work of his impressive cock – at least in the eyes of Prof. and Mrs. MacAlister’s daughter sizing him up like a piece of prized livestock!

Sasha and I had looked at sites like these before as part of our sexy love play, but this was very different.

Whatever our own intentions – and I honestly think we didn’t know ourselves – each and every man who’d passed my basic filters had sent an email saying that he’d be only too happy to show a couple of newbies like ‘S & J’ the ropes in this world of interracial hotwifing.  Something that made looking at each and every ad that Sasha showed any kind of interest in a unique journey of terror and excitement for yours truly.

I’d honestly never felt anything like it before.  Each time I saw my wife’s pupils dilate, or a fresh and deeper flush arrive to her cheeks as she looked at some new guy, it was like a knife slashed right through my heart and chest.  My ribs physically struggling to go up and down to get air into my lungs.

Shit it was terrifying.  Terrifying, but very, very hot.

Each time the conversation went in this direction, both of us were totally fired up.  I’d strip off her tight, cut to tease red stewardess uniform, and ravish her sweet curves.  Savoring the moment of kissing her cheeks and neck, slowly undoing every button on her tight red tunic, living through countless passenger fantasies as I kissed her from the neck down through her unbuttoned chest until she was just as excited as I was.  Her shapely, womanly curves coming into view as I kissed and licked at her flesh.  She knew I was enjoying making love to the woman, to the image – as my lips and tongue slipped lower as I savored the pleasures of being married to such a woman, such an icon.

~~~~~    

Over the next few weeks, not only did the ad nearly get cancelled a hundred times, but the conversations between Sasha and I swung back and forth.

They started out as almost comical and light-hearted.

“So, that’s it … that’s my top five,” my sexy and sweet wife declared after we’d waited a week to see what replies came and she and I then spent the whole of the Sunday evening with her examining fetlocks, forelocks and ‘tackle’ before announcing her favored winners.

“Don’t I get any say in this?” I asked with a voice of playfully feigned anxiety.

“Oh no, baby … it’s not going to be you who they’re wining and dining … it’s not going to be your body that their big thingies are going to go in …”  Despite the topic, she looked oh so sweet.  Oh so ‘butter wouldn’t melt’ sweet.

But it was all still at the stage of being a big game.  We’d played similar games before.  Her selecting her favorites or me selecting my favorite Hollywood actresses or porn starlets, sports stars or music divas.

It was only later that evening when we were cuddling after making love that I finally screwed up my courage enough to look Sasha in the eye and say what was on both of our minds.

“Well, honey … what now?  Are we really going to meet up with these guys?  As the very minimum we need to email them and let them know what is or isn’t happening.”

Looking into Sasha’s beautiful big brown eyes, I could see she was as torn and undecided as I was.  Riven with a toxic mix of excitement and fear.

Over the next two or three weeks we talked about little else.  Every time we talked about it, I used the confusion I saw in Sasha’s eyes as a distraction from my own torn and conflicted feelings.  Whatever words came out of her mouth, I always saw the fear mixed with excitement, desire and just plain old inquisitiveness.

In the end I decided for us – pretty much like I did that very first night I’d taken the pictures and pressed send with the ad.

“Sasha, sweetheart … do you believe in you and me?  Do you believe we’re strong enough for anything?  That we’ll get through anything?  Let’s not die wondering … we’re young, smart … we love each other more than life itself … why don’t we at least meet up with one or two of these guys … even just for coffee and then see where things go from there … see what feels right … what doesn’t …”

She gave me the most loving smile.  A smile that melted my heart.

~~~~~    

The guy ‘she chose’ to meet (unsurprisingly it was one guy, not two) was a guy called Victor.

I say ‘she chose’ because Sasha insisted that, despite her earlier teasing that the choices would entirely be hers, it was me who did the choosing.  Selecting the guy from her top five list that we’d meet – just for coffee, she insisted.

As soon as she put the ball in my court, I knew exactly which of the five guys I’d select.  Because although she’d constructed a list of five, every time she’d come to this guy’s ad, there had been a special something in her response.  An extra twinkle in the eyes, an extra blush to her cheeks and her breathing was just a little shallower and more excited than with any of the other male candidates on her list.

As far as I could make out, it was a mix of things which attracted my wife more to Victor than to any of the other suitors who wanted to meet her. 

Like many of the guys who’d replied, he was from Detroit where he worked maintenance in one of the big auto factories.

Like four of the five men on the list, he was black.  (I’m sure the fifth, white candidate was only selected to hide my wife’s blushes and maybe make her white bread husband feel a little better that the woman I loved obviously had a bad case of Jungle Fever.  Something that excited me almost as much as it seemed to excite her.) 

He was originally from Nigeria and had come here to study.

He was a little older than us.  In his mid-thirties compared to our twenty-nine and was a divorced single father who had the custody of his two young children.  A simple fact that made us positively pre-disposed toward him.  Right or wrong, our subliminal thought being that a guy who cares enough to want and achieves that rarity of paternal custody for his munchkins has got to be a decent guy, right?

I think all of that endeared him to the maternal part of my wife and to the part that always cheered an underdog.

But I think what endeared him more to her was the way his super-broad and well sculpted chest filled out the green Nigerian soccer shirt he wore for his profile photo.  That and the tattoos on his thick and muscular arms.  Not to mention the two photos he sent of his very erect and very large cock.  One photo showing his throbbing, cut manhood next to a domestic aerosol spray to show off his thickness and length.  The other showing the dark chocolate of his engorged tool next to a steel ruler.  A steel ruler that showed his cock was every one of the eight inches long he’d claimed it to be.

That first meeting was a Friday night at a coffee shop in Detroit – Friday 28th July 2007 according to my diary entry for that day.  (Ever since childhood, my parents had encouraged me to keep a diary.  By now my diary-keeping was a little hit and miss, but something like this was definitely going in the diary!) 

The choice of Detroit as a meeting point meant more of a trek for us, but we didn’t mind, preferring the anonymity of the millions of people in the greater Detroit area.  Much safer than the much smaller population of our home town and the surrounding areas.

With both of them slightly delayed due to work-related issues, Sasha was actually coming direct from work at the airport and so just had her uniform on.

But Victor didn’t seem to mind.  He didn’t try and hide the way his lustful gaze devoured every inch of my wife’s body as she walked over to join us at the quiet booth he’d found for us.

Whoever had designed the airline’s new wraparound uniform knew exactly what they were doing.  The cut of the red fabric perfectly designed to show off the allure of Sasha’s womanly curves. 

Narrow and tight at the waist, it was equally tight around her ass and boobs, leaving passengers in no doubts as to what lay underneath.  The glory of Sasha’s curves making fifty percent of the passengers daydream their male fantasies – leaving the other half in a state of jealousy or frustration at their partners’ sudden mental absence.

The shortness of the hemline would just make the glances of the first half more hungry – just as they were doing for Victor right now.  Victor who couldn’t take his eyes of the expanse of thigh on display as my wife’s heeled legs sashayed across to finally meet the man she’d been chatting and sexting with these last few days.  Greeting him with a beaming smile that said she was as pleased with what she saw as he was with what he saw.

Temporarily he seemed totally unaware of whether I was even in the room or not, making me smile inwardly.  He might get to lust, might even get to fuck her, but this elegant goddess of a woman was mine for life – the most he might get was a short-term loaner arrangement!

~~~~~    

Victor had stood to greet me and shake my hand when I’d arrived.  My first impression being that he was a much bigger man than I’d been expecting from the photos.  His profile had said he was just over six-foot, but as he shook my hand and towered over me by a good half-foot or so.  I wondered if he’d actually downplayed the height thing, so as not to intimidate or scare off husbands of women he was interested in.

He seemed to be easily around six-two or six-three.  And if anything, the sheer bulk of the guy – he had one of those naturally very wide sets of shoulders and chest – probably made him appear less tall.

Sasha arrived not long after and joined us in our quiet booth seating, being the recipient of a huge hug from this large Nigerian man when she nearly disappeared within his all-enveloping bear-like arms and chest.

When he let her go, she sat down and the three of us were soon engaged in those customary first rounds of social chit-chat.

I say ‘we’, but although he occasionally made sure to involve me, a good ninety-plus percent of Victor’s attention was lasered in on my sexy air stewardess wife – a fact I guess I can hardly blame him for.

At first the conversation was mostly social and small talk – which was when we learned all about his family life, divorce and children - and as the conversation continued, I found myself experiencing a real mix of emotions.

I felt a wave of jealousy as I saw Sasha’s empathy and concern as Victor talked about the effects his marital split had on his kids.

“Oh, poor them … poor you,” she cooed, all wide-eyed with compassion, her simple act of reaching across to touch his hand making me distinctly jealous.  A weird reaction considering just how much more touching I wanted the two of them to do.  But it was also a sizzling jealousy that made my veins fizz with excitement and adrenaline – the smallest of downpayments on what I expected later.

But I also felt intimidated by him.  A feeling not caused by anything he was intentionally doing – he wasn’t like that at all.  It was more just a feeling caused by the size of the guy relative to my own slim five-foot-eight frame. 

His size, the difference to me combined with his somewhat brooding and serious demeanor all came together to create an uber masculine air.  Something only exaggerated even more in my mind by knowing what he was packing in his pants and knowing why we were here to meet up in the first place.  Even if tonight itself was just coffee and nothing more!

No wonder I felt more than a little intimidated and put in the shade as we talked, and my wife eyed up this new man I’d introduced into our lives.

Victor and Sasha were so wrapped up in each other afforded me plenty of chances to take a closer look at this guy without him noticing.  Yes, he was big and muscular, but aside from this he didn’t strike me as especially handsome.  But then again, he wasn’t ugly either.  I think the word that stuck in my head was ‘masculine.  His face wasn’t symmetrical or well-proportioned enough to count as handsome or good-looking.  His nose was a little too large, his forehead a tiny bit too pronounced. 

But if these meant he’d never get a modelling gig, when taken in tandem with his height, heavy-set body broad shoulders and chest and serious mien all came together to create an overwhelmingly macho and impression.  A fact not lost on my clearly impressed and slightly giggly wife.  A manliness topped off by his close-cut Afro hair style and facial hair – somewhere between six-o’clock shadow and a proper pencil style beard.  One thing this guy wasn’t short of was testosterone!

Given all of this, Sasha’s reaction wasn’t surprising. 

If she’d liked the man in the photo on her computer screen – she certainly liked the man when he was present in the flesh.  Her tiredness and stress from work melting away as Victor paid her boundless attention and she responded in kind.  Despite her long workday, keenly chatting back, a slightly flushed look in her cheeks and her pupils. 

A giveaway as she was unable to defy the effects of biological female-male attraction.  However coy her smile, her pupils were dilated just a little more than normal as she exhibited all of the classic signs of boy-girl attraction.  Adding to the little touches to and throws of her wavy brown hair, and her frequent smiles and laughs at his jokes.

After a while I had to make a pitstop to the restroom and when I came out it felt like I’d been hit in the head by a sledgehammer.  As, for the first time ever, I saw the woman I loved, the woman who wore my ring with her pale and slender white hands held within the much larger and contrasting shades of a black man’s hands.  Her hands swallowed up in his as they both leaned in, eyes locked together, looking deep into each other’s souls, both knowing that even after just a few minutes, they were each burning with desire for the other.

The contrast in colors, the contrast between femininity and powerful strength and masculinity cut me right to the core.  Striding back, I had to force my jelly-like legs to work and try to present a façade of calmness as I rejoined my wife and Victor. My heart hammering against my ribs, my throat suddenly parched as every nerve ending in my body fired live with electricity.

“Hey Jason, there you are,” he greeted me, breaking his longing gaze at my wife, now as cool as a cucumber, as if my wife’s dainty hand wasn’t subsumed within his own mighty paw.  As if we didn’t all know just why we were here, as the first part of a courtship that my wife and my fantasies had created.

“I was just talking to Sasha here … asking her how you two guys got to this place … this position that’s brought the three of us here tonight … me, I’m pretty experienced in this lifestyle … I’ve bulled for a few other couples like you and Sasha … and I promise you I’ll be respectful and give you guys all the time and space you need … but, anyway … how did you guys get here?  What was it that decided all this for you?”

Despite the way I’d been feeling intimidated before, I suddenly wanted to find my tongue and explain.  I couldn’t argue with the physical and psychological realities of how I’d been feeling overawed by this big Nigerian guy, but I didn’t have to give in to these feelings of inadequacy. 

Often times through my life I’d had to fight for what I’d wanted and standing on this precipice of my own making, I felt the need to grasp the initiative and show that Sasha and I weren’t just passive passengers.

“Well, it’s like this, Victor … you’ve been married, you know how it is … however beautiful your wife (cue look across at my blushing wife), however much you love each other … sometimes you need to try and add a little spark.”

I squeezed Sasha’s hand, receiving a loving and energized look, telling me she wanted me to continue.  Telling me that she was happy I’d manned up and was doing the heavy lifting.

“So, anyway, we did all the normal stuff … but somehow we both ended up drawn to the whole IR scene … the whole black on white thing … and, like I said to Sasha, let’s not die scared … let’s live a little … see if this is something we’ll enjoy, that will enrich our marriage, make things more exciting and sexier … or find out it’s not for us …”

“Well said, man,” he replied, sounding like he genuinely meant it, although he hadn’t released or loosened his grip on Sasha’s hand in the slightest.  His fingers no longer just holding her hand, but now interspliced with hers … black, white, black, white and so on … in some ways just a gesture of solidarity and friendship … in other ways the clearest and most graphical illustration of why we all knew we were here.

“Look guys,” he was now looking at both of us - his hands still intertwined with Sasha’s, but his head pivoting between us.  “It’s up to you two what you decide … I can’t pretend to know the ins and outs of your marriage … but what I can promise you is that if you unwrap this particular chocolate bar, I’ll give the both of you a night you’ll never forget.”

Turning to Sasha, he looked deep into her eyes again, hypnotizing her in the same way I imagine a snake hypnotizes a small white mouse.  “For you, Sasha, I can promise you a night of love making and sex the like of which you’ll never forget … the like of which you’ve never known before.”  His voice low and almost whispering so the other patrons wouldn’t hear - Sasha’s cheeks burning red, her lips slightly parted as his words worked their magic.

Then he paused and took a deep breath, looking even deeper into her eyes.  “Jason, here … he’s your true love … your man … the man you’ll have kids with, raise a family … grow old with.  Me, Sasha … I’m not that man … I’m gonna be your black lover … the man who unlocks all your deepest, darkest fantasies … the man who’s gonna fuck you with the biggest cock you ever seen … make you feel all woman … make you cum and cum again … leave you exhausted and fulfilled … leave you cuddling the man you love … knowing the two of you have shared something special … have lived life to the full ….”

Shit this guy was good.  I could hardly believe he worked maintenance in auto plants.  It was more like having Casanova there in person as I watched and listened to him work Sasha’s emotional love bud over.  My wife totally lost in the picture he was painting, lost in anticipation.

And then he started on me.

“And, you, Jason … why should us guys have to compromise?  You’ve got this amazing girl … and when the times right, the two of you will have little Sashas and little Jasons … but that’s not now, right?  It’s like you said … they’ll be plenty of time for that, and then your wings will be clipped and they’ll be no time or space or energy to play … so play now, play and live life to the full … find out what’s hot, what’s not … experiment together … explore together … grow closer together to build the closest bond for later … to make the sexy memories for later … when life’s all diapers, college funds and 501Ks   ….”

He’d said his piece and he paused.  No more words, but his fingers still intertwined with my wife’s.

We carried on talking for some while.  But mostly normal shit again.  Victor had planted the seed and from the way Sasha was looking at him he knew he’d done as much as he could to overcome her remaining nerves and barriers.

He’d done his best.

The rest was out of his hands.  In Sasha’s hands, in my hands.


Chapter 3

2007 August

That first meet-up had served its purpose.  Both Sasha and I still had plenty of nerves, and our minds were still far from certain.  But the meet-up, the personal connection and the conversation had broken the ice.

For me, now seeing Victor as a real, living, breathing man – rather than just a collection of pixels on a screen – was both frightening and reassuring.

Reassuring in the sense he’d been able to tell us about ‘bulling’ (what a term, both silly and fitting!) for other couples where things had turned out fine. 

Frightening in the sense it suddenly made the thought of him going with my wife very different.  Before, like I said, he was just an idea.  An image on a screen.  More fantasy, like a fiction story, than real.

But now that we’d met the guy, knew all about him and his family and the other couples he’d had a similar relationship with … well, now it was all very real.  Very real indeed.  If we carried on down this track my wonderful Sasha would soon be adding a fourth name to her roll call of lovers … of men who’d had the pleasure of knowing and sampling her sexy body … of having had the joy and sense of sexual fulfilment of sinking their penises all the way deep into her sweet little honeypot.

But unlike her other three lovers, he was black not white.  And unlike me and the other two, not just blessed with a fairly normal five-to-six-inch cock -Sasha was adamant her other guys were similar to me – her prospective new man was blessed with a much larger cock.  Both his cock length and girth and the color of his skin just like all those guys we’d both fantasized about.

First meeting now over and ice broken, all through that weekend and the next few days Victor and my wife were exchanging texts and talking on the phone at least once or twice a day.

Each time it happened – each time her phone pinged, or she excused herself and took herself off somewhere more private – my body literally shivered.  The sluice gates in my body opening full bore as the adrenaline flooded through my veins, my skin sweating and my mind fused with an bewildering mix of excitement and fear. 

Shit, this whole set-up, this whole thing of my woman with another guy was the biggest high I’d ever known - while at the same time the thought dragged me down into the dark, shadowy depths.  Making me terrified as I questioned my own sanity, even as my pants tented with another iron-hard erection.

It was everything together.  My own feelings – good and bad.  The excited little skips in my wife’s step.  The shape at the corners of her mouth from her coy little smile.  A smile she thought I’d not notice as she did her best to hide her excitement every time Victor called or texted.  That twinkle in her eye and the flushed look on her cheeks.  It was all so hot, but its very hotness was also the reason I felt shit scared.

Yet at other times she’d spin in totally the opposite direction.

“Jason, baby … we need to stop this,” she told me more than once, her face suffused by a look of guilt and shame that had probably been honed since the first time she was old enough to understand the hellfire and damnation words hurled forth from the pulpit in Ann Arbor’s largest Presbyterian church.

“Baby, it’s wrong … what happens if it hurts our marriage … or if other people find out and it all gets back to our friends and family … and besides which, I’m not a slut … doing this, it would make me the biggest slut in town …”

Finally, after four or five days of these zigs and zags, of these conflicting mindsets and behaviors, I couldn’t stand it anymore.

“Sasha, honey … it’s truth or consequence time … looking at you, and knowing how I feel, I think we both want to do this thing … this Friday, shall we fix a time and a place with him … a nice hotel in Detroit … away from prying eyes … something upscale and discreet …”

Sasha never answered me directly.

“I love you baby … thanks for doing this … I love you so much.”  Not a direct answer, but leaving me in no doubt she wanted this just as much as I did.  Her words emphasizing her love for me and linking it to me taking the lead on this thing being exactly what I needed to hear right now.

~~~~~    

“I don’t know if I can do this!” she called out.

It was two days later, the working week was over and Sasha and I were waiting in a Detroit hotel room for Victor to arrive for our first extra-marital taster.

My sexy, sweet wife was normally a model of calm and control, a natural offshoot of personality and her air stewardess training.  But right now – dressed in a the sexiest of tight white tops that put her ripe melons on full display – she was the opposite of calm.  Her voice an octave or two higher than normal and the muscles in her face taut with strain and nerves.  Not exactly surprising, given what we were about to do, breaking all kinds of vows and taboos – ending six years of monogamy in a way that guaranteed things would never be the same again after tonight!

I was in a similar place myself – was I the man just about to do the stupidest thing in the world, letting my little head make decisions that would ruin everything?  But whatever my own doubts and second thoughts, I knew I had to project strength and calm.

“Sasha, honey … I get your nervous … I really do.”  I was gently holding her shoulders, looking into her ‘rabbit in the headlights’ eyes.  “And I’m just as nervous as you … but I suggest we both just put our brains in neutral … stop overthinking things … we’ve decided to give this a go … to not die always wondering about what might have been … so let’s just stop thinking, do what we’ve agreed and then take stock afterwards.”

I saw her throat bob-up and down as she gulped, my words partly helping as I stroked her soft, wavy brown hair.

“Honey, think of it this way … you had a couple of boyfriends before me and nothing about tonight means anything about the love between us … this is something we’re doing together … a fun new game for us as a couple … right?”

“Right?”  I had to ask a second time before I slowly received the weakest of smiles and the quietest of ‘rights’ back from her.

~~~~~    

Thankfully when Victor arrived a few minutes later, Sasha’s own lust and Victor’s dominant personality meant all of this ‘can I, can’t I’ became a rapidly fading memory.

The two of them sat next to each other on the small hotel sofa facing the obligatory hotel TV cabinet.  With me sat opposite them in an armchair, right next to the TV cabinet.  An armchair I’d moved from its position next to the window while Sasha had been applying the final touches to her make-up.  Giving me the perfect vantage point, just nine or ten feet away, looking direct across at the sofa where they both sat talking.  I loved the position, but it also made me feel guilty.  I knew just how nervous Sasha was and so I had to try hard not to come across as a peeping perv.  Which was hard, because that was exactly what I was right now!

We’d left the TV on and I tried not to stare as the three of us talked, picking up with the same topics we’d discussed at the coffee shop exactly one week before.

Sasha was dressed in a tight white Lycra top with thin spaghetti straps that showed off her beautiful and toned shoulders, the low-cut U-shaped front meaning Victor could see just what he’d be playing with and sucking on later.  The style of top that meant there was no place for a bra, so Victor was also treated to the shape of my wife’s nipples pushing against the clingy white fabric.  Her outfit completed by a tight black mini skirt and matching heels. 

Apart from her panties and her rings, the only other jewelry she was wearing were matching earrings and a diamond-circled heart-shaped gold necklace I’d brought her as a set on the occasion of our one-year dating anniversary.  I don’t know why, but instead of feeling offended that Sasha had chosen to wear these on a night like this – I actually found my cock swelling and getting extra hard at the wickedness and sheer ‘wrongness’ of what she’d done. 

I mean, what kind of woman - as she’s dressing for a new lover -intentionally goes out of her way to select items bought for her by another man?  The man who’s promised to love and cherish her all of her days, but not the man she’ll be taking deep within her body when she’s finished getting all dolled up.

So wrong!  But my cock was so hard at the thought.

Even as their social chitchat carried on, we all had just one thought on our minds - we all knew Sasha and Victor were here together in this hotel room for just one purpose.  For my wife to experience her first extra-marital cock.  For her to experience her first black cock.

I tried to calm myself, telling myself this was no big deal, that Sasha had been with two guys before me, and so how was this any different?  But none of this logic could calm my crashing nerves … my mind knew damned well the significance of what we were doing.  Through all her previous life, Sasha had always been a one-man woman, faithful to me and her two boyfriends before me.

But right now, we were blowing up that way of life, that mindset – replacing it with a mindset where she’d have one man for love and companionship and another for sex.  A husband for love and romance, and a big black bull for sex.  A large, muscular Nigerian guy with a cock much bigger than mine … because this was how we wanted it … because this was the fantasy we both shared. 

Sasha was still nervous, but at least she seemed to have abandoned all thoughts of cancelling this evening’s venture. 

But her nerves were still evident from the way her voice cracked when she spoke.  But however nervous she was, her attraction to the large and imposing Nigerian maintenance engineer was clear.  The bright, smiling alertness of her face and the way she sat bolt upright like a human meercat right on the edge of the sofa told me just how strong the attraction was.  The way she smiled at him, unable to take her eyes off the thickset features of his masculine face … the way she couldn’t stop herself occasionally casting her eyes down to the muscles on his heavily tattooed arms, or drink in the way his ripped chest muscles bulged against the green of his soccer jersey.

All of it spoke to one thing and one thing only.  That however nervous she might be feeling, she really wanted Victor.  Really wanted this large, masculine African man and was looking at him in a way I don’t ever recall her looking at me.

She loved me.  Had promised to make a life with me, but I never recall her looking at me with such undisguised animal lust.  Ours was a bond of two hearts, of two souls.  What I was now seeing between my beautiful twenty-nine-year-old stewardess wife and this thirty-five-year-old Nigerian man, was something much more physical, much more sexual. In one moment making my cock rage with arousal, in the next moment making me feel sick with the most jealous of nauseous feelings.  A jealous nausea that quite literally nearly made me incapable of breathing, I was so consumed by swirling emotions of fear and arousal.

Excusing myself, I headed to the bathroom to try and calm myself.  I tried to piss – but it really wasn’t easy with such an excited, stiff member.

I was having a piss.  Or trying my best to, it had taken me a good couple of minutes to let my erection soften enough that I could actually force something out.

Looking down at that half-swollen, sad little fellow as I wiggled the last few dribbles of piss out of him, I spoke to him.

‘Well, fellah, do you really want to do this?  Is this really what you want?  To give the woman you love, your beautiful, better than you, wife to another man?  A man with a bigger cock than you?  A man who’s more than likely to show her a better time than you?  If you do this thing, fellah, there’s no going back from here!  You do know that, don’t you?’

I was asking the question to my little head – as if he had a mind of his own.  (He did).  As if he was the equal of my real mind, as if he had a fifty-fifty say in what we were about to do.

“Honey?”

My bizarre ‘do we, don’t we’ monologue was interrupted by the sweetest voice on earth – the voice that captivated me since I’d first met my wife Sasha six-and-a-half years ago.

She’d followed me in and her face momentarily looked concerned.  Like it wasn’t the most normal thing on earth to be in a hotel room with a strange man, finding your husband talking to his dick as the pair of you considered blowing up your marriage vows.

“Honey, are you okay with this?” she asked, still looking concerned.  “You know, if you’re not comfortable, we don’t have to do this,” she offered.  But even though she said this, I could see her excitement shining through her concerns and fears.  She wanted this.  She wanted him, wanted it bad, and in my heart, I knew I wanted it as just as much.

Returning, Sasha took up the same position, was soon back in the same human meercat posture, bolt upright, eyes twinkling as she rejoined the conversation with Victor.

Victor was patient for a few minutes, indulging Sasha’s nerves before finally reaching across and gently grasping her wrist.

‘Come here’ he said, pulling her to him. His voice showed no wavering. He was sober and composed and I guessed, having first made contact with us two months ago he was horny as hell to touch, taste and experience my wife’s beautiful body and everything she had to offer to a man like him.

“Such a beautiful white lady,” he smiled. “You know, I never had a white lady before I came here to study … and I’ve never kissed a woman as beautiful as you before, Sasha … never kissed an air stewardess before.”

As he pulled and she slid the last few inches it was like time stood still as this powerful Nigerian man reached out to touch my wife’s face and softly placed his own lips on hers.  Her lips instinctively and lustfully parting as she received his lips and felt his tongue probe inside her mouth.  Her shoulders tensing.  I knew what she was thinking.  Her body alive with desire as the last vestiges of her conscience and conservative upbringing fought back. 

‘So wrong, so wrong … not my husband … not my man … but I want him so much …’  I could almost hear the internal dialogue going on in her brain.  Never mind that her husband was sat opposite with a painfully hard cock and had done so much to make this all happen.  Never mind that, her social and religious programming ran deep, but not as deep as her desire for this strong, powerful black man she’d been thinking and lusting about for the last few months.

As their tongues fought and dueled, as they kissed and he gently rubbed at the lobes of her ears, I saw all the tension leave Sasha’s shoulders as she pushed her body closer to his. 

It was on.  After all the toing and froing, all the indecision, I knew in my bones there was no force on earth that was going to keep the two of them apart tonight.  We’d been fantasizing about this for years and Victor above all else had been the one she’d wanted – although she’d been too embarrassed to say it loud. 

But as she burrowed her sexy, voluptuous white body closer to his powerful black body, I knew that short of me throwing a temper tantrum or throwing a bucket of cold water over the pair of them nothing was going to stop them now.  And I wasn’t about to do either of these things. 

Yes, I was frightened – just like my wife.  But I was as horny as she was and after all our fantasies and bedroom games, I wanted to see this thing actually come true.

Victor was the one who finally broke off their kiss, pulling back and looking into her face with his customary serious expression.  Sending a message as he moved things to the next level, reaching out to gently put his hand on the front of her white Lycra top, finally after months of waiting touching her chest.

My wife’s face changed as he did this.  Outwardly a confident, twenty-nine-year-old air stewardess – a mature married woman.  But inwardly I could see in her expression she’d regressed back all the way to that nervous teenage girl she’d been, out on her first dates with high school boys.  Worrying about her father’s reaction, worried if she was going to go to Hell if she allowed a boy to go too far.  In this case, to go too far outside of the sacred bounds of marriage.

I’d not been there, but I was sure she’d had that same look on her face all those years ago as a girl in early nineties Ann Arbor.

Only this time the ‘boy’ in question wouldn’t stop at second or third base.  This ‘boy’ was a once married, once divorced dominant Nigerian male who wouldn’t stop until he’d stolen all four bases - and then some!

It was almost sweet to behold.  Not since the very earliest days of our dating had I seen this side of Sasha.  From the first time she’d allowed me to make love to her, I’d been joined in bed by a woman who was just as lusty and sexual as I was. 

But now as she felt the touch of Victor’s large black hands on her boobs, she glanced down at the floor, living through a last spasm of moral resistance as this strong bull’s hand moved between her tits in eager anticipation. One hand still touching her face, the other lifting and feeling the full weight and soft fluidity of her womanly 36Cs.  A pleasure made so much easier as her choice of top had meant she was without her bra.

Fuck, it looked erotic!  The neat, undiluted eroticism of the scene in front of me tearing my mind away from the sweet look of nostalgic nerves on Sasha’s face. 

Victor’s dark skin was offset perfectly against that of my beautiful white wife as now that Sasha was getting adjusted to his touch, he took things further.  His thick, strong fingers squeezing at flesh and rolling at both of her nipples through the material.  Chuckling to himself and saying something in his native tongue as he grinned at the way my wife’s nipples were now totally swollen.  Giving away her sexual submission and need for him more than any words ever could.

His chuckle and smile gave way to impatience as I saw his hand stroke along the front of his pants, rubbing at the stiffening bulge growing there.

He was changing, becoming dominant. My instincts telling me that until now – at the coffee shop, in all their exchanges, earlier tonight – he’d been wearing a mask.  A mask that was about to disappear as his own sexual needs combined with the role he was used to playing with women.  The role his male-centric, deeply traditional Nigerian upbringing had told him women needed and enjoyed.  The role which by his own admission he’d played before for other couples like us.

He wasn’t the only one changing before my eyes. 

Sasha’s eyes were now glazed over as she gasped as this man we’d only met once before suddenly slid his hand roughly up inside the front of her Lycra top.

“You like this?” he said, turning to me, his face contorted with victory as he thoroughly enjoyed his role. Squeezing and groping my sweet wife’s left and right boobs with extra vigor, vigor mined from the dominant bull role he was playing.

“Yes” I croaked dryly, unable to take my eyes away.

“Jason?”, Sasha swallowed, her body moving back across the sofa, away from Victor in one final spasm of resistance.  Even as her swollen nipples and the needy way she looked at Victor gave her away.  But still her upbringing made one final rallying attempt.  But Victor moved with her, sliding across the sofa as he looked across at me.

“Jason, you and Sasha, you want this?  This is what you been fantasizing about all this time?”

As if in a dream, I nodded my head.

“You want your beautiful wife to get fucked good?”

I nodded, breathless.  Telling the truth, but somehow feeling like I was letting down Sasha whose upbringing was still making one final attempt at resistance.

“You see, Sasha … this is what you want … this is what your man wants as well.”  He’d stopped talking to me and was now back alternating his attentions between stroking the side of Sasha’s face and rubbing at her boobs.  “Let nature take its course … give in, enjoy the night … let tomorrow take care of tomorrow …”

Shit, this guy was good!  The strangest thought going through my mind – that I was glad he’d cut his teeth with other couples.  It made him exactly what Sasha and I needed right now – an experienced bull to help us get over our last nervous obstacles.

He stopped playing with her boobs – which still gave away the true reality of my wife’s state of desire – and instead used his hand to help her to her feet.

“Let’s go somewhere more private,” he smiled, Sasha’s face still nervous but finally now showing no signs of resistance.  Kissing her softly before turning to me, he spoke firmly, “Give us a few minutes, Jason.  Then you can come in.”  The last words I heard as Victor winked at me and led my wife from the suite’s living room into the bedroom.

I’d seen it once before … the same ease, the same relaxation when the tension had left her body when they’d started kissing.  But the tension had returned when things had moved from kissing to something more sexual.  But seeing the newly calm, excited but nervous look on her face now I knew that things were finally settled in my wife’s mind. 

Her smooth, long white legs skimmed across the hotel’s parquet flooring as she gave me one final, enigmatic ‘Mona Lisa’ smile as she disappeared inside the bedroom with Victor. 

My last two thoughts being how fine her legs looked in those black heels and how glad I was that Victor was an experienced bull.  Knowing that if he was to have his fun he needed to make sure I also had my fun.  Leaving the door to the bedroom slightly ajar so I could give them their required privacy whilst still discreetly seeing what was happening.


Chapter 4

2007 August

Sasha was finally, definitely on board for what was about to happen.  Nervous yes – but also exuding a quiet, excited confidence from every pore of her body. Smiling lovingly at me as she departed, even the way Victor was feeling her firm, shapely ass as she made her way ahead of him didn’t seem to trouble her.  Her smile to me letting me know we were in this together even as she willingly took herself away from me, towards the bed where another man was about to fuck her.

Sasha was already in the bedroom as Victor followed through the doorway, turning to wink at me again as he rubbed his large black hand up and down the front of his jeans.  Making sure I couldn’t miss the way his big cock was noticeably straining through his pants.  His smile to me shouting out ‘yeah, I’m big … once she’s had this, ain’t no going back for your sweet woman … she ain’t gonna be sweet no more.’  Or maybe that was all just in my imagination, the man himself having better things to think about.

As he followed her into the hotel bedroom, I felt ashamed of myself as I waited barely a second or two before I padded my way silently across the floor so I could spy through the crack Victor had left.

Sasha turned to face Victor with her back now to the bed, both excitement and apprehension in her face as she struggled with the emotions and reality of what was about to happen.

She gave a deep breath and took a step back. I could almost feel the tension in the air as he roughly began unfastening his pants, a purposeful, manly smile on his face. “Gonna finally fuck you now, Sasha.  Give you what you been waiting for all these weeks,” he announced, stepping one stride forward and taking hold of her shoulders.

“Proper African fuck, Sasha,” his deep voice added as my nervous wife closed her eyes and clenched her hands.

I watched with bated breath as this powerfully built Nigerian man – six years our senior - pulled off my wife’s sexy top and miniskirt, hurling them to the far side of the room.  Even her panties were now gone, leaving just her cute little landing strip to cover her modesty.  His stripping of my wife leaving Sasha now completely naked bar her jewelry and shoes.

Victor grinned and looked at my sweet wife’s perfect breasts. Her round, pink nipples swelling even more under his renewed touch.

“Watch this!” he said turning her to face me and groping each of them in turn.

“You like that?” he asked her as her earlier confidence ebbed away, her shoulders stiffening, visibly shaken by the crude way he was treating her, too embarrassed to answer as he pawed and tweaked her breasts.

By day she was an air stewardess – beautiful and aloof.  Used to being in control, to being desired and admired by half her passengers, all of them too intimidated to do anything about it.  But Victor was dominating her, controlling her and treating her like an object whose only purpose was to give him sexual pleasure.  And despite her stiffened shoulders and glassy-eyed look of shock, her flushed chest and bullet-hard nipples gave away just how much she was thrilled being treated this way.

“You like that?” he asked, now grinning across at me for an answer.

“Yes,” my croaky, cracking voice somehow answered, my cock getting harder by the moment as I heard him chuckle.

“Good, you watch now, Jason.  Gonna fuck her good now … show her what she’s been missing all these years … show her how a real man, an African man fucks his woman … have her begging you to bring her back for more,” he grinned.

His tone, his attitude made me painfully aware how different this guy was from the archetypical American male.  The opposite of some white, preppy college boy.  All good behavior and playing nice to win her heart.  But nor was he some overhyped, over-the-top gangsta type – more about himself and what his bros might think.

Even though he’d been in our country nearly twenty years, he’d stayed a quintessential African male.  A man who saw women in a certain way, and who saw his own role as first and foremost to service his women.  To conquer and sexually fulfil them, leaving them thoroughly satisfied and begging for more.

Turning back towards my staring, shell-shocked wife, in one sudden motion Victor pulled off his pants. Quickly taking off his jacket, shirt and finally his underwear, Sasha unable to tear her eyes away as she watched his show, knowing full well what it all meant.  Knowing why this peacock of a man was putting on such a show.  All just part of her impending conquest.

Her arms were tight to her side – too lost in the moment and lusting after Victor’s large, masculine body to make any effort to cover up her softly rising and falling boobs – her eyes glued to him as Victor’s big dick bounced free.

He was certainly hung – throbbing and engorged, his thick, manly shaft mapped by a dense network of swollen veins - his cock looked much bigger than the images he’d sent us.  (In the coming weeks, Sasha measured him at a real eight inches long by six inches round.)

As she stared at his throbbing manhood – much, much bigger than my cock or any other she’d ever seen in the flesh – I saw a little smile on my wife’s face.  She was enjoying the effect she had on him – in her mind his size and hardness was a tribute to her beauty and his desire to possess her body.  A thought that sparked a strange, self-deprecating idea in my own head.  I’d always been handsome enough, but my beautiful air stewardess wife had always been several leagues above me.  What I was now seeing – the way he’d first looked at her and the way she was now lusting after him – was the pairing and mating of equals.  A thought that sent a shiver of fear and excitement through me.

That wasn’t my only emotion.  I also felt a wave of guilt as just like my wife I was unable to stop looking at that huge thing, swaying and throbbing in all its glory just inches away from my wife.  The shaft was particularly black – darker than the rest of Victor’s body - and looked both longer and straighter than I recalled from the photos he’d sent us. He was circumcised, the glans of his cockhead a lighter color than his shaft.  Bringing to mind a cross between a sheep’s eye and a small apple.

I knew I wasn’t gay, but shit I felt bad with my continued inability to stop staring at that thing.  That thing which would soon be giving my wife her first taste of a big cock.  A big, black cock.  A big, black, African cock.

His huge balls - hanging down between his legs – seemed a perfect match.  No doubt full of potent seed he’d been building up for weeks.  Thank goodness we’d made clear he needed to wear a condom and that Sasha was on the pill – balls like that cried out for a dose of double protection.  After all, he frequently referred to himself as ‘a bull’ – and we all know what bulls are put on earth to do.  Especially when they’re sniffing the air near to females as desirable and ready for breeding as my yet childless twenty-nine-year-old wife!

Seeing me through the door crack, Sasha looked across at me with a confused mix of nerves and desire. Her expression telling me she could sense the impatience building in Victor, his look of unstoppable lust to have her unnerved her. Bringing home to her the reality of the huge step we were about to take in our marriage.  Breaking our vows, intentionally adding another mate for her, sharing her with another man.  A man much physically bigger and more dominant than her husband, a man far better sexually equipped than her husband.

Whatever the reason, I’d never seen my wife so transfixed – she certainly never looked so glassy-eyed and focused with me.  Sex between the two of us was good.  Sometimes even great.  But by and large it was a thing full of love and fun.  This felt very different.  Far more primal and basic. 

She was lost in the moment, totally focused on Victor.  Me, I was in a far more thoughtful place … thinking through the enormity of what was about to happen.  The act of a man – a large, dominant man – laying claim to a woman, making her his own.  I knew it wouldn’t stop Sasha and my love, or our life together.  But it would almost certainly change it, and likely change it in irreversible ways.

That much was clear from the look on Victor’s face and the way the woman I loved continued to eye up his broad, expansive chest and that huge throbbing piece of meat that was menacingly wobbling and swaying in front of her.  A body, a cock that was so different to my own, both in size and color.  The way they were lusting after each other making clear they’d not stop after a ‘one and done’ evening of fun.

They were both still standing, both now naked and just inches apart.  Sasha smiling softly and letting out a quiet, satisfied breath as she enjoyed the way Victor's eyes slowly and appreciatively rolled all over her white figure.  Taking in the true glory of her pale, soft and feminine curves.

From the way she was smiling, from the way her nipples were swollen extra large and extra hard, I knew she’d give this large Nigerian engineer anything he wanted in the next few hours … all her earlier ups and downs of emotions finally gone, her need and lust for him now totally in control.

She’d give him anything except one thing - to fuck her without protection.  On that she’d been adamant, staring at that menacing piece of meat as Victor placed the condom he knew he had to wear on his cockhead.  With a practiced skill rolled it down over each thick inch of dark flesh.  An act that seemed to take forever, although he seemed in no hurry, enjoying the way Sasha was nervously and hungrily eyeing him.  Her nerves now different than before, I knew she was nervous about whether her body could take something that big and, if it could, whether it would be painful.

~~~~~    

The look on Victor’s face told me he knew my beautiful, air stewardess wife was his, that she’d mentally eliminated any last doubts and resolved to give herself fully to this powerful African man. 

He reached out to grasp her shoulders and softly pushed her back on to the bed. Only the slightest of stiffness in her legs as she allowed a man she was only meeting for the second time to nudge them open so he could get better access to her sex.

Lying back, rather than look to me through the cracked door, she looked up towards the bedroom ceiling as Victor got down on one knee. Surprising both of us as he pushed his mouth against her pussy as he decided to eat Sasha before he gave her his large African cock.

With a groan of surprise, Sasha folded her arms to cover her boobs – some kind of programmed but pointless gesture – as her new man went into full flow. His head moving and his tongue probing and licking deep. Several times my wife bucked, almost comical that her residual guilt caused her to try her best to subdue her gasps of pleasure.

This was unlike all the times I’d dreamed and fantasized about. It was both better and scarier. 

It was no longer just an idle, safe and exciting fantasy. 

It was real and the muscles in my chest ached at the thought of all the real implications that would likely flow from the next few hours as we vaporized every one of our marriage vows.  The strange thing being that despite my adrenaline-soaked veins making me sweat and shake, my overwhelming emotion was excitement at the thought of the unchained adventures we were just about to unleash.

Sweating and shaking, I knew Sasha was so far gone that it was safe to enter the hotel bedroom and sit in the chair right next to the bed.  The chair that was perfectly placed so I could have a front row view of my wife’s first ever blacking.  The first time she’d ever know the pleasures and stretched feelings of taking a really big cock into her body.

Our internet-discovered black bull was now finally ready to use my own wife to satisfy himself.  He was now ready to satisfy himself and her, to lay claim to her and show her what sex with a bigger cock and a bigger man was really like.  The dark blackness of his skin, the otherness of his African heritage and culture just adding even more excitement to what was already the most overwhelming experience we’d ever known. Both of us wondering how the reality would match up to the fantasy we’d played with all these months.

The large, Nigerian maintenance engineer leaned forward and planted his mouth over my wife’s beautiful, full breast. Sasha sighing contentedly as he sucked her nipple, rubbing the other roughly between his finger and thumb before groping and squeezing her tit flesh heavily with his hand.

Abruptly he stood and quickly parted her legs even wider.

“Gonna fuck you good,” he grinned down at my sexually needy wife, her face now full of desire and lust.  Pressing his arms in behind Sasha’s knees as he pushed her legs back all the way to her shoulders, opening her up, spreading her flower ready to receive the largest penis she’d ever taken.

He wasn’t going to hang around now.

The huge, circumcised head of his cock found my wife’s tight hole and with a strained push he forced her flower to yield and open, blooming as her flower took its first ever really big cock.

Sasha – Sasha, my beautiful, sexy, conservative air stewardess wife - grimaced on feeling the full size of Victor’s cock as he lodged himself in her vulva. Her full, succulent, squishy tits rolling upwards as he thrust forwards as he thrust his first fat inch into her.

To state the obvious - she wasn’t used to such a big cock. My wonderful wife wasn’t used to such a cock.  I was quite thin and only around five-and-a-half inches on a normal day – maybe a little more on a day like this when I was extra hard.  And her only two other boyfriends before me were about the same.  Which was why her face looked so strained and why she was quietly groaning with the effort as she felt the first inches of a cock much bigger than she’d ever known before enter her tight love channel. 

My mind focused on just how hot, how sexual the contrast was between the pink, receptive softness of her pussy and the dark, masculine power and hardness of Victor’s huge Agrican cock as it started sinking in and owning her.

I was as helpless as my wife.  Drawn like a fly into a web as I left my seat and squatted down, standing as close behind them as I dared to get a better view of my wife’s first time taking big black dick.  My bulging, disbelieving eyes and racing heart willing that long and thick cock further in. Feeling another wave of guilt as I realized I wouldn’t be happy till I saw it balls deep inside Sasha’s sweet pussy. To see all fat eight inches stretching Sasha wide and penetrating her womanhood much deeper than she’d ever felt before.  A thought which was as humiliating as it was exciting.

Grinning at me over his shoulder as he took in my quiet submission, Victor then turned back to Sasha and pushed her legs wider, further back all the way over her head.

They hung in the air either side of him, my wife’s shapely calves taut and stiff with her newly donned black high heels making the whole scene even more erotic.

“Yeah!” he sighed as he squeezed in, the ring of Sasha’s willing pussy spreading and accepting him again, giving her the next few inches of his girthy manhood.

“Yeah!” he was talking more to himself than us as he slowly began to fuck, giving her maybe half his length each time.

Sasha’s mouth hung open as that big black dick set about owning her married pussy.

We’d fantasized and role-played this moment a hundred times, but still nothing had prepared us for the intensity and raw emotional power of this moment – seeing another man own and fuck my woman.  A woman who owned my heart, who’d promised to be true – now totally wrapped up in another man, hardly even aware of my presence.  The whole moment, a realization as powerful and impactful for Sasha as it was for me.  Her being fucked and owned by a man who excited her as much as he intimidated me.

As I squatted and moved a little closer, my mind went from life-changing impacts to the smallest of little details, noticing just how prominent the patchwork of thick veins was on his cock.  A cock now glistening with my Sasha’s feminine juices.  Why didn’t my own cock have veins like that?  Look as fearsome and manly as that?  A thought that carried on slamming around my skull as I saw how much his size was making it a struggle for him to get his last few inches into Sasha’s already over-extended love canal.

Having fucked her a while, Victor’s desire to fully insert himself was now top of mind for him.  He paused to quickly squeeze and enjoy my wife’s beautiful breasts again, wiping some spittle from her swollen nipple.

As he slowly, powerfully thrust in and out with almost three quarters of his length now, I felt sweat dripping off my brow as I willed in the last three inches. Making me wonder what kind of man I was.  What kind of husband.  This wasn’t just for Sasha’s pleasure, there was something deeper going on here.  Something I’d have to come back to later. 

Victor was being rougher with her than I ever was. I saw the tears well in her eyes and the strain in her face as he stretched her. Victor was showing no mercy.  Just for a moment I thought about intervening, but I knew in my heart that Sasha wouldn’t thank me.  Besides which, my whole being was consumed by a desire to see him force himself all the way in and then give my sweet wife, Prof MacAlister’s previously innocent girl, a fucking she’d never forget.

“Oh … Oh,” Sasha gasped out, her fingers tightening as her hands suddenly grasped the bed. The gold and diamonds on her ring finger catching the light and making me swallow hard at the thought of what we were doing.  The contrast between those symbols of fidelity and shattering our vows causing a pain in my temples.

“Oh … Oh … too big … too big,” my wife groaned again. Something had to give. It certainly wouldn’t be Victor. His big, tattooed, engineer’s arms planted on the bed, either side of my wife’s beautiful face.  Positioned behind her legs, pinning them apart and making any resistance futile.

“Aahhh …” she sobbed as something gave in my wife’s pussy and the last couple of inches of Victor’s fat cock finally slid in.

“Yeah, man,” he chuckled at no one in particular, as finally now fully balls deep he started sawing in with faster, more purposeful strokes.

Slap .. slap .. slap … 

His balls met Sasha’s ass on each upward stroke. An erotic, primal sound if ever I heard one.

Just a week after our first meeting in the coffee shop, this big Nigerian man – Sasha’s favorite from the list - was using my wife deep in front of me.  All of his fat eight inches now finally balls deep and stroking in and out of Sasha’s tight pussy.  Stretching her wide and pounding her harder than she’d ever been fucked before.

Instinctively I knew there was no going back from here.  The way he was using her, the way she was loving it meant a new door had been opened wide and there was no going back from here.  A thought that was both exciting and scary.

Victor was fucking so deep and so fast that Sasha’s big breasts were smacking and rolling together under each thrust of the pounding she was now receiving.  

For whatever reason, a mental picture of my wife onboarding a flight in her red uniform suddenly poked into my consciousness.  Maybe it was the thought of what her colleagues and friends would say if they could see her now, see her like this.  Everything about what the three of us were doing here tonight in this downtown Detroit hotel room was just so damned wrong.  Which was what made it so amazingly erotic and exciting.

From the stress in her facial muscles … from the way her eyes were screwed ever tighter … from the way her ass and thighs were starting to vibrate, I knew Sasha was close.  That she was about to break.  And by the look of it, it was going to be a cum far larger, far more violent than any she’d ever enjoyed with me.

All of a sudden, her eyes burst wide open.  Wide and staring in a haunted, distant way as her jaw fell open and she yelped like she’d just been shot.

“Aahhhh … Aahhhh … fuck … yes … yes …”  She howled and sobbed, hips vibrating, limbs locked as if she’d been shot through with a thousand volts.

I’d never seen her cum like this. Not with me, and I’m sure neither of her other guys ever did this for her.  They’d not fucked her like Victor had.  Their skin, bodies and cocks hadn’t excited her like Victor’s had.

Her legs stayed stiff as my wife barked and croaked several times as Victor made one small, single concession.  Slowing his strokes, half-speed, but still stroking her deep.  Stroking her with deep, slow, powerful strokes.  Giving her all eight inches every time, every time her love lips gripping tightly like a pink elastic band gripping tight to the dark flesh of Victor’s thick African rod.

Sasha’s normally immaculate hair was now matted, and her body continued to jerk and orgasm, but the waves were slowly reducing in length and size until finally she seemed vaguely back to normal. Back to normal, but weakened by the strength of the climax she’d just experienced.

~~~~~    

Sasha looked around, her mind finally back in the Detroit hotel room … finally back with us.  But her weak glance and weak smile was directed at Victor not me – a fact that cut me in two, but which strangely excited me.  Her look was directed at the man who was still moving slowly in and out of her body, not the man she’d sworn vows to.

From my position directly behind the new lovers, I could see just how much Victor’s cock and Sasha’s thighs were soaked in her juices.  Not only had she cum like never before, but for the first time in her life I think a man had made her squirt.

Victor didn’t seem concerned by this – maybe all the women he bulled came like this. He just calmly continued fucking my wife right in front of me. Moving her into the middle of the bed and climbing higher up on my wife’s body.  Virtually climbing right on top of her so he could really slam down with even more force and reach even deeper – now that Sasha’s pussy had adjusted to his cock size.

His face was focused and determined, Sasha’s face looked pale from her exertions but had that relaxed, satisfied look of a woman who’d just cum, cum big. 

As this powerful Nigerian man – only in our circle for a week – carried on fucking her deep, she couldn’t help but make frequent and helpless little groans. 

After her huge climax, she seemed to now be permanently bubbling along on the edge of cumming.  Eyes tightly closed as if it was all just a dream.  Hardly able to believe the feelings Victor’s big cock and powerful fucking was giving her as he continued to take his pleasure.  As he continued to stretch and use her.

But then, he suddenly pulled out … laughing, rubbing his latex-covered cock and eyeing my wife’s battered, gaping pussy with satisfaction.

For a moment I panicked, thinking he was about to pull off the condom.  To tell my smitten, helpless wife that if he wanted his long, fat cock back inside her, she’d have to take him bare.

But thankfully he had other games in mind, content just to grin at my wife and enjoy the transformation he’d wrought in her.  The skin above her tits now flushed flamingo red with lust, her chest rising and falling rapidly from the way he’d made her cum and from her need to have him back inside her.

Victor grinned down at her, knowing he had my beautiful air stewardess wife exactly where he wanted, able to do whatever he wanted with the most beautiful brunette he’d ever conquered.  But thankfully he respected the agreement we’d made and with his fist around his girthy shaft, our new black friend squeezed back against her body, Sasha wincing but happy as she felt him sliding back in. His grin just getting wider as his hips drove up and up. Pushing her flower open, stretching her tight canal as he filled her all over again.

“Yeah,” Victor grinned as he repositioned his big arms behind my wife’s knees.  “You like that baby … that what you wanted?  My big African dick back inside you?”

Sasha was silent, her legs forced wide again, hanging in the air.

“Answer me, plane girl!”  There was an edge of anger in his voice.  “Or I’ll pull out and go home …  Is that what you wanted, my big African dick back inside you …”

“Ahuh.”

This time Sasha replied quickly, frightened by his threat to abandon her pussy when she obviously needed more of Victor and his cock.

“Good girl,” he grinned as he turned to look at me.

“Your wife’s a good fuck, Jason … and you know after tonight she gonna want more of Victor and my big old dick?  You know that, right?” he chuckled.  Enjoying his game, but also I suspect speaking the truth.  No words needed, my face must have answered his question as he turned his attention away from me and back to Sasha.

He started thrusting hard, driving her down into the mattress. 

“You like that, plane girl?  That what you wanted?”

Sasha didn’t answer, she was too busy. Her teeth gritted, her hand clasping the bed sheet all over again. Her throat filled with loud moans and groans again, her body bouncing up and down off the bedsprings as Victor laid in. Pounding into her for barely one minute before she emitted another round of long, sobbing cries as she came again.

Watching Sasha in the throes of a second major cum, I was sucked into one of those moments of deep thoughtfulness.  Realizing how significant tonight’s events were in the path of our young marriage.  A thought which filled me with a sudden need to reach out to Sasha and reconnect.

“You like all this, honey?” I asked, moving to kneel by her head, stroking her matted hair away.  “You enjoying Victor’s big black cock?  Is it like you imagined, hun?”

Prof. and Mrs. MacAlister’s formerly sweet girl, the woman who wore my rings opened her loving, watery eyes and turned towards me –surprised by my sudden closeness, breaking back into their world of two.

Her look was loving.  Reassuring.  Her fingers released the sheet and squeezed my hand.

“Uhhnn,” she smiled.  “You, honey … are you okay?  Are you enjoying watching?”  Her anxious look making my heart bubble with joy.  Even in the middle of an earth-shattering, life-changing sexual experience her face was full of love and concern.

“More than okay … I’m loving it as much as my sexy wife is,” I beamed as I leaned in and kissed her softly.  Whispering quietly for her ears only, “so glad we did this, sweetheart.”

She didn’t speak.  She didn’t need to, her smile said it all as she lifted her head to kiss me back.  Giving me one last little smile, before a nod of the head gently shooed me away as she turned back to look at Victor.  She wanted back into their little world of two, focusing on the man whose cock was still deep in her pussy.  The man who’d already given her two intense orgasms - her Nigerian bull who showed not the slightest sign he was close to cumming.

With her attention now fully back on him, he made sure to cement the right priorities, how things had been before.  His hips starting to move slowly as once again my wife started moaning from the way his hardness was teasing and testing her depths.

“Tell hubby,” he gasped, giving her an extra stroke. “Tell him what you like now … what you need … tell him you like black cock now …”

“Uhh,” she moaned, trying for a half answer.

“No, tell him properly … tell him what you need!”  His hand reaching down to turn her face to look straight at me.

“Black cock, baby … that’s what I need … that’s what I need after tonight … is that okay with you, honey?” Sasha gasped. as his balls continued to slap furiously between her helpless legs.


Chapter 5

“Do you regret any of it?”  Despite her loving smile, I could hear the nervousness in her voice as she asked.  Her fingers distracting me as they coiled around and toyed with my spent cock.

Turning to look into her eyes – suspending my post-climax chill – I could see the need in her eyes, just as I’d heard it in her voice.

“Not for a minute, honey … it was amazing … brilliant … everything I’d imagined and more … I loved watching you cum like that … giving yourself to Victor … letting go, enjoying yourself … escaping from all that crazy shit your mom and dad put in your head when you were growing up …”

The look in her face, in her eyes nearly made me cry.  I’d spoken from the heart and the way she was looking at me told me I’d slain every doubt and been the rock she needed right now.  She’d managed to let go while we were swept away with the excitement, but now her upbringing was trying to fight back.

But singlehandedly I’d slain those demons.  Or at least stunned them until the next time, allowing the woman I loved to nuzzle in closer.

It was Saturday morning and we were enjoying a lie-in.  Making use of the hotel room before our noon-time checkout.

Victor had finally left at around two in the morning.  By then he’d fucked Sasha four times.  Four potent loads of African seed shot into four little latex hats.  How many times she’d cum … don’t ask me … I’d honestly lost count.  She’d enjoyed every single minute … every different position … but in the end fatigue had caught up with my beautiful, sexy wife.  She wasn’t used to sex like this so towards the end she was still enjoying the fucking Victor was giving her, but her body was too wiped-out to do anything more than give off the smallest of climaxes.

Taking the hint, Victor had left a few minutes after his fourth cum, leaving my exhausted wife and I to crawl into bed and sleep the sleep of the wicked.  Only waking about thirty minutes ago.  When Sasha’s need for reassurance had coaxed me into a round of reclaiming sex.  Not that I was complaining!

“What about you?  Any regrets?  You looked like you were loving every minute of it … once you’d banished your stage fright … given in to your lust for Victor … your lust for his big black cock …”

This made Sasha giggle.  The blushing pink of her cheeks an odd accompaniment to such a crude, carnal conversation … even couched in the language of humor!  What would Professor and Mrs. MacAlister have thought if they could have heard their precious younger daughter talking like this!  If they could have seen her lying on her back with a man not her husband pounding away between her thighs.  And not just any man … a man of a different racial group.  Her folks weren’t racist … but even so, they’d have been scandalized!

“I loved it … loved all of it.”  Her forthright honesty making me feel all warm inside.  This was my sweet Sasha back.  The same woman who’d entered this sexual journey with me, returned to me no worse for wear.  Despite how Victor had used her, making her feel and experience things I could never give her.

~~~~~    

It was just a short hop from that Saturday morning conversation to us both agreeing that we wanted another meeting with Victor.

We left the conversation there.  Just at a second hook-up, but we were both aware that, in his own words, ‘he’d bulled’ for several white couples before.  By agreeing a second meeting, we were taking one step at a time, but we both knew where this thing was likely to lead.

That second meeting with Victor magically transformed itself into a third then a fourth.  You get the picture.  Before we knew it Victor had become a fixture in our lives.  With visiting rights to my wife’s pussy two or three times a week. 

He was just less than an hour away from us.  So it was only the practicalities of him having to find baby sitters for his two children and the vagaries of Sasha’s airline shift pattern and flight destinations that acted as a brake on the frequency with which we could get together.

For all three of us, the whole thing was still in that uber new and exciting phase.  Sasha loved his big cock and the passion of his aggressive, dominant love making, as well as the whole taboo of being with a man other than her husband – and a black man at that!  The ultimate taboo for so much of our nation’s history. 

And Victor loved having a new woman to play with, loved the way Sasha gave herself to him.  Loved the excitement and desire he saw in her face every time they got together.

And me?  I didn’t kid myself that I was central to what was going on between Sasha and Victor.  Sure, she loved that I was there – it made her comfortable and gave her the stamp of approval that we were doing this thing together.  And Victor enjoyed playing his mind games with me.

But even if I just a bit player, it didn’t really matter to me.  I loved watching them together.  It was so hot.  So erotic.  It made my cock harder than it had been since I’d been a horny teenager.  And I loved seeing the amazing pleasure Sasha received from her well-hung Nigerian lover.  And even the bossy, domineering mind games he played seemed to add something to the excitement.

When each night was done, when Victor had left and Sasha had recovered from their torrid sex session, it was just me and her back together.  Me and her cuddling and kissing.  Playing back everything that had happened.  Feeling even closer by the melting pot of each new get-together.

Sure, we had our moments of introspection and doubt.  The step we’d taken was too significant not to have such moments of doubt.

Most of the time, my beautiful stewardess wife floated around on a cloud of happiness, a cloud of spiritual and sexual contentment.  But she had other moments where she was worried that friends or neighbors might find out.

For me, my concerns were different.  In my quieter moments I told myself ‘yes this is great’, but worried about deeper questions.

I’d reflect and worry about the difference between the woman who’d made those final gesture of resistance on the hotel sofa and the woman I saw now constantly floating on that cloud of sexual contentment – a woman now continually looking forward to her next hook-up with Victor.

This in itself wasn’t a bad thing, but it did make me worry that if she’d changed so much in such a short space of time, where might her end point be?  Would there still be room for me in her life and her heart when she reached that destination?

And of course, I’d have been less than human if I wasn’t jealous each time I saw just how excited she was before all of Victor’s frequent visits.  Although I knew my jealousy was intrinsically linked to the massive excitement I felt every time I saw them, or even thought about them together.

These doubts, this jealousy was all just part of a bigger question – what now?  In these quieter, more introspective moments I thought how surreal this whole set up was.  Exciting, erotic, exhilarating – but also surreal.  This woman I’d fought so hard to woo, to put a ring on her finger, to make my wife and make her unavailable to other males … well that was all now just so much history!

With my own connivance and encouragement, she’d now had another man inside her pussy … inside her cunt … she’d kissed him, let him fuck her.  She’d let him climax inside her – thankfully into a little latex hat that always caught his tadpoles. 

Nonetheless she’d let another man climax inside her.  I’d let another man climax inside her, standing there and doing nothing.  Actually standing there and beating my meat while he took my wife from me in the physical sense of the word.  Fucking her better than I ever had or ever could.  Making her sob and squeal and writhe in ecstasy like I never had.

Despite my sometimes-quiet worrying, all of this had just made me happy.  Continued to make me happy.  Nearly as happy as it made my wife who’d been the recipient of this aggressive and energetic African love making from a man with a much bigger body and a bigger penis than me.

~~~~~    

With his difficulties with childcare, even though all through August and September he was getting together with Sasha two or three times a week, his babysitter challenges meant he couldn’t stay over.  Meaning he’d always give Sasha a final kiss and then depart, leaving me lying in a hotel bed next to my exhausted but very satisfied wife.

As she rested, I’d find myself quietly staring at my naked wife.  Staring and thinking.

There were no huge, overt flashing signs above her head saying, ‘Sasha’s been with another man.’  There were no stained or sprayed deposits of semen like you seen in porn.  Sasha’s continued insistence on using condoms had seen to that.

Given the power and length of the fuckings Victor gave her, it was remarkable he didn’t leave more signs.  But unlike some guys you hear about, he wasn’t a ‘biter’ or a ‘spanker’, someone who wanted to leave markings to show his territory.

No, each time we met up with Victor he seemed focused on the act of fucking my beautiful air stewardess wife.  (Side note:  Like I said earlier, he really did get off on the fact he was fucking an air stewardess.  This seemed a particular thing for him.  Maybe some long held fantasy, like some guys dream of nurses or teachers or girls in pop socks.)  He was focused on fucking her and fucking her so good that three of us all knew bit-by-bit he was taking ownership of her pussy.  Fucking in ways I never had and never could.

So looking at Sasha’s post-coital, naked body, in the low lighting of various Detroit hotel bedrooms - the signs of their sex were more subtle, more difficult to discern. 

Slight red markings on Sasha’s boobs and tummy.  Her mussed-up hair and ruined make-up, so perfect at the start of the evening when Victor first arrived.  The single biggest giveaway only visible when, still lying naked atop the sheets, Sasha moved in her sleep.  Her legs falling slightly apart, allowing me to clearly see how her well-trimmed pussy looked battered and very different to how it had looked at the start of each evening.  Then her love lips had been tight and delicate and snug.  Tight together, like the closed lips of a Venus flytrap – all very ladylike and proper.  Proper and appropriate for a good Presbyterian girl, the daughter of Prof. and Mrs. MacAlister.

Not now.  Not after each new evening of being blacked by Victor and his fat eight inches of black meat.  Now it looked very different.  I knew that in a few hours or days her lovely little flower would return to normal. 

But in the immediate aftermath of each coupling with her black lover, my wife’s little flower was a Venus flytrap that now gaping open.  Gaping open and looking very pleased with itself.  The opposite of snapped shut, it was a flytrap that had had a damned good meal.  That had gorged itself on a very large African cock for many hours of feasting. 

An African cock that was both much longer and fatter than any she’d ever taken before.  A cock that was twice my width and a couple of inches longer and that had now left her lovely little flower gaping and open.  Reddened, engorged and distended – the price to be paid for the countless times she’d cum from the three sound fuckings my wife’s thirty-five-year-old lover had given her.

~~~~~    

As we reached the end of September, we were a couple who – despite occasional fears and doubts – were loving the new game we’d been brave enough to play. 

We were loving it and wondering what the next step forward should be.  A question which was answered by my wonderful, sexy wife who was growing in confidence and comfort with every extra week we had Victor involved in our marriage.

A question she answered in the form of a surprise.  A surprise I got of a Friday night at the start of October.


Chapter 6

2007 October

“There you are … I was worried you’d be so late I’d have to change our plans,” she gently chided me as I walked through the door at the end of a long week.

“Our plans?”  I could have pushed back about her attitude – I’d had that sort of day – but didn’t want to start the weekend with a sulky wife, so instead I focused on something that was news to me.

“Yes, our plans,” she smiled, like a mother addressing a particularly obtuse child.  “They’re a surprise … I’m meeting a friend … shouldn’t be home too late … hope you don’t mind.”

The way she’d elongated the word ‘friend’ and the way she was smirking leaving me in no doubt as to who the friend was.  Sometimes she might spend Friday night out with her best friend Lisa – another stewardess – but tonight she had different things on her mind.

“Oh … okay,” I replied nervously, unable to hide the surprise in my voice.  “Where will you be … in case I need to reach you … you know, if there’s an emergency …”

“An emergency?”  Her raised eyebrows and slightly mocking smile making it clear she knew exactly why I was asking. 

“If there’s an ‘emergency’, you know how to find me,” she smiled, patting the pocket in her ‘girl-on-the-town’ handbag where her cell phone always nestled.  Her gesture letting me know she’d have the find-my-phone feature turned on, a feature we often had to use given Sasha’s propensity for mislaying her iPhone.

What she was also telling me was that she also knew damned well that wherever she ended up tonight, I’d almost certainly use that same find-my-phone feature to lurk in the shadows, enjoying the vicarious thrill of watching my wife as she played with her new man.

“What do you think, honey?” she asked, shoulders back, pulling herself up to her full height as she gave up any efforts at teasing and presented herself for my inspection.  “Do you think Victor will like my outfit?”

How could he not?  He was a red-blooded male and my sexy wife’s outfit would give even a man in a coma a hard-on.

Sasha was dressed in a tight fitting, very short red dress I’d never seen before, showing her figure off to perfection. Tight around her thin waist, tight around her fulsome chest and shapely ass.  Sasha looked like a walking wet dream.  Matching pale red silk stockings covered her long legs down to matching four-inch red heels, again were new to me. Her hair was full and cascaded around her face in long, sexy waves.  It looked like she’d been to the hair and beauty salon to prepare for her evening out with her ‘friend’, something she’d not found the time for preparing for any of our recent dates.  A gap that made me jealous, a jealousy that just transferred into an even harder cock.

“You look amazing, babe … absolutely amazing … stunning,” I coughed, swallowing my jealousy, my throat parched dry and sticking from the surprise she’d sprung on me.

Beaming at my compliment, she couldn’t resist one extra tweak.

"Thanks, darling … it's amazing what a girl can do when she pulls out all the stops … you know … when it’s for a special date … for a special man.”

Ouch!

That hurt, but my cock had never been harder.  No chance to reply or think before she hit me with her next sucker punch, pushing a small piece of paper across the table towards me.

“I made two bookings … a table for two … and a table for one …”

Oh fuck, now she really had my heart pounding.  My whole body aching with anxiety and excitement.  Who was this woman?  Who’d stolen my sweet wife?  What had happened to the sweet, sexually shy daughter of Professor and Mrs. MacAlister? 

There had always been a tension between this conservatively raised girl and the calm, confident woman who calmed and controlled anxious or angry airline passengers every day of the week.

But it was clear to me that the games we’d been playing these last two months were bit-by-bit dismantling what was left of the former woman – a task I’d been working on through the six years we’d been together – allowing a new, more confident and adventurous version of Sasha to blossom.  If not Sasha 0.1 to Sasha 2.0 all in one go, then Victor had certainly accelerated things ... Sasha 0.1 to Sasha 0.3 in six years, then all the way to 2.0 in just two months!

“Don’t be late,” she said, turning on her heel and giving me the most wicked of smiled.  “Oh, and baby, try not to stare and gawp too much …”

Where was my old Sasha?  Who’d taken her?

Scratch that.

I really didn’t care.  I loved the new Sasha.  It was everything I could want in a wife and best friend.  Everything and more.

~~~~~    

“Come this way, sir,” the elegantly, dark-suited maître d' politely commanded as he led me through the other diners to a dark and low-populated part of the large restaurant.

Victor or Sasha – I don’t know who had made the choice, maybe Victor as we were in Detroit, well away from prying eyes – had chosen a large Italian restaurant.  It looked and felt upmarket, but even on a Friday night the maître d' managed to find a quiet table for me.  A table set for one which was discreetly located behind two large plants with only one other table of guests nearby.  My pulse soaring and my adrenaline spiking when I confirmed who it was that was sat just six or seven feet away on the other side of the plants.

Even though I’d expected it, the whole game Sasha was playing with me was overpowering in its effects.

After two months of meeting in the privacy of various anonymous hotel rooms – always a new hotel, Sasha insisted on minimizing the risk of gossip – tonight she was finally ready to take the huge step of going on a first public date with the man who’d now been fucking her several times a week for the last couple of months.  My sexy, sweet wife was blossoming and transforming in front of my very eyes!  Making me wonder with a mix of excitement and fear what the glass ceiling might be for Sasha 2.0!

And not only had she decided to take this huge step forward, but she was enough of a minx to have found a way to give her and her Nigerian bull the privacy they wanted – whilst at the same time including her love-struck, kinky husband in their special evening.  Shit, I loved this woman!

“Sir?  A drink?”  He looked slightly put out, I think it was the second or third time he’d had to ask … I was so caught up in the moment, so lost to anything except what was happening at the little table just feet in front of me.  A little table where my wife and Victor were sat next to each other in adjacent seats.

For the next ninety minutes I sat absently picking at my food while I watched this beautiful couple – this beautiful interracial couple - enjoy their evening.

They laughed and ate, sitting side by side, as close as a couple can get short of actually being sat on each other’s laps. 

As they ate and drank, at first there was nothing especially untoward.  They talked and flirted just like any other normal couple out on a first date would. 

The words ‘date’ and ‘couple’ echoing around my brain, giving me a lump in my throat and an even larger lump in my pants!  The way they were laughing and joking – all smiles and new relationship excitement, all flicks of the hair and prolonged, meaningful eye contact – had my my whole body aching with angst and arousal.  The way they interacted, the way they reached out to make contact with those little touches that lover’s share to show concern and intimacy … all of it had me nearly climbing out of my chair.  It was as much as I could do to stay where I was, to try and pretend some kind of normalcy and not get myself thrown out of the restaurant for acting so strangely, for staring at my fellow diners.

But then as the meal progressed, I saw Victor's hand disappear under the table.  His strong black hands no longer delicately stroking Sasha's neck or arms, but resting on her silk-covered thigh.

Who was this woman?  Where had my conservatively raised wife gone?  Who’d gobbled up and repurposed the MacAlister’s daughter, now happier acting more like a Pro than a Presbyterian.

Peering through the plants, I saw she made no protest as Victor’s fingers reached her knee. And she made only token objections as his fingers patiently but persistently rose up her leg even higher until finally they reached the hem of her dress.

As his fingers slipped underneath, Sasha placed her hand on his as if to stop his advances. He paused but his hand remained high on her thigh, and she made no attempt to move it away, seemingly content to keep it where it was – stopping his progress, but enjoying it too much for reverse gear.

Their conversation stopped. My wife's eyes close for a few seconds and she seemed to breathe out heavily. Below the table it was hard to tell what was going on but I could see the muscles on Victor's forearm and wrist moving rhythmically.

‘He's fingering her ... fuck, he’s fingering her … and she’s letting him … here in public, in the middle of a Detroit restaurant!’ The thought sent another jolt of electricity surging through my panicky but excited brain.  My wife so enamored with the man, so hungry for his touch that she was prepared to let this new man in her life explore her sex in public – a luxury never afforded to her lawfully-married husband!  (A luxury she’d never even dreamed of offering to her husband!)  

Never mind the risk to her career from a public lewdness charge.  (Instant dismissal, an eight-year career terminated at the drop of a hat.)  Never mind everything she’d always believed about the sanctity of marriage.  After two months of being bedded by this man several times a week, she was utterly powerless to resist.  Totally in thrall to him, even now her mind not thinking about risk, but probably fast-forwarding to what she wanted him to do to her when he got her home.

Fuck this was screwed up!  But it was so damned exciting.  I’d fantasized about it so much the last few years and now we were living the dream.  My beautiful, sweet wife even happier than I was to let this new man have his way with her.  A new, dominant man in our lives.  Relegating me into third place, reshaping our marriage as I looked on. 

Making me think how exciting it all was, making me think how relieved I was this was all just a game.  How glad I was that Victor had his life here in Detroit with his kids and job, that Sasha and I had our lives and love a safe distance away in Jacskon, forty minutes away from Sasha’s childhood home in Ann Arbor. We had the best of both worlds.  The intoxicating excitement of this new life.  The warmth and comfort of the love and care we shared for each other, that we’d shared ever since that day we’d first met at her father’s Christmas party six years ago.

~~~~~    

I was snapped out of my musings by the sound of a soft moan from Sasha’s lips.  Sasha's head was leaning slightly backward, and her knees were parted in illicit pleasure. I liked it a lot and was annoyed when the tension was suddenly broken as a waiter arrived with their coffee and the check. Victor's hand returned reluctantly to the table and Sasha, trying to recover her composure, pretending that nothing had happened.

Waiter now departed, they looked into each other's eyes.

"Thank you for a wonderful evening ..." Sasha was saying. "I haven't had so much fun in a long time.”  Ouch!  Maybe I’d taken my beautiful wife for granted.  After five years of marriage, too focused on work and now these bedroom games to give her the proper romance and attention a beautiful, sensuous woman like Sasha was due.

She got to fly all over the world, see stunning places, fend off the advances of hopeful customers … and now it had been left to Victor not me to show her what she was really due … a painful, bittersweet thought to consider as I mooned from behind my curtain of plants.

“You deserve it … I’ve really loved these last few weeks … getting to know you … getting to teach you more about sex …”

Even in the low lighting, I could sense Sasha blush at this comment, although she didn’t deny it, reaching out to touch Victor’s cheek.

“Me too,” her voice winsome and thoughtful.  “Thanks so much for tonight.”

So it had been his idea!  A thought that twisted a sharp blade within my stomach.  Things moving forward another notch.  My cock hardening even as my stomach churned.  The sex they already shared several times a week moving forward into something with more emotional substance.

“Don’t mention it,” he smiled.  “Like I said you deserved it … our two-month anniversary …”

“Our two-month anniversary!” she giggled back, rolling the words around in her mouth, enjoying their sound, their meaning.

Silence suddenly descending, their eyes now locked on each other.  Sasha being the first to speak, her eyes no longer giggling, but serious with intent.

“Shall we?” he gestured towards the door.  “As a thank you for this meal … for everything … I have a ‘special’ gift for you at home …”

“I can’t wait …”

The two of them floating past me before I realized what was happening.  No recognition, no eye contact, but somehow Sasha managing to place a small note on my table as they left.

‘Thanks baby … love you … go with the flow, don’t worry … just give us our space and enjoy!  S xxx’

If ever a note that had been intended to reassure had caused the opposite effect, it was that note! 

The address she’d printed just below setting those blades in my gut twisting all over again.  Another first for tonight – I had to assume the Detroit address was Victor’s place.  Another first, another step forward in the game we were playing, the game Sasha and Victor had planned.


Chapter 7

2007 October

Checking I was at the right address, I was plenty surprised by the size and neatness of Victor’s family home – a one story home with a reasonable amount of yard space and grass for his kids to play in.  His wife obviously hadn’t cleaned him out totally when they’d divorced.  He’d not said much about her or their split, but by the look of it she’d acted sensibly so their children could stay in their home, not have to deal with another upheaval.

Entering through a door left slightly ajar, I felt my pulse racing … totally on edge, consumed by thoughts of what I was going to find, what might happen next.

Treading as silently as I could down the barely lit corridor, I felt weird as I looked at a wall filled with photos of children and family life.  What we were doing with ‘dad’ felt so out of whack with the family life shown in these images, just for an instant I felt guilty.  What we were doing with ‘dad Victor’ was so depraved, so unwholesome … so undesigned to build up marriage and family. 

Yes, Sasha and I weren’t quite yet at that stage of munchkins and family.  Not quite thirty, being just ‘Auntie’ was fine for Sasha for now.  But still, the contrast between the wholesomeness shown in those photo frames and what I’d seen in the restaurant and what I’d likely soon see made me think.

Thankfully I was distracted from my guilt by a sound of shuffling that came from a door a couple of feet ahead.  A door left strategically ajar, the light-emitting crack showing me this was where the lovers were located, getting ready for their next course. 

Not knowing what I’d find, I steadied myself and took a deep breath, then put my eye to the crack.

They were stood up, stood by a small brown leather sofa, straight in my field of view, their mouths pressed firmly together.  Like they’d wanted to at the restaurant, now the lack of Victor’s kids and private venue allowed them to do what they’d wanted to do all evening.

Sasha's body seemed tense, as if she had something on her mind, as if despite everything from earlier there was still some part of her resisting. 

If her Nigerian lover noticed this, his reaction was to just kiss her harder.  Victor’s mouth remaining firmly on hers as he wrapped her tighter in his arms.  His message to her clear - she was his tonight, their first tonight together in either of our homes. 

He was ‘happy’ for me to watch, but she was his tonight.  Tonight, as he’d said back in the restaurant, the anniversary and marking of their two months together as lovers.  Two months of him giving her his large black cock, two months of a changing life for her, two months of me watching before reclaiming and loving my woman.

The strong kiss, the tight embrace seemed to banish whatever internal conflict Sasha was struggling with – the hesitation and tension leaving her body as she melted into her powerful Nigerian lover’s embrace.  Her arms rising around his strong, muscular neck, her mouth opening wide for his tongue.

"Wow! Victor... I haven't been kissed like that in a long time, I..." her words cutting me again.  Just like earlier when she’d told him how she’d not had so much fun in a long time.  Was I taking my beautiful wife for granted?  Had I become so careless, even after only five years of marriage?

A more frightening thought sizzled away in my brain.  These painful comments actually excited me.  Played to the masochistic elements in this new lifestyle we’d discovered.  Sure, there was the purely erotic element of watching a beautiful woman and a powerful man making love.  But deeper than that was the aching pleasure of watching my woman with another man, listening as she told him how great it all was.

“Vic …” she started, before his mouth cut off her words again. This time I could hear the soft wet sounds of two mouths deeply and passionately pushed together, heavy breathing and the sound of clothing being ruffled.

Their kiss, their embrace was long and lasting, Victor patient as he made sure he built my wife up to the peak of desire. Sasha's arms hanging helpless from Victor's powerful shoulders while his hands explored her body through her tight red dress.  Even after their frequent earlier couplings, he was still hungry for the newness of my wife’s beautiful body.  Exploring ‘plane girl’s’ shapely and ripe body, from the nape of her neck down to her red-covered buttocks, kneading them with his large black fingers. Pulling her hard into his chest, savoring her desire for him as my wife’s hips writhed against him. Consciously rubbing herself on his thigh, giving the clearest of biological signals that she was ready to get fucked by the large black cock again.

~~~~~    

After their bout of prolonged kissing, Victor picked her up and carried her past me and down the corridor into his bedroom.  My wife giggling as she clung around his neck.  The carefree way she giggled at odds with the tension I’d sensed in her just moments ago.  Strengthening my suspicions that she’d put to bed some inner conflict, some unresolved decision which she’d finally managed to decide.

As her powerful Nigerian lover carried her by, she must have seen me out of the corner of her eye, missing me a physical impossibility. But she paid me no attention as I’d sunk back into the shadows, she was too preoccupied with the new man who’d entered her life just two months ago. The only nod to my presence being the way Victor made sure to leave his bedroom door open enough for me to see the next stage of what the two of them had planned for their two-month anniversary.

Shameless and unable to resist, I only waited a few seconds before I moved to look through the gap, it’s position half-way down the wall giving me a good view over all the room.  Allowing me to see that even in the few seconds I’d missed Sasha had already gotten naked and on her knees.  Naked that is except for her red high heels, lacy red panties and matching suspenders and stockings. 

Shit, she looked hot!  And hot for another man.  A thought that stabbed me stiletto-like through the heart, sending a delicious pang of hurt angling through my chest.  Fuck, why had I chosen to start this game?  A game Sasha’s growing enthusiasm told me we’d struggle to ever stop.  Not that I wanted to stop it … it was just too deliciously sexy and erotic.

“Kiss it!” he commanded.

They were in his bedroom, on the floor at the foot of his bed.  Sasha down in front of him on her knees, his crotch at eye level. She glanced up at him, and then crawled forward and took his big pink cockhead into her mouth. Victor firmly cupping her chin with one hand, with the other he gripped his shaft to better feed it to Sasha’s hungry mouth.

“Mmmm, mmmm, mmmm,” she sighed as she rocked her mouth and throat back and forth on his long, fat cock.

He grinned. “You really changed quite a lot these last two months, ain’t you, ‘fly girl’ … looks like you really like cock now!”

She let him slip from her mouth, smiling mischievously. “Who wouldn’t like this cock?” She licked his shaft, smiling at him as she did it, making a mental and emotional bond.  Before she swallowed him again.

“You like ‘em big now, don’t ya, Fly girl?”  His pet name bringing a picture to my mind of my beautiful wife in her red uniform blowing Victor’s big cock in front of an applauding plane full of passengers.  What man hasn’t lusted after the sexy, friendly but unobtainable stewardesses?  I knew Victor was no different – I’m sure that was why so often he used that pet name for my sexy wife.

“You like ‘em big now, don’t ya, Fly girl?” he repeated as she’d still not answered.  Too busy still slurping on his prick. “Mmmm, mmmm, mmmm.”

Her Nigerian lover’s big cock was getting harder, now jutting out without support from my wife’s eager fist as she swallowed him deeper. Taking the equivalent of nearly my entire member in her mouth, though it was barely half of his.

Struggling to recover her breath but still a picture of smiling contentment, she finally unlatched herself. “I’ve never had a big one before.”

Ouch!  We all knew it was true – but even now after all these weeks of watching them, hearing it said out loud still stung and hurt.  But also made my erection strain even harder in my pants, a feeling I loved even if it did trouble me.

“And a big one’s much better than a little one, right?  Much better than your husband’s one?”

“Ahhm,” she half-answered before her lust forced her to take him deep again as I told myself her answer could have been more embarrassing as she bobbed her neck to fuck his thick shaft with her mouth. In and out, deeper and deeper, making gagging, gurgling sounds as she took him into her throat. She again pulled away.

“Jason was the first to bring it up … but I’m so glad he did … I know he loves watching me with you … but I think I’ve got the better end of the deal … which is why I’ve got a special gift for you tonight …”

The second time she’d mentioned this ‘special gift’, now she had me hooked.  Half-terrified, half insane with excitement to know what my newly liberated wife was talking about.  A big part of me still unable to believe she’d changed so much in two months – but the evidence before my eyes was undeniable.

“Damn, girl, you’re good at that,” he chortled, staring down at my wife’s beautiful face as her eyes twinkled and she somehow managed to take him deeper still. Like two-thirds of the damn thing.

“Mrrph, mrrph, mrrph,” she croaked around his meat, smiling proudly up at him.

Maybe this was the special gift.  Maybe she was talking about nothing more significant than the extreme efforts she was making to take Victor’s big African cock down her throat.  She was certainly taking more than I’d ever seen before.  But my instincts told me she was talking about something far more significant.

Normally his face was hard and a little arrogant.  Nothing mean, it was just the macho way he was, the way men were expected to be in his culture.

But right now, there was a softer look on his face as he caressed Sasha’s cheek. His cock glistening with her spit, she’d needed so much of it to deep throat him this far that it was actually dribbling down her face into the crack of her cleavage.  Making her already delectable boobs even more desirable, even more sexual.

He was loving this amazing blowjob – the best Sasha had managed in their budding affair.  But as he ran his hand down her back and slipped it around the front to play with her boobs, I knew things were moving on.

Because of body angles, I couldn’t see it – but I knew his fingers had found their target, had found her nipples from the way my wife reacted.  Sasha jerked her head away from his cock and let out a long, sultry moan.

“Fuck, you’re horny,” he chuckled.

“Horny for you, horny for your cock, Victor,” her sultry voice gasped as her hips began to thrust up and down as a signal she was done with foreplay and needed him inside her.

“You want my big black cock in that juicy pussy?” Glassy eyed, she just nodded.

He grinned and pulled her to her feet.  Giving her a passionate kiss before pushing her back flat onto the bed, leaving her legs dangling over the edge towards the floor as he moved between them as he reached for condoms he’d already put on the edge of the mattress.

He grabbed ahold of the waistband of her little red panties and impatiently peeled them down. My view was limited, but my mind filled in the gaps, imagining just how swollen and slippery her lovely pussy was from the strength of her need for Victor.

~~~~~    

With nothing now between his big, wagging cock and my wife’s treasure, he took his cock and started rolling a Magnum condom onto himself.

Sasha raised her head up to face him, ass right on the edge of the bed and reached out.  At first I thought she was going to help him – she’d done this several times before – but then she took the little latex helmet and threw it to the floor, taking Victor by surprise.

“Not any more … I’m ready.”

Victor’s dark face broke out in the broadest of grins. 

He was an experienced enough bull not to have pushed it – knowing how deep and personal a decision this was for most women.  But that grin, so different from his normal serious expression, showed how happy he was that Sasha was now comfortable with him to take his big cock unprotected.  To take him bare into the depths of her pussy, a level of comfort she was only now reaching after two months as lovers.

Still grinning, he leaned forward, using his shoulders to drive Sasha’s legs all the way back onto her own shoulders as he rubbed his bare cockhead up and down her slit.

“Don’t tease me,” she pleaded, staring up at him with needy, desperate eyes.

“Don’t worry, Sasha, baby, you can have it … I just need to hear you tell me this isn’t just for tonight … this is you and me now, like with hubby … I get to take you bare now … to give you my cum …”

Sasha was blushing so deep that just for a moment I thought she was going to change her mind, but she just nodded with a guilty look on her face.  Kinda sweet that even after everything she and Victor had done these last two months, she still felt guilty about this last thing.  About taking him bare, about taking his cum inside her.

Still grinning and now happy with her final surrender – her promise that this wasn’t a one-off, that he now had the same access rights as me.

My chest pounded at the symbolism of the gift Sasha was giving him.  A gift and act made even more significant by where the two of them had ended up tonight.  The condom thing was obvious – but giving that gift to him here!  It was like the old caveman shtick, putting ‘his woman’ over his shoulder and dragging her back to his lair. 

That’s how it seemed to me as I watched him rub his now bare and dangerous cock up and down my wife’s love lips as he readied her to receive him bare for the first ever time.

Fuck, this was the ultimate sign of how far things had come these last few weeks.  It was like he was taking away two huge things from me tonight and as crazy as it seemed, my cock just seemed harder the more I thought about it.

“Please, Victor … don’t tease me, give it to me …” she pleaded, staring up at him, now with true desperation in her eyes.  This was what she’d been waiting for all evening and finally Victor was ready to stop playing games and give her his big black cock.

“Oh, oh, oh, oh,” she sighed, voice now relaxed and full of contentment. “Oh fuck, that’s good,” she whimpered, as all of his fat eight inches sank in with one smooth motion.  The way his broad, black shoulders pinned her legs back to her own pale shoulders and spread her wide open was just so erotic, so primal.  Adding to the sight and sounds and nearly making me shoot my own load.

“Yeah, shit it is, and I’m only just getting started,” he moaned. “You’re so fucking wet, Sasha, your pussy feels so good without that fucking piece of rubber between you and me.”

He began to give her deep, slow strokes, fucking her so good that already my sweet wife had lost the ability to speak. All she could do was moan in pleasure, her head thrashing from side to side.

His thrusts left her shaking and gasping. I’d seen it all many times before – but knowing his cock was bare and that he was fucking her in a place previously reserved only for fucking his own wife sent an extra tremor through my body.  Sasha obviously feeling the same - when Victor pulled back out she sighed deeply and clawed at his black ass so he’d rid of her the emptiness she was feeling.

“Mmm, you feel so much better bare,” she moaned happily as he filled her once again.  Her long red nails running over the muscles on his powerful chest, toying with his swollen little nipples.  My own excitement and jealousy mingling as I saw the lustful way my wife eyed his body.  Even after two months together she drank in with lustful gazes his dark skin, his muscles and the manly tattoos that covered his physique.

As they settled into it, at first it was gentle – Victor doing her with slow, deep thrusts, their bodies swaying gently with his thrusts.   Sasha’s pink nipples and pale areolas more swollen than any recent night I recalled. Partly from the way the big Nigerian man was palming her tits – partly from the emotional significance of what she was finally letting him do.

As he began to fuck her harder and faster, her moans increased in pitch and intensity. He was fucking her harder than I’d ever seen him fuck Sasha before.  The feeling of flesh-on-flesh and the act of possessing her this way in his own bedroom driving him into a mental frenzy to show both of us what Sasha had come to mean to him.

He was fucking her so hard, her whimpering noises were so loud and desperate that I worried that she couldn’t cope with such a rough, animalistic fucking.  But my sweet wife – now a million miles from the sweet MacAlister daughter - not only took it, but totally loved it. Her hands tightly clasping Victor’s black and muscular ass, pulling him in deeper, her own ass rocking back and forth in time with each of the Nigerian engineer’s powerful strokes.

Then suddenly, she gasped and threw her head back, making a sound more wild animal than human as the dam broke and her body started jerking up and down as if it had been shocked.  Her arms locked around his head as she pulled him in, needing to feel his lips on hers to complete her perfect moment.  The biggest climax she’d had since he’d first fucked her back in August.  The biggest cum she’d had in her entire life.

But rather than have pity and go easy, Victor grabbed her hips and began pounding her even harder. Sasha’s response being to squeal even more desperately as he used her even harder. Mercilessly, each stroke going in fast, brutal and balls deep. And then it was his turn. With a sound that mixed a laugh and a roar, he buried himself inside her, his abs tensed, and for the first time ever he dropped his African load deep inside my orgasmic wife.

~~~~~    

As he recovered, he continued to slowly churn his big cock inside my wife’s battered but very fulfilled pussy.  A wide grin on his dark, masculine features.

Sasha looked back at him flushed from the pounding and intense orgasm he’d just given her - but like him, smiling broadly.

“Did you like that?” he asked, grinning.

“Yes,” she smiled sweetly, her face more serious than his.  “It was extra special for me … intense … not something I’ll ever forget.”

She didn’t need to spell it out any more for him – nor for me.  The two men in her life experiencing very different feelings right now.  Victor feeling nothing but pride and fulfilment.  Me feeling overwhelming sexual excitement – but also overflowing with jealousy and more than a little fear.  All these emotions balled up in my gut in the tightest of fists that made me feel like any minute now I’d lose my mind.

He let his slab of meat slide from her well-used hole and for the next few minutes the two of them just cuddled.  Leaving me still silently peering through the crack in the door.  Struggling for breath, not knowing where to look. 

Whether to look at the way the two of them kissed and stroked each other’s faces.  Or instead to gaze lower, at the white sticky seed that was slowly starting to seep out of my wife’s pussy.  A white, copious deposit my wife had willingly accepted and which I knew now she’d taken it once, would become a regular part of our marriage.  My own seed having to compete with Victor’s African seed as two lots of DNA swam around inside her hunting out any eggs that might have escaped my wife’s contraception regime.

I’d been the one who’d wanted this fantasy first but even as my cock throbbed, a part of me would occasionally wonder at the wisdom of the game we were playing.

Two months after her first night with this large, masculine Nigerian he was in our lives pretty much on the same footing as me.  Fucking Sasha two or three times a week.  Fucking her in his own place just as Sasha and I fucked in our own place.  And now fucking her bareback and spraying his seed into her just like me.

Fuck!  All these thoughts tore at my heart, but they also made me insanely excited.  Only being interrupted when Sasha’s head descended into Victor’s groin and my cock hardened even more when I saw the hungry way she sucked to get him ready again.

~~~~~    

I watched them fuck a second time, watched Sasha cry out and give herself fully as for only the second time in her life she took a load from a man other than me.  (Her previous two boyfriends before me always had to wear condoms.)

As I watched them recover, I thought my emotional highs and lows had run their course.  But not content with the new experiences that we’d already shared tonight, Victor and Sasha (him the leader, her the eager follower) still had one trick to play.

They’d just finished their second fuck and the obligatory kissing and cuddling that followed and then Victor rolled to one side.

“Jason, honey …” she was looking through the crack right at me, the first time she’d acknowledged me all evening.  “Come here and fuck me, baby … I need to feel my husband’s lips on mine … need to feel his cock inside me …”

Through some miracle of psychological self-preservation, I’d managed to avoid shooting my load so I eagerly pushed the door wide open, overjoyed to be included.  Already anticipating how wonderful it would be to feel Sasha’s soft arms around my neck.  To feel the soft and yielding flesh of her body next to mine.

I’d loved watching everything that had happened between her and Victor tonight, but right now the kind of love and reassurance she was offering me was like offering water to a man five days in the desert.

She wanted me to fuck her!  Even after Victor’s big cock and the amazing sex he’d just given her, my wife still wanted the normal and more tender sex that I could give her.  My heart overflowing with happiness with this thought.

But as I lay between her legs, I saw a look pass between her and Victor as she picked up the unused Magnum condom from earlier.

“Jace, baby … sorry I’m a little messy right now.”  She looked genuinely embarrassed, even if she was still sharing that damned smile with Victor. 

“It’s your call really … I’m okay either way,” she added as she handed me the Magnum condom.

‘Ahhh!’

How could things go from wholesome and happy (well, sort of), so quickly back into the realms of kinky and deviant?

What a choice to be offered!  The way the two of them were smirking making it ten times worse – ten times more exciting.  Giving me the ultimate dilemma. 

Suffer the indignity of fucking away in the seed already planted there by another man – a man who shot deeper and more volume than I ever could.  Or put on a little rubber hat, and consign my own sperm to a fruitless journey.  Denied the opportunity to battle Victor’s swimmers.  Waving the white flag of surrender but keeping my cock clear of male-on-male contact.

I physically shivered at the thought.  Reminding myself Victor had never hidden from me just what an experienced player of the game he was.  It may have been Sasha who’d spoken and offered me the choice, but he’d been the one to put the idea into her head.  I was sure of it!

Fuck, this was so kinky.  So wrong, my warped mind finding peril and pleasure in both of the options I’d been given.

Sasha looked at me with a suddenly serious look and told me to decide quickly!

If I used the condom, I would be spared the indignity of feeling his potent seed on my penis but would then be reduced to dribbling my sperm uselessly into a latex hat. Leaving Victor’s cum to swim in my wife’s womb, while mine was thrown into the toilet and flushed away like some kind of genetically inferior shit.

However much I didn’t want to feel my cock soaked with another man’s seed, I wasn’t ready to give up my wife’s pussy to another man.

I threw the condom to the floor – it was too damned big anyway, I’d have felt nothing and it would likely have slipped off - and plunged my rock-hard cock deep inside her.  Totally beyond belief, but the game they’d played on me had made me even more excited.

My hips driving me in and out as Victor’s African jizz covered my shaft and even leaked down onto my balls. The whole game exciting Sasha so much – she loved being fought over like this.  

Grabbing my face, her eyes blazed with excitement.  “Come on baby … take back what’s yours. Take back my pussy.” She wanted my seed to compete with the new man in her life, the look in her eyes leaving me sick with fear as to whose seed she wanted to win the race. 

Even if she was on the pill, the whole contest, the look on her face set me off and made me cum far more quickly than I wanted.  Within seconds, I began to pump copious amounts of cum deep inside my wife's freshly fucked pussy.

My mind in turmoil at the final part of tonight’s game.  My heart aching but pounding at the thought that I’d given her my seed to compete with Victor’s – but that I’d failed to make her cum.  Losing that battle by a country mile.


Chapter 8

2007 December (Diary entry)

Well, it’s Saturday night and I’m alone.

Does that sound sad?

Maybe a little, but never mind I’m sure things will heat up later.  When they’ve finished and head back to his place.  Victor’s kids are staying over at friends and so I know I’ll be getting the call later.  The call to let myself in so I can watch them fuck before helping my wife to dress and bringing her home. 

All terribly demeaning – but all terribly exciting.  But that’s the life that’s developed for us these last four months.

Four months! 

Is that all it’s been?  It feels like a lifetime.  I can hardly remember what life was like before we had a second man in our marriage.  Before Victor became part of our lives.

Looking back, I realize now that the night back in October 2007 when Sasha was finally ready to take Victor’s cock bare and let him cum in her was a watershed moment.  Both things being a huge deal for her in a way I suspect no male will ever fully understand.  Sowers not harvesters, no man can ever understand just what a big deal that was for Sasha back in October…

That night marked the start of the next phase of having Victor involved in our marriage.  Not just caused by taking him bare and taking his cum, but also from the psychological significance of moving our meet-ups from the neutral and sterile environment of hotels to the far more personal surroundings of Victor’s family home. 

The fact that Victor and Sasha had between them chosen his place rather than ours being equally as notable as the change itself.  The condom game he’d played at the end of the night being the final icing on the cake – placing an unwinnable choice in front of me which he knew would pander to my growing submissive tendencies.

That’s all two months ago now.  Christmas will be here soon and they’ve carried on meeting at Victor’s place, if the kids aren’t there. Or failing that, at a budget motel.

As their relationship has developed these last weeks, pretty much the only thing Sasha won’t give Victor is her agreement for them to have their hook-ups at our place. 

To Sasha, this remains out of bounds, insisting we need to keep some ‘safe space’ where her and I and a little bit of ‘normalcy’ can exist without Victor’s presence.

~~~~~    

As I write this, it’s about eight p.m.  Based on past form, I expect a call maybe at around ten.  Sasha looked stunning in a low-cut, figure-hugging silver dress as she left ninety minutes ago.  They’re going for dinner and a little dancing before heading back to his place to fuck.  The call to me likely to be timed so I’ll either arrive when my heel-clad wife is on her knees worshipping Victor’s big cock.  Or on her back taking him for what will likely be the first of three or four fucks before I take my sexually satisfied wife back home.

This is what I fantasized about for so long. 

Back then it was really just a sexual thing in my head and honestly, I don’t think either of us had really thought about the wider implications. 

We’re newbies at this stuff, so yes, we did go in unprepared and without thinking everything through. Maybe unforgivable for two such supposedly smart and well-educated people – a professor’s daughter and a guy who’s got a doctorate in engineering.

But these non-sexual elements have become deeply entrenched within our everyday lives and relationships.  I think both Sasha and I feel a little stupid and embarrassed that we didn’t anticipate this side of things.

Sasha’s main concern had been that someone in our ‘real lives’ would find out.  But whilst not insignificant, this almost seems trifling now.  Compared the significance of the more fundamental non-sexual changes we’ve experienced since August.

We’d thought we’d just be introducing some extra sex, some extra fun into our lives.  But we couldn’t have been more wrong.  When a guy fucks your woman two or three times a week, when they spend all that time together then relationships are bound to develop and change.

What we have now is a new triangular relationship which is now an important, almost immovable part of our lives.

I say ‘triangular relationship’ because these last few months it’s become obvious that this is what it was.  Three sperate but interconnected relationships have been forged. A very different situation to the harmless and far more isolated sexual fun we’d anticipated.

There’s the Sasha-Victor relationship, obviously.  Four months they’ve been lovers now and they’ve grown close.  A closeness that leaves me feeling an unfathomable mix of jealousy and excitement whenever I see the two of them together.  Whether they’re out dating, in bed fucking or just casually talking.

How could I feel anything but searing jealousy!  My wife with another man.  A man bigger and more powerful than me who fucks her and makes her cum much better than I ever will.  Partly from his technique and skill.  Partly through the taboo excitement Sasha feels being with a black guy.  And of course, partly due to the size of his big African cock.

Luckily for me Victor is really busy with his job and kids and doesn’t seem to be in the market for another wife.  If he was or if he and Sasha had more time together, I’d be seriously worried about him stealing my beautiful stewardess wife away from me!

After all, she’s sexy and gorgeous.  Kind, intelligent and loving.  A man raising two kids by himself couldn’t wish for a better replacement wife for himself and mother for his kids.

But luckily for me Victor doesn’t seem to want anything more than the sex and thrills of playing the joint role of bull and boyfriend in our lives – just like he’s done for other couples.

So, while an inevitable closeness has grown up between the two of them these last few months, I’m pretty relaxed it’s more friendship and sexual intimacy than some kind of burgeoning love that might threaten what Sasha and I have. 

A situation that gives me the perfect level of angst and jealousy to go along with the sexual thrills of watching my wife being so well fucked by her big black lover.

As the Victor-Sasha relationship has grown it’s actually added zest and excitement to the relationship between Sasha and I.

We’ve still got all of the normal stuff - dates, making love, snuggling and watching TV – all the stuff you’d expect from a couple in their first few years of marriage.

But now we’ve got something extra.  A secret, sexy, exciting game.  Something we both love that spices up our own lives when it’s just the two of us.  Something that bonds us together, something we talk about and that makes us feel like we have a guilty secret that makes us excited and special. 

And then there’s the third side in this triangle of relationships – the relationship between me and Victor.  The man I’ll be watching fuck my wife again in just a few minutes time.

How to describe the relationship between Victor and me?

Complicated is probably a good word to start with.  At the start of a normal evening as we chat casually, as he waits for Sasha to put the final touches to her make-up or outfit, we’ll sit in our living room chatting casually.  As if he’s just another friend or visitor.  We’ll talk about his kids and our jobs – all normal stuff.  But all the time there’s a bubbling undercurrent of sex and competition.  Leaving me feeling more than a little intimidated and like a second-class citizen even in my own home. 

This undercurrent, these feelings of being inferior and number two become even stronger the moment my fully made-up, fully prepared wife struts into the room.  Her face full of vitality and excitement, presenting herself for the inspection and appreciation of her lover.  Only really concerned for his reaction and approval.  The dynamic and chemistry between them – my exclusion – sealed by the fact she always comes in and stands next to him.  Standing on tip toe, wrapping her arms around his neck and kissing him with full-on heat and desire.

I feel so damned inadequate, so damned excited as I drink in this sight. 

The rest of their evenings together feeding me similar bittersweet experiences.  Either remotely or through my imagination.  Until at the end of the evening I’m watching Victor walk towards me.  His big, hose-like cock swinging between his legs as he walks.  Finally spent, sticky with a mix of Sasha’s juices and his seed.  His seed that’s now swimming inside her pussy and uterus.

He’ll normally slap me on the shoulder and make some quip.  ‘Thanks man, she’s ready for you now ..’ ‘You want to help her … take her home.’  That kind of thing.  The kind of words that cement and describe the relationship that exists between him and me after everything that’s happened these last few months.

I know in the gay community they talk about ‘Tops’ and ‘Bottoms’.  These are the words that come to mind when I try and describe the relationship between me and Victor.  There’s nothing remotely homoerotic there, but these last few months I’ve definitely become a ‘bottom’ to his ‘top’.  After all, he’s the bull who fucks my wife several times a week.

And as much as it makes my cock achingly hard, sometimes I feel it’s going to crush me.

It’s only the excitement of the game and all of the wonderful, special times Sasha and I have together that keeps things in balance and stops me going crazy.

And to think we thought this would just be sexual!  How stupid were we?

~~~~~

2008 early February (Diary entry)

Saturday night and I’m sat here alone again.

Not that I can really complain.  With work, family life and all the busy-ness of Christmas (and Sasha and my December birthday celebrations), Victor and Sasha haven’t seen much of each other of late.

So I’m happy for them that they’ve got this evening together – the first time they’ve seen each other in about a week.

Over the last five or six weeks they’ve had to satisfy themselves mainly with texts and messages and the odd call when Victor’s kids haven’t been around.

The feeling of sitting there cuddling with your wife while she’s texting another guy or exchanging sexy images via messenger is indescribable, so I won’t even try!

Both she and I have enjoyed the extra time it’s given us together as a couple.

If they’ve been able to get together once a week recently, they’ve been doing well.  When she’s been distracted and busy with work, she’s been fine.  But on other occasions, her lack of quality time with her bull and his big black cock has left Sasha frustrated and a little snappy.  I can’t really blame her and I do understand – because I miss watching and listening almost as much as she misses Victor’s manly big cock.

I think they’ve got something special planned for next weekend – but neither of them will be drawn on what it is.  And the more I’ve asked Sasha – the more she just smirks and seems to enjoy my obvious inquisitiveness and frustration at being kept in the dark. 

The only thing she has said is that’s it’s nothing for me to worry about.  That I’ll enjoy it as much as her and Victor will.

Pretty much the only new thing that’s happened these last few weeks is that Sasha’s relented and agreed to staying the night at Victor’s place.  Until now a mix of the logistics of his kids and her own view that this was some kind of emotional watershed meant we’ve always ended each evening coming home.

I fully expect that tonight she’ll again stay the night with Victor, which would only be the second time for her.  Last Friday, with his kids sleeping over with cousins, being the first time it had happened.  Sasha finally giving in to the combined voices of Victor and me.

On the nights when Victor’s kids weren’t there, Victor had always let her know he’d love for her to sleep over.  ‘Waking up next to your boyfriend … morning sex … then having my big cock fuck you in the shower …’ 

He never wanted to appear too keen – beneath him as the bull – but several times he’d enticed her with this or similar pictures.

But in the end, a couple of weeks ago, it had been a mix of Sasha’s tiredness, the lack of time they’d spent together, and the pleading look in my eyes that had finally broken her resistance.

Sasha knows full well that the thought of her staying over with Victor excited me.  That in my mind, just like the first time she took him bare and took his seed, staying over would mark another exciting development.  But she’d always refused – saying she wanted to keep this as something special between me and her, between her and her husband. 

But last Friday the stars finally aligned!

“Honey, look it’s late … you and Victor have seen so little of each other, and you look beat … why don’t you stay the night and I’ll drop by and collect you in the morning.”

She’d looked at me for several long, quiet seconds.  I’d thought she’d been about to say something sarcastic about my tongue virtually hanging out.  But in the end, she limited herself to something more to the point.

“Fine, if that’s what you really want … if that’s what my husband really wants … but on your own head be it …”  A slightly sad, resigned tone in her voice which suddenly made me think twice.

“Only if you’re okay with it, baby.”

Her face and tone softened and made me worry less.

“I’m okay with it … after all, if it makes my husband happy … after all, he gives me everything I want …”  The look in her eyes making clear she knew I got as much out of this whole set-up as she did.

She shared a final, sealing kiss – I think we both needed it – before with my heart racing I turned on my heel and left the two of them together for the whole night.  My cock hard as I quietly closed the door and headed home – knowing I’d likely get little sleep.  Sleep denied me by the thoughts of Victor and Sasha still together.  Denied me every time I looked across or reached across and felt the emptiness where Sasha always lay.

Well, tonight I fully expect the same set of emotions and feelings.  Maybe, second time around, they’ll be easier.  Less crushing and intense.  But then again, is that I want?  Or do I want it to be as painful and exciting as it was last week?  After all, if you’ve got the world’s best bourbon – why the hell would you go and water it down?


Chapter 9

2008 mid-February

Fuck!

To say the last few days have been over the top and surreal would be an all-time understatement.

It’s now nearly midnight Sunday and I feel like I’ve been in the middle of a centrifuge since Thursday night when my sexy, minx of a wife finally told me what the surprise was that she and Victor had planned.

I don’t know, sometimes I think Sasha is two different people.  The surprise she’d planned and everything that has happened since Thursday night feels so at odds with the woman who it took so long to persuade to play these games. 

The woman who for two full months was happy to have Victor as her lover but who insisted he wear a condom and the woman who’s tormented and teased me these last few days may look the same, but I swear they’re more dissimilar than Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde.  But I guess that’s what playing games like these does for you.

It was Thursday night when Sasha finally stopping teasing me – told me exactly what the surprise she and Victor had planned for me.

“Jason, honey … do you know what this weekend is?”

“No … why?”

“Silly boy … you nagged me for so long … do you really not know what it is?”

“No … so stop teasing, tell me!” Exasperation clear in my voice as she stroked my cheek and kissed me.  Her eyes alive with fire and energy.

“It’s our sixth …”

I looked confused, none the wiser.

“Our sixth month anni …. Victor and my six-month anniversary since we started our relationship …”

A lump formed in my throat, my gut churning with excitement and fear as I wondered what the hell they had planned to mark the occasion.  An avid reader of forums and websites these last few months, I was fully aware of all of the kinds of extreme shit some wives inflict on their husbands in marriages such as ours.  I hoped like hell Sasha had understood I wasn’t interested in these kinds of things – cock cages, denial, out-and-out public humiliation.  None of these things were for me and I’d made sure Sasha knew it.

“And …” was about all my dry, croaky voice could manage.

“Well … I remember how excited you got the other week when I finally gave in to your begging and stayed overnight with Victor … so me and Victor, well … we thought if you liked that and didn’t kick me to the curb afterwards … well, we thought you’d like it even more if he and I had a little trip away …”

“A little trip away …”  My voice nearly at the point collapse, much like my lungs.

“How long …” I just about managed to squeeze out.

“We’ll be back Sunday,” she grinned, toying with me as if butter wouldn’t melt. 

“Probably,” the panic-stricken look in my face causing her to take pity.  “Okay, definitely Sunday … but late … okay?”

“Okay,” I coughed up, hand on my chest, checking I still had the capacity to breathe.

That had been three days ago and since then I’d had three days of neat, purest angst. 

One day of waiting for them to go – I swear that’s why Sasha had told me a day early, so I’d have these extra twenty-four hours of ‘anticipation’.  Twenty-four hours mixing heaven and hell.  Our new game reaching new levels of pain and pleasure.

Then two days of workless torment.  No work to distract me, sat at home waiting for the phone to ping with a message.  Maybe just words.  If I was lucky words and a picture or two.

Throughout the two days, I don’t know what was worse.  The texts and photos or the waiting.

Some of the texts and pictures were crude – pictures of the two of them in some kind of sexual action.  Sasha on her knees blowing Victor’s big black cock.  Or maybe him holding the phone as he railed her from behind, the lens looking down and capturing his fat shaft splitting her peach, glistening with her juices.  Or the camera posed to the side capturing them kissing as he fucked her in the classic missionary position.  Or rode him, her face filled with ecstasy as she loved the freedom to get his big dick touching just the right spot.

Other texts and images were far more innocent.  In some ways more painful, more bittersweet.  Making me question again my bedrock foundation without which all else crumbled.  That Victor had no interest in stealing my beautiful air stewardess wife away from me.  That he didn’t want a replacement wife to mother his kids.  That he was happy with just playing boyfriend, playing bull.

‘Having a lovely time … found a wonderful old antique shop … bought some stuff my mom and dad will really love.’

‘Hi babe … just had an amazing lunch … the crème brulée was to die for … Victor loved it even more than you would have,’ a text accompanied by a photo of them looking like any other loving couple in the first throes of romance.

All through the two days the stress and excitement of waiting and imagining all kinds of stuff was intermingled with exactly the same emotions each time my phone pinged with incoming messages and photos.

For the most part, despite the temptation and what I was feeling, I’d kept the communication from me to Sasha to an absolute minimum.  But as night time struck on both Friday and Saturday night, and looking at the clock and knowing they’d be back in their hotel room, I caved and texted asking to be allowed to see or hear.

Both times I got the same reply.

‘Oh babe … I’d love to … but truth is, I know you better than you know yourself … you’ll enjoy it even more if we leave you hanging out there … besides which, it’s our special anniversary … six months … don’t you think Victor and me deserve a little private time?  S xxx’

Fuck.  She did know me better than I knew myself.  But I was dying here and she refused to throw me a lifeline!

That is, until a text arrived around four p.m. on Sunday afternoon.

~~~~~    

‘We had an amazing weekend … thanks for asking … headed home, back in a couple of hours, S xxx.’

Shit!  This text set my heart racing all over again.

I’d reached an equilibrium - a tolerable balance of excitement and suffering, but this text had set me off.  Set me thinking about what would happen during the rest of the day.

They’d gone to Grand Rapids – staying in a romantic little bed and breakfast just outside the city itself.  All the benefits of a quiet, romantic venue with the upsides of great places to eat, shop and spend the evening.  But it didn’t take an Einstein to work out that the route back from Grand Rapids to Michigan would bring my wife and Victor back through our home in Jackson, MI.

So far, his forays into our home had only been to pick up Sasha at the start of one of their evenings together.  But the moment I’d received this text from Sasha I’d started sweating and thinking – wondering what the rest of the day held, what would happen when he dropped her off at our place on the way back.

Those two hours as they drove down the I96 were pure hell – my mind conjuring all sorts of ideas of what would or wouldn’t happen when they finally got here.

In the end, what I imagined didn’t even cover a fraction of what I experienced and felt when they arrived.

“Hi honey … you waited up for us.” Her voice sounded excited, even if there was also a hint of teasing sarcasm. 

It was only six in the evening and Sasha was waltzing into our home with her Nigerian boyfriend, back from their six-month weekend away, his arm still draped possessively and romantically around her shoulder as they giggled their way into our home.

“Sure,” was all I could muster, as just for a moment Sasha broke away and smiled up at me, looking a little drunk from maybe a wine or two too many at lunch.

“Did you miss me, honey?”

“More than you can imagine,” I squeaked.  I’d been drinking a little myself – we were well matched, only Victor as the designated driver was stone cold sober.

She kissed me softly – the feel of her lips on mine nearly breaking my heart in two.

“Mmm,” I missed you too, baby.  Just what I needed to hear, but the glint in her eye had me on edge.  “But we’re not done yet … it’s not midnight yet and so Victor’s Cinders has still got a few hours of freedom … a few games to play …”

Oh fuck!

Why did I have the feeling that my heart was about to be stressed to breaking point!

“You know this weekend was SPECIAL for Victor and me …”

Where was this headed?  Victor looked his normal cool, collected self.  Maybe I was being paranoid, but Sasha’s hand was thrust in her pocket in a way that didn’t look normal.  My indecision between paranoia and suspicion only settled in favor of the latter when Sasha finally pulled her hand out of her pocket to thrust her ring finger up in front of my nose.

“Do you like it, honey?”

Fuck woman, why the hell were you asking me if I liked something like this?

A ring.  An expensive-looking, sparkling ring with a large stone set dead center and glinting insultingly at me.  A ring added new to her ring finger.  Three rings where before there had only been two.

My panic-stricken, bemused look into her eyes must have broken through.

“Don’t worry baby … I know it might be bigger than yours,” her smile supposedly sweet but full of barely masked double-entendre meanings, “but it’s in addition to … not in replacement of … it’s just something Victor wanted to give me to show me how much I mean to him … he just wants to have something next to the rings I already wear …”

This was intended as comfort … and it showed how far things had come that compared to the things I had been imagining, Sasha’s words did comfort me.  Especially when she pulled herself in close and gave me a big hug.

When she saw that I was just about okay, I felt her hand squeezing at the front of my pants, her normal minx-like grin back.

“Sorry I wouldn’t let you watch honey … Victor and my special time, I’m sure you understand … but now we’re here, we have a special treat for you …”

When I looked confused, she just gave me her full-on double Mona Lisa smile and let me have the smallest peak inside her plans.

“A special treat for a husband who loved it so much when I finally agreed to stay over with Victor the other week …”

She kissed me on the lips and patted my cheek.  “You don’t mind if I show Victor around a little, do you?”

She didn’t bother to wait for an answer as she kissed my cheek and headed over to snuggle next to her large Nigerian lover as she put her hand in his.  The gold and sparkling gem of her new ring glinting next to the darkness of his skin as she led him out of our living room and towards the stairs.

Fuck!

Things were moving so fast!  That was Sasha’s plan, I was sure.  Shock and awe, not give me a chance to understand what was happening.  She’d decided this was what I wanted and she was moving things forward at the speed of light, half way up the stairs before I’d even realized what was happening.

Fuck!  I was sweating bricks as my cock hardened even more at the thought of what was about to happen.  Sasha had made her intentions so crystal clear the only question remaining in my mind being whether she’d turn left or right when she got to the top of the stairs.  Whether she’d choose to entertain in our guestroom on the left or go full bore and shock me into submission by turning right.

I was so stunned that I was slow to follow, the pair of them already out of sight as I followed up the stairs, the echoing of their sounds off the wall having made it impossible to know which direction they’d turned – left or right.  Leaving me dangling in feet-over-the-cliff territory, uncertain for a few more seconds as I climbed the stairs.  The sounds they were making –clothing urgently removed, lips on lips – left me in no doubt that Sasha had decided to break her rule about playing on home court.

That in itself was enough – but I was left heart throbbing in my throat wondering if she was tipsy and playful enough to go the whole nine yards.  To vaporize out of existence her own previously ironclad rule that she wanted to keep a special place for her and me … a place that was safe and unpolluted by the presence of her black bull boyfriend.

Even as I strode those last two steps up the stairs, I knew in my heart what I’d find.  It had been written in the way she’d smiled at me.  But even though I knew this, something in my DNA made me turn left.  Made me look into our guestroom. 

Our guestroom was empty.  A discovery that, although I told myself different, made me secretly happy.  I think that’s why in my semi-drunk state I’d looked there.  To delay the moment until I’d get to enjoy the ultimate, bittersweet climax.  The one Sasha had accurately predicted was what I’d really wanted all along.

Turning my head left to right … I spotted them.  Exactly where I knew they’d be.  Lying there on the bed … OUR MARITAL BED.  The last place that had remained ‘Victor-free’ these last few months was now full of ‘Victor’ – full of ‘Victor and Sasha’ together.

Their clothes were halfway pulled off, an urgency no doubt born of a two-hour teasing car ride, evidenced by the rush with which they pulling at each other’s remaining coverings.  The car ride teasing and their desire to desecrate our marriage’s last unpolluted space making their desire for each other overpowering and unstoppable.

I’d seen it all before, but Sasha’s sigh as Victor looked into her eyes and sank his long, thick cock all the way in seemed especially heartfelt and emotional tonight … marking a new depth between them, a new set of barriers broken.

Victor’s first few strokes, the first few pumps they shared together were just for them.  I’d been part of their game downstairs, but as Sasha hooked her legs around him to pull him deeper, I knew I was temporarily forgotten.

It was only a minute or two in, when Sasha had enjoyed her first noisy climax, that she remembered I was there.  When she turned to me - her legs were still wrapped around her boyfriend, that was for her – but her smile was for me, her loving and indulgent husband.

“This is what you wanted, isn’t it babe … Victor fucking me here … fucking me, making me cum, pumping his seed into me here in our marital bed … isn’t that what you wanted honey?”

Fuck!  Where had my sweet wife gone.  I knew alcohol played a part, but even so … where was the woman who just six short months ago had been so nervous to start playing this game? 

I honestly didn’t know whether I was happy or terrified that this woman seemed such a hazy and distant memory in our marriage’s rearview mirror.

But before I had a chance to take it all in, my wife’s game shape-shifted yet again.  A look passing between her and Victor as he gently pushed her ankles apart to unlock her legs from around him.

“Jason, honey … why don’t we play a game?”  Her voice was pure treacle, pure strychnine.  “Victor just made me cum in two minutes … if you can match or better that, you can fuck me bare back like him … only fair, right?”

Where was this going, where the fuck was this going? 

Sasha knew I wasn’t into this extreme cuck, extreme humiliation shit … but I sensed she was about to push me right to the limit.

“But honey … if you can’t … then …”  She was waving a large, unwrapped Magnum condom at me … just like she’d offered me on the night of their first solo date … when she’d first taken Victor bareback and allowed him to pump his jizz into her.  Now she was offering me a different devil’s compact.  Hardly a choice at all, little if any upside for me.  No upside in the sense of me winning the battle she’d just defined. 

The only upside one we both knew was there but which I was too frightened and embarrassed to even admit existed.

I felt myself shaking as, as if in a dream, I looked at Sasha and the look between her and me confirmed she wanted me to be honest enough to play this game.  Her little finger crooked and dripping with innuendo as she beckoned me towards her.  Her eyes saying ‘honey, you started all of this … now it’s my turn’ as she helped me unbuckle my belt and lower my pants.

She pulled me in for a kiss – Victor standing on the sidelines – and stroked my cock hard, squeezing it harder than she had for several months as she guided my hips into position.  Smiling at me – full of a rich tapestry of meanings – as her legs pulled me down and into her.

“I love you babe,” she purred, meaning it from the bottom of her heart.  “Now fuck me, make me cum,” her purr now more stick than carrot.

Taking a deep breath, I jumped off and started moving in and out.  Reading both love and challenge in her smiling eyes, eyes that kept on saying ‘you started this, this was all your idea.’

~~~~~    

I tried everything I knew.  Everything that over the years had made Sasha cum.  At least that’s what I told myself.  But maybe at a deeper level my sub-conscious didn’t want me to win.

Whatever the real reason – physical or psychological – as I carried on fucking and saw the barest of reactions from my wife, even without a stopwatch I knew the result that was drawing closer.

My defeat being hastened even more when Sasha smiled wickedly at me and brought up a fantasy she knew I had but which thought would never come true.

“Jason, sweetie … I still don’t think I’ll ever do it … but this weekend Victor wouldn’t stop talking about it … talking about a really handsome, well-hung friend of his … Dante … black of course … wants to do me at the same time as Victor,” she purred.  Stroking my cheek, looking deep into my eyes as her pussy muscles squeezed me, feeding me one of my favorite fantasies in an effort to further disadvantage me. 

Fuck, I really had little chance here.  Everything was conspiring against me.  Physiology and psychology conspiring to give me no chance.

The final self-realization of my defeat coming as I felt Victor’s hand on my shoulder at the same moment Sasha unlocked her legs from around my back, gently pushing me away as my cock breathed the air again and she smiled and held the condom up for me.

“Jason, honey … I’m only doing this because I know it’s what you want …”

A big part of me hated the game we’d started – I’d started – but an even bigger part of me loved it as my shaking fingers took the condom she was offering and unfurled it over my hard-as-nails member.

Fuck!  How humiliating.  It was like asking the freshest of freshman to don an outsized varsity jersey from the largest player on the team.  The worst thing of all being that being teased in this way excited me and made my manhood even harder.  The fact that Sasha kept reminding me this was all my idea just kept adding extra gasoline to the fire.

Shit.  My wife – this new woman who’d bit-by-bit had taken possession of my wife’s body this last seven months – looked even more excited and happy than me as she saw me grasp the little latex ring and unfurl it down my manhood.  XXL meets S or, on a good day, M!  Her eyes full of fire as she waited for me to complete my mission so her legs could hook back behind me and pull me and my latex-sheathed manhood back into her excited pussy.

“Now fuck me honey … fuck me until you cum yourself or make me cum,” she grinned. 

“And if it’s the later,” ever grammatically correct, ever the professor’s daughter, “then I’ll let you take the mac off and fuck me properly.”

She was a bitch.  I loved her, but she was a bitch.  I groaned as soon as I entered her.  She knew her words would finish me off as I spat my seed into the sterile safety of the latex nipple.  Experiencing the inevitable downer, an effect doubled up as I knew it would only be seconds before Sasha released her legs from around me.  That even now – however much she loved me – she was already excitedly anticipating two things.  How having Victor’s big cock back deep inside her would feel.  And how these physical sensations and pleasures would be turbocharged by looking across and seeing the full cocktail of emotions on her husband’s face.

As I admitted defeat – the loose-fitting condom virtually falling off my spent cock as I withdrew – my emotions went through new levels of confused excitement as I left my own bed to make way for Victor.  A man larger and more powerful than me, who I had no doubt would be making my beautiful stewardess wife climax in a way I’d just failed to achieve.

I didn’t have long to wait for my prediction to come true – their lips, hips and sex organs all joined tightly together as Sasha sobbed through her climax.  A climax that was repeated barely five minutes later. 

This second climax making me believe that my highs and lows were complete for the night. 

But, even though she was still more than a little drunk, I’d underestimated my scheming wife.  She still had one final twist to add.  One final twist of the knife which she thought her strange husband would enjoy.

Victor was still in her.  Was still hard, letting her recover a little before powering her through another climax or two.  But Sasha’s eyes were on me, not him.  A small victory I thought – until I heard her words.

“Honey, you wouldn’t mind if Victor stays the night, would you?”  Her eyes boring into my soul as she let the words sink in.

“We’ve seen so little of each other these last few weeks.”  Yeah, right … isn’t the whole weekend enough?  “His kids are away, hun … and besides, I know you’d love it … see you in the morning, babe.”

And just like that – I was dismissed.

Just one final twist still waiting for me.  “I put some fresh sheets in the guestroom, baby … just before we left on Friday … try not to soil them too much if you jerk off!”


Chapter 10

With hindsight, that weekend away in February 2008 marked some kind of high-water mark in the relationship between my wife and Victor.

The whole weekend away, the ring that he bought as a sign of their relationship and then the condom game they’d played as Sasha allowed him into our home and fucked him in our bed … they all marked the smashing of barriers that she’d previously chosen to apply to place limits on the games we’d been playing.

That was back in February 2008 – six months into their relationship, when Sasha finally gave all of these things up, gave them to Victor and me.

Victor had always made no bones that he wasn’t after a new relationship. So I don’t know whether the timing of the changes that started happening in their relationship was coincidental – happening just after Sasha had allowed her last barriers to be breached - or whether there was something more malign going on.

I can’t be certain.  I chose to believe it was just coincidence.  That it wasn’t him playing a game – having got Sasha to give him everything that she could offer a man, and then slowly starting to let her down.

In the bedroom he was definitely a dominant bull – loving to dominate me and Sasha and get his pleasures, but outside of the bedroom he seemed a genuine enough guy.  So, I choose to believe it was events conspiring against him that meant that as we moved through the rest of 2008 things started slowing down between him and Sasha.

After that weekend away in early February, at first things were fine.  In our different ways, the three of us were all getting our kicks.  He and Sasha were still getting together two or three times a week – with our place now replacing cheap motels as a possible venue if he wasn’t able to use his place because of his kids.

The two of them even managed another weekend away.  A weekend away when, aside from their normal sexual Olympics, Victor had persuaded Sasha to agree to a threesome with his handsome, well hung friend Dante.  Something which Sasha knew was another fantasy of mine but which her conservative Presbyterian roots – even after everything she’d already done with Victor – still wasn’t ready to do.

Taking an extra-marital lover – well-hung and black – tick, A-okay.  Even if she knew it would give her staid parents a heart attack if ever the truth came out.  But sharing herself with Victor and another man, even for one single night, until now that was too much.

But on their second weekend away, knowing Victor and I both wanted it - she’d finally agreed to it.  Only to change her mind at the eleventh hour, telling Victor she couldn’t push through!

I don’t know if her last-minute change of heart was linked to it, but as the summer months kicked in things seemed to become more difficult for the two of them. 

On the surface, from what Victor told us, the problems were practical.  A combination of the school summer break and his sister (who with similar age kids was his go to source of help with his kids) having to pick up extra shifts as her husband had lost his job.

These two challenges combined to mean that, however keen he seemed to be, he soon started struggling to see Sasha with anything like the frequency the two of them had enjoyed before.

Two or three times a week soon became once or twice a week, and then it soon became a lot like the Christmas period had been, with even one time a week being a challenge.

Sasha had come to really enjoy the sex and games with Victor and found this reduced number of sessions difficult to adjust to.  But with no other alternatives – she had no desire to find another man, that wasn’t her – even though she missed the multiple sessions a week.  She moaned and griped but accepted it.

But then as we moved into the fall and winter of 2008, as well as the problems with his sister, short staffing at the factory where Victor ran maintenance meant he started cancelling out on sessions with Sasha, often at the very last minute.

Sasha’s own work commitments weren’t helping either she’d been rostered onto more long-haul flights in the second half of the year – so the struggles and frustrations weren’t all on Victor.

~~~~~    

2009 March

I only found out just how bad things had gotten for Sasha by accident.  It was a Friday evening with Sasha excited to see Victor for the first time in two weeks.  A two-week period which had included three cancellations, two of them last-minute when Sasha was already fully made-up and ready to go out.

I’d been out, planning to see a friend, but he’d led at the last minute, so I came home early, expecting to find an empty house. Instead, I overheard my wife talking over a second bottle of wine to her best friend Lisa.  A divorced friend who Sasha had been besties with since they’d shared initial training together in their first weeks at the airline.  The conversation being revealing in more ways than one.

“Yes please, Lis … another glass would go don’t really nicely thanks … after all, these days that’s likely the only kind of pleasure this girl’s gonna be getting to enjoy …” my wife whined.

“Oh, please girl … less of the self-pity … I know you’ve hardly seen Victor the last few weeks, but you’re still getting more than I am … much, much more than I am …”

“Yes, but most of that’s Jason …”  Ouch!  That hurt.  But a hurt had made my cock twitch.

“Well yes, but that’s better than this poor old, divorced girl gets …”

“Well, who’s fault is that?” Sasha sniped back. 

“I offered to set you up with one of Victor’s friends … and anyway, this conversation’s about me,” my wife snapped tongue-in-cheek.  “I mean, I love Jason … and he tries real hard … but well, you know … it’s not the same …”  Now my cheeks really were burning, although I’m embarrassed to admit my cock had just notched another two degrees harder.

“Well, you know Sash, I might just take you up on that offer,” the eagerness and need for sex evident in Lisa’s voice.

“Well, don’t hang around, girlfriend … I’m not sure how much longer me and Victor are going to be an item … I swear, if he cancels one more time! I can just about cope with seeing him so little, but then when I get my hopes up, go to all the trouble of dolling myself up for him … and then he cancels at the last minute … I swear, I’m beginning to get really tired with the whole game … I’m this close to pulling the plug …”

I’d known Sasha was frustrated, but I had no idea it had gotten this bad.  I found myself wondering if I needed to have a quiet word with Victor.  The ultimate weirdo man-to-man conversation.  ‘Hey dude, you better get your act together or you’re gonna lose your fucking privileges with my wife.’ Mmm … I’d have to find a very private, quiet bar for that kind of conversation!

~~~~~    

2009 April

The two of them were lying in bed together.  Their bodies marked by the faintest of satisfied glows.  They’d finished a second round of sex.  The first had been fast and furious – they’d not seen each other in nearly two weeks, a fortnight marked by two more last minute cancellations by Victor.  The second had been a calmer, more emotional session which had lasted longer, giving Sasha two of the kind of big climaxes that only Victor could give her.

But as I peeked through the crack between door and frame, from the look on her face, as she stroked his taut tummy, I sensed there was a serious conversation coming.

“Victor … you know how much I love our times together … how much I’ve come to value you as a good friend,” the hesitation plain in her voice as she continued to nervously trace patterns on the dark skin of his belly.

“’Good friend’,” he parroted back.  “Are you dumping me, girl?  Dumping the great black hope … dumping the great Victor?”  Thankfully his chuckling voice was full of humor.

“Sorry, babe … thanks for being so understanding about it … I love our times together … I love us … but the truth is you’re just too damned busy these days, and I just can’t cope with all these last-minute cancellations … I just can’t deal with it anymore … honestly, I’d rather go back to how things were before … before you and me hooked up … you know, that simple, wholesome lifestyle that most wives and husbands have …”

“Well, shit … I guess you got it all worked out, girl,” he teased, curling his fingers through Sasha’s hair, almost sounding relieved that his complicated, overstretched life was about to get a little simpler.  “How’s about one more blowie … one more fuck for old times’ sake?” he chortled.

“Thanks for being so understanding.”  Sasha definitely sounded relieved, more relaxed.  Her head already halfway down towards her target.  All three of us knowing the rest of the evening would be a night of memorable fireworks.

~~~~~    

2009 July

The last few months – ever since Victor and her had finished – had been hard.  A real up and down rollercoaster of a time.  Sasha didn’t miss all of the disappointments, all of the last-minute cancellations and temper-tantrums of wasted effort and failure.

But she sure missed the sex.

She and I had been happy enough, just Sasha and me, for more than five years of our marriage before Victor had come along. 

But I guess the whole thing with Victor had been like some kind of narcotic.  Sasha and I had never dabbled in drugs, but as she struggled to cope with the withdrawal from her relationship with Victor, I think we both were getting a flavor of what going cold turkey was like.

Sometimes she was snappy and short-tempered.  Other times she was teary, wistful or morose.  Other times she was just plain unpleasant to be around.

We’d just come through three months ‘Victor-free’.  (The ironic part of my brain would have loved to give her a ‘three-month’ chip like some AA mentor, but I knew how this would have been received!)  The last few weeks had been much better. 

It felt to me that the worst was behind us, and not just because we’d managed to get away for a romantic long weekend together.  Leaving Thursday early evening I’d arranged a romantic weekend staying in the same hotel in Rhode Island where we’d spent our first anniversary.  It was Saturday morning, and we were taking a shoreline stroll to walk off a late breakfast before heading back to the hotel to make love – I hoped.  Sasha looking thoughtful as she snuggled into me, squeezing my hand as we walked.

“Sorry if I’ve been a bit of a bitch these last few months,” her voice full of genuine apology and regret.

“That’s okay, honey … I know it’s been tough for you,” I smiled, squeezing right back.  “I’ve missed it as well, but I know it’s been much harder for you than for me.”

That earned me an extra kiss on the cheek and extra closeness as she snuggled in tighter – boding well for what I hoped would happen when we got to the hotel.

“I do love you … you do know that, right?” she told me, sounding a little concerned.

“I know that, sweetheart … we both wanted the thing with Victor … at the start it was actually more for me … I can hardly blame you for enjoying it so much … for missing it so much now we’ve stopped … and I’m not blind or stupid … I know however much you enjoy our times together, I can never be enough of a replacement for Victor … give you what he gave you …”

She started to speak … planning to qualify or gainsay I think … but then she stopped herself … her face thinking before her lips opened again.

“Thanks for being so understanding, baby … you’re right … I can’t argue with anything you’ve just said,” a playful squeeze of my hand hinting she was ready to move on.  “And even if you’re not as ‘big’ as Victor, don’t make me scream and shout like him … which, by the way, I know you loved as much as me … even so, I love our times together … you’re the love of my life and … if you’ll still have me … I’d like to go back to that cozy little bedroom of ours and show you just how much I do love you … how much I love us …”

An hour and a half later and we were cuddling, enjoying that special post-coital closeness that’s one of the most blissful feelings on earth.  Her face telling me Sasha wanted to pick up our earlier conversation.

“You know, honey … of course I miss those times with Victor … just like I know you do … but I’m also glad they’ve ended,” she smiled sweetly, a smile that reminded me of that sweet young woman I’d met and fallen in love with all those years ago.

“Because, honestly,” she continued, “I did sometimes worry that Victor, the games, the sex, were all becoming too big a part of our life … crowding out our real life, crowding out ‘us’ and our love … so even though I miss him … a part of me is very glad we’ve ticked that box … and can move on … move back into our more wholesome and normal life.” 

She squeezed herself tight into my ribs.  “I’m really happy we can have more time together, just you and me, going back to what we had before … having tried it and enjoyed all the thrills.”

I loved this woman.  Loved the feel of her body and soul next to me, so physically and emotionally close.

She was right, spot on.  We’d both loved what we’d done, the experiences we’d had.  But it did feel good to be back just the two of us.  Whether it would last, whether it could last and for how long, ‘who knows’ was the thought echoing around my head.  But as long as it did last I was determined to enjoy it.

~~~~~    

2009 August

“Unless someone like you cares a whole awful lot, nothing is going to get better. It's not.  The End."

“Again, again,” five-year-old Phoebe three-foot-six of concentrated cuteness and inquisitiveness) demanded from her Auntie Sasha as she bounced up and down on her Auntie’s lap.  As if the simple act of enthusiastic bouncing would persuade her doting Aunt to read the Lorax a third time.

“No, sweetie … twice is enough … I also have to read a book for your little brother, before Uncle Jason and I have to go.”

We’d been around at Sasha’s big sister’s house all day – another side benefit of having ended things with Victor – more time for wholesome family activities.  Her sister Kate – two years my wife’s senior – was alone with her five-year-old and three-year-old all day, as her husband was away in Europe on business.

So we’d enjoyed a wonderful day of time with Kate and her kids.  Sasha had always been a doting Aunt and, I don’t know if I was imagining it, but now that things had ended with Victor, Sasha seemed especially maternal and attentive around little Phoebe and her brother Adam.

We’d both agreed that we wanted to wait just a few more years before we started a family, but sometimes I looked at how Sasha was with her niece and nephew, or looked at the expression on her face, and I wondered if she really knew her own mind.

“Phoebe, sweetie … I tell you what,” I recognized that voice – it was her placating voice I’d heard her often use with truculent passengers, “why don’t you choose three books that you like and which you think Adam might like and then put them in front of him, and see which he chooses … then you and he can both sit on my lap while I read the book to you.”

Phoebe’s thundery face instantly turned sunny as Sasha’s idea worked its magic and Phoebe set off to rifle through the bookcase for three books she liked, knowing that at least one of them would get read by her Aunt.  No doubt thinking there was also a fair chance she could guilt her loving Aunt into reading a second book before we finally called time on our day and made the ten-mile journey from Kate’s place to our home.

Days like this were wonderful in of themselves, but they also served to make both Sasha and me realize all of the upsides of ending the relationship with Victor.

For the first six months it had been brilliantly novel and exciting.  Ticking the box on the fantasy I’d started, and which Sasha had enthusiastically taken up.  But then after that high point of their first weekend away together in February 2009, things seemed to have gradually declined until finally Sasha had ended things with Victor in April the following year.

It wasn’t that we’d rewritten history – fooling ourselves that big parts of the whole Sasha-Victor thing hadn’t been insanely exciting, they had been – but day’s like today made us realize afresh all of the other amazing things there were to have within our lives.

The look on Sasha’s face as we hugged and kissed family and set off home telling me I wasn’t the only one thinking this.  

~~~~~    

2009 September

Another long week at work, but at least it was now Friday.  The airport taxi finally dropping me off at home just before nine p.m.  The tired driver nearly crashing into a the extra car on the drive.  Sasha’s bestie Lisa was visiting, making me smile.  Lisa always put Sasha in a good mood, guaranteeing a good start to the weekend.  Maybe even with side benefits for yours truly – our love life had been getting progressively better since the summertime when Sasha seemed to have finally come out of the worst of her post-Victor funk.

Before we’d started our games with Victor – now more just over a year ago – I’d never been one to snoop in the shadows.  But their twenty-one-month affair had embedded new habits in me, so I let myself in quietly and decided to treat myself to a few minutes of listening.  Telling myself it was wise and justified, that the better I understood what Sasha was really feeling and thinking, the better a husband I could be.  (The lies and half-truths we tell ourselves to justify what we know we’re going to do anyway!)

“Well, honestly, Lisa … I’m really pleased for you … I know ever since you split from Damien, I know you’ve really missed that side of things … and by the sound of it, this guy Samuel seems a keeper.”

From our everyday conversations I knew Sasha hadn’t seen much of her best friend lately.  The mix of Lisa’s current allocation to long haul domestic flights and the time she was spending with her new love interest, seriously cramping the time she had to spend with her bestie.  Quite ironic really - a total role reversal of how things had been in the first six months of Sasha’s relationship with Victor.  The guy who a few months ago had made the introductions between Lisa and his friend Samuel.  An introduction given right in the dog days of Sasha and Victor’s own relationship, the tone of my wife’s voice told me she was keen to hear all the salacious details of how things were going between her friend and the new man in her life.

“A keeper … you’re not wrong there … honestly, Sash … I couldn’t be happier … I’d never been with a black man before … apart from that worthless piece of shit ex-husband of mine, I only ever went with a couple of white guys before … and Samuel knocks them into the shade … and then some … honestly, sometimes I can hardly walk when he’s finished with me … not that I’m complaining,” she chuckled.

“Stop it … just stop it,” Sasha joked back.  “No need to be so graphic … now you know this poor white girl’s not getting any of that right now …”

“Ha!” Lisa retorted with a loud laugh.  “Now you just how I felt … all those months when you wouldn’t stop talking about how amazing Victor was … how he fucked you within an inch of your life … always left you begging for more … counting the minutes to the next time …”

“Stop it!” My laughing wife screeched at the top of her voice, making me wonder just how much these two had drunk tonight – I had a feeling I would be on taxi duty, or that Lisa would be staying over.  “Just stop it, Lisa … I’m over Victor, happy me and Jason have our old lives back … last thing I need right now is you talking all this shit.”


Chapter 11

2009 early November

“Leave the dishes, hun … let’s do them in the morning … I’m beat … let’s just go upstairs, they’ll still be there in the morning.”

I didn’t need much persuading.  She’d had a hard week at work and so had I.  But we’d not cried off the dinner we’d promised to Lisa and her new beau – Victor’s friend Samuel.  The meal had been too important to Lisa – she’d made that clear to Sasha – and we’d already had to cancel once.

Despite our tiredness, the evening had been pleasant and fun.  Samuel, (like Victor, from Nigeria) seemed a nice guy and was fun to talk to.  And I have to admit, seeing the loving vibes and chemistry between him and my wife’s best friend had certainly sparked a few memories from when we’d had Victor in our lives.

One hour, one foot rub and one slow, languid love making session later, Sasha and I were cuddling in bed together and I was wondering whether and how to respond to the casual comment Sasha had just made.

“Victor’s friend Samuel seemed real nice … real nice and handsome with it … and he seemed really into Lisa …”

Sasha had said all of this as nothing more than an innocent, throwaway comment.  But the trouble was that in the byzantine maze that was the kinky, fantasy part of my brain - her words had created the slimmest of openings to raise something that had been buzzing around in my head for the last few weeks.

It was no big deal – and Sasha knew about it – but I’d stayed in touch with Victor.  Like I said, she knew about it and it was no big deal.  We didn’t talk often, and it was mostly guy stuff.  But the last few weeks his friend Samuel’s relationship with Lisa had come up several times.  And a couple of times he’d made what I’d taken as a casual comment, mentioning that he and Samuel had another mutual friend who knew all about ‘Victor and Sasha’ and who had expressed more than a passing interest in getting to know Sasha if ever she and I decided we wanted to play again.

The first time Victor had mentioned him, I’d thought nothing of it – but the fact and the offer had obviously lodged somewhere in the depths of my brain.  Because the second time he mentioned this young friend – a twenty-two-year-old Ghanian called Andre – a day later, as casually as I could, I told Victor that if Andre was interested, I had no objections to Victor giving him my contact details.

Victor’s life had moved on – he didn’t want to get back with Sasha – but he was smart enough to see right through my supposed casual attitude and later that evening I received an email from this young Ghanian guy, Andre.

Well, that was four weeks ago now and since then my communications with this guy Andre had been growing in frequency and intensity.

At first it had just been messages, and I’d not thought that they’d lead anywhere.  To me they’d just added a little excitement.  Given me back just a small fraction of the excitement I’d enjoyed when Sasha and Victor’s relationship had been in its ‘full-on’ phase.

But even these first exchanges had revealed just how aggressive and confident this young guy was.  Andre felt a very different proposition than Victor.  Victor was an experienced bull in his mid-thirties.  This guy was much, much younger – only twenty-two and over here to get some experience, working in an engineering company that had close ties to his family’s business back home in Ghana.  And unlike Victor, Andre had only had a couple of cheating-type affairs with white women – but aside from this he had no experience in ‘playing the bull’ and knowing how to behave in the kind of three-way relationship we’d had with Victor.

Our early exchanges showed what I mean about the aggression and confidence.

His first message and the three images he sent had me sweating and wondering idly what might happen.  Sasha seemed happy back in her normal little world, but a little day dreaming seemed harmless enough.  Especially when the first two photos (face close-up and an undraped waist-up shot) – showed a very dark skinned and muscular young man.  Not ugly, but not especially handsome – just an ordinary looking young African guy with a well-muscled, athletic body – wide shoulders and at little shorter than Victor at maybe six foot or so, his skin shade at least two or three shades darker than Victor’s which had been more milk chocolate to Andre’s pure dark chocolate brown.

A: Hey Jason … our mutual friend Victor said you might be interested in talking … he shared some photos of Sasha … you got a fine woman there … any chance you can send some more shots … here’s a couple of me to let you know what I got for her ;-)

It was the third attachment to which the last part of his message was really referring – as it was a totally undraped photo of his groin area showing his manhood in a fully worked-up, fully erect condition.

Fuck!  The guy may have been fifteen or so years younger than Victor, but his cock was even more impressive.  His cock was an inch longer than Victor’s eight inches and seemed even thicker.

I did hesitate for a moment (would Sasha be happy with me sending photos), but only for a moment.  I was enjoying the adrenaline buzz too much and so with shaking fingers I sent a couple of fairly tame photos to Andre.  One was a bikini shot, one was similar but fully topless.

A: Sexy as fuck, man :) … you’re a lucky dog, Jason.  Anything more ‘risqué?’  Maybe something showing that sweet pussy of hers after Victor’s BBC was done with her?  I’m sure a shot like that would make you and me both hard!

You see what I mean by confidence and aggressive assertiveness. 

Here was a guy I’d never met before – a guy nine years my junior and he was beasting me into sharing the most intimate photos imaginable of my beautiful thirty-one-year-old air stewardess wife.

As my trembling fingers searched for something like he’d suggested, I wondered just how well this guy new Victor, just how much Victor had shared about the kinds of things Victor had managed to get me to go along with as he’d bulled Sasha.

~~~~~    

Since that first exchange a month ago, I’d almost lost track of how many messages Andre and I had shared.

Andre had been persistent and determined in his pursuit.  Messaging me often and always sending me messages and images designed to wear down any resistance and get me obsessing about what might happen between the two of them if ever Sasha decided she wanted to get back into the game.

And now, at least in my perverted mind anyway, Sasha’s throwaway comment about one of Victor’s friends being really into her best friend Lisa, had presented a possible opening to let Sasha know there was another one of Victor’s friends who was equally keen to get to know an air stewardess a little better!

Taking a deep breath, knowing the worst that was likely was a day or so of arguing or sulking, I took my courage in my hands.

“You know, Samuel’s not the only one of Victor’s friends who’s got himself a hankering for an air stewardess …”

As we cuddled, this earned me an immediate turn of the head and a probing, eagle-eyed stare. Together with a one-word command. 

“Spill.”

“Oh, it’s nothing really … well, you know how Victor and I sometimes exchange messages … well, he let on that one of his other friends - a big-cocked young guy called Andre – has got the hots for you something bad … so anyway, one thing led to another and, as I didn’t see any harm in it, this young buck’s been texting me, telling me how hot you are … what he’d like to do with that big cock of his …”

Sasha’s mouth half-opened and the look on her face spelled trouble.

“Anyway, it’s all harmless, I told him our lives have moved on … that we’re not into that kind of thing any more …”

Her mouth closed and the thunder clouds slowly rolled away – replaced by a thoughtful look before her head turned away so I couldn’t see.  An intentional move on her part, she didn’t want me to see what she was thinking.

~~~~~    

That conversation was on Friday night and nothing more was said about the matter or about Andre until Sunday evening when, as we cuddled after making love, Sasha requested my phone.  When I looked quizzically at her, she held her hand out and smiled in a way that made clear it wasn’t up for debate.

“You said this Andre guy has a big cock … and well, if you’ve been sharing photos of me with him … and knowing you, I’d be amazed if you haven’t … then the least a girl’s entitled to is a little Sunday night eye candy … after all, just because that chapter’s closed, doesn’t mean a girl can’t reminisce …”

Ten seconds later my wife’s eyes went wide.

“Oh my … he is a talented young man, isn’t he,” her eyes lingering far longer than was appropriate for a married woman of thirty-one before she flipped back to the other two photos.

“But he’s so young … twenty-two, you say?”

“Yeah, he’s over here as some kind of exchange, experience program between his family company back home and a local Wayne, Detroit engineering supplier of theirs … I guess Victor spoke about you in such glowing terms and shared a photo or two showing how beautiful and sexy you are … and so young Andre’s asked himself ‘hey, if Samuel can bag himself a hot stewardess, why can’t I...’”

“’Bag himself a hot stewardess’,” she parroted back.  “For heaven sake, we’re not just sex-on-legs you know … we are real people, not just commodities … however much airlines might have tried to sell us that way in the past …”

“Don’t shoot the messenger, honey!” I appealed, hands in the air in mock surrender.  “Anyway, how’s that different from your comment about ‘eye candy’ and wanting to get yourself an eyeful of the youngster’s big black cock?”

She was about to say ‘that’s different’ but stopped herself, I’m sure aware of how hypocritical that would have sounded, her face suddenly going into neutral, before she smiled as a thought occurred to her.

“You say he thinks I’m hot?”

We were on far safer territory here.  “Of course, honey.  What man with eyes and a pulse wouldn’t think you’re hot?”

~~~~~    

The next couple of weeks I could tell something was going on in Sasha’s head.  I wasn’t totally sure, but for me the timing suggested it was something to do with the two conversations we’d had about Andre.

Patience has never been a great strength of mine, but I knew I needed to give my wife the time and space she needed to work out whatever it was that was going round and round in her brain.

Even though she wasn’t involving me in her thought process, I was pretty sure I knew the kind of things she was struggling with.  She’d loved the sex and excitement with Victor – for the best part of two years he’d been an integral part of our lives.  But she equally loved the more simple, wholesome pleasures we’d gotten back when we’d ended things with him.  She loved the simplicity and equilibrium we’d re-discovered, the extra closeness between the two of us and with her family.

I had to think that she was weighing it all up, trying to make a choice.

And what about me?

Part of me felt guilty at having put this idea back into her head.  About telling her all about Andre and how keen he was to meet up with her.

But the truth is if I’d have been that consumed by guilt, I’d never have mentioned it in the first place.  Ending it with Victor had been the right thing to do – but I missed that part of our lives like hell and just couldn’t resist getting to know this young guy and seeing where things went.

If I’d not mentioned him that Friday night after the meal with Lisa and Samuel, I’m sure I’d have found another opportunity to mention him a few days or weeks later.  To dangle the bait in front of Sasha and see if she bit.

~~~~~    

It was a full two weeks later, in the middle of November, that Sasha reached her conclusion.  Again reaching out for me to hand her my phone as she wrapped a long, silky gown around herself and moved towards our bedroom door.

“Well, if this young man thinks I’m so hot, it would be selfish of me to deny him the pleasure of my company,” she chuckled before raising an eyebrow.  “But if anything happens … and I’m not saying it will … this is on you, Jason …”

I didn’t respond … it wasn’t the kind of statement where she wanted a response and I just lay there, now alone, hands interlocked behind my head, gazing up at the ceiling.  Excited at what I’d possibly set in train, but also more than a bit fearful of the unknown.


Chapter 12

2009 late November

“Do you think he’ll like it?” my excited, nervous wife asked, smoothing down the short hem of the red mini dress she was wearing.  Pulling down the front and re-arranging her ample chest so that our new young friend would get a good show of what was on offer.

After the weeks of Sasha’s indecision and then their last week of finally talking, we were now about to take the next step - meeting up with Andre in person.

The last week, ever since Sasha had overcome her confused feelings and decided to contact Andre, I’d gotten used to the long parts of the evening when I’d lose my wife. As she disappeared off into a different part of the house for a prolonged call with her new young friend.  Or the parts of the evening when we might be physically together – maybe laying together on the couch watching TV – but when she was emotionally absent.  The warmth of her body next to mine, but her mind focused on another long text exchange with her young Ghanian admirer.

These calls, always leaving my wife flushed and excited afterwards, and long text exchanges had continued all week, and culminated in Sasha telling me just the night before that she’d like to invite Andre to our home.

Sasha’s agreeing to a meet-up didn’t surprise me – every night I saw just how excited she was.  What did surprise me was that she was suggesting the venue as our home.

With Victor it had taken months and months before she’d been comfortable enough to break that particular glass ceiling.  Insisting for absolutely ages on keeping a boundary between the real world of our little nest and the sterile, clinical hotel rooms where we first met.  Before she felt comfortable enough to meet up at Victor’s place.

But with this confident young Ghanian, things seemed to be moving at an altogether faster pace.  No sterile, ‘keep him at a distance’ hotel room for her young Ghanian admirer!  Even after just a week of nightly calls and texting, Sasha was telling me she was fine to invite him into our inner sanctum.  Into our home.

“Well?”  She was still asking how the young Ghanian would react to her dress, a little short tempered at my lack of response.

“He’ll love it, honey!”

Truth was, he wasn’t the only one who was loving this evening.

For myself, I had the double pleasure.  The pleasure of seeing the woman I loved so animated and bubbly with anticipation and excitement.

Then of course there was my own selfish pleasure.  We were now right at the end of November, and I’d not had a chance to watch Sasha indulge our shared fantasy since way back in April.  Seven full months of nothingness in this regard.  Sure, I’d loved the extra time Sasha and I had together during these seven months.  That was wonderful for both of us. 

But having gone through the de-toxing, cold turkey at the end of Sasha’s affair with Victor and then re-centered our love and our marriage, I think we were both ready to play again.

I’d maybe reached this conclusion before Sasha – that’s why I’d allowed Victor to connect me to Andre.  But even for Sasha, it had only been three weeks from the first time I mentioned him to her standing in front of me.  Standing in front of me worrying about whether this well-off young Ghanian, fully nine years her junior, would find her attractive enough.

A problem which I knew was purely in her imagination.  From my several weeks of exchanging messages with Andre, I knew just how much the twenty-two-year-old was into my wife – never mind that she would soon be thirty-two, to him she was smoking hot! 

A hotness, like for so many men, made even more sexy by the thought of bedding an airline stewardess.  So beautiful, so keen to please yet teasingly cool and out of reach.  Alongside nurses and teachers, stewardesses – especially one’s as sexy and beautiful as Sasha – were up there in the Top Three for virtually any man who’d ever flown.

So however nervous Sasha was, however concerned she was about the reaction of the confident and very well-off young man, the chance of tonight ending up in anything other than the start-up of our old games was virtually zero.

~~~~~    

Even through our near two years with Victor as Sasha’s lover, he’d been a rare visitor to our home – Sasha always keen to not cause suspicion amongst our neighbors.

So she’d suggested that Andre and I meet up on the west side of Detroit and that I give Andre a ride to our house, so the neighbors wouldn’t see any strange cars.

We met at the pre-agreed place which was sufficiently quiet that it was easy to spot Andre standing their casually next to his car.  A brand-new Cadillac Escalade that put our Ford to shame.  His family’s business was obviously doing well.

As I drove us back to Jackson, I’d half expected some last-minute wobbles and a call canceling from Sasha.  That would have been entirely in keeping with how she’d often been thinking since she broke up with Victor.  But there was none of that – her last week of near constant communication with Andre had seen to that.

After shaking my hand and the briefest of small talk, Andre checked his watch – an expensive gold Rolex, probably worth more than our car – and asked me how long the drive was. 

Throughout the next thirty minutes the young Ghanian couldn’t control his excitement at finally getting to meet up with and spend time with my beautiful wife. 

He and I had communicated plenty before the last week.  But ever since Sasha had taken the bait and made contact with him, understandably all his attentions had been focused on her; between him and me had been total radio silence.  An omission he now remedied and then some as he regaled me with edited highlights from his and Sasha’s exchanges.

“Honestly, Jason … that woman of yours, she so needs a good black fucking … every time I’ve talked to her … wow … just fucking wow, she’s so pumped and horny … she’s desperate for it,” he chuckled. 

Remembering back to how excited she’d looked, how keen to impress she’d been when I’d left, I couldn’t argue with him.

“Fuck, man … when we’ve been talking … honestly, man … she’s virtually creaming herself, she wants me so bad,” he grinned.  It felt so wrong to be talking about the woman I loved like this.  Yet after so many months without our sexy games, it felt so damned hot. 

“Gonna bang her so hard … gonna tap this sweet pussy real, real regular … every chance I get man … I know that’s what she wants, man.”  His comments making me shiver with a mix of fear and anticipation. 

It was so long since those first few months with Victor when their affair had burned so bright.  When he’d been a near constant presence in our marriage, hooking up two or three times a week with Sasha.  I’d grown reaccustomed to having her back, all to myself.  But now this over-confident young man was threatening to smash this all up again.  A thought which terrified me and excited me in equal measure.

He carried on like this virtually through the whole journey, all the talk building both of us up to a fever pitch of excitement until finally we pulled into our drive.  All his crude, aggressive talk before he’s even met by beautiful wife was so different to how Victor had behaved. Reminding me how different he was to Victor, so young and immature, sending a shiver of worry through me as I wondered how things would play with someone so young and inexperienced.

~~~~~    

Andre got out and followed me to the front door.  As I turned the key in the lock and went inside, Andre was right behind me.

“Honey, I’m home,” I called out as I came in, seeing Sasha coming round the corner.

She was smiling broadly, clearly showing her excitement as she came bouncing toward Andre. She looked absolutely stunning in that tight little red minidress and heels.  Her ample breasts jiggled with each step as she approached.  Her protruding hard nipples clearly showed through the thin dress material, betraying her excitement at finally meeting the young man who Victor thought could be his replacement.

“Andre, it’s wonderful to meet you,” her voice sounded giddy with excitement.  Anyone only listening would have put her not him as the out of control youngster.

Belying his age, Andre did that old school thing and took her hand and gently pressed it to his lips. 

“Thank you, Andre,” she gushed, cheeks blushing, her eyes demurely turned down as if she was shy.

As we stepped towards him I could virtually see the energy buzzing off Sasha – her face was so flushed, she was so vibrant.  Was this the same woman who’d been happy to abandon our games and go back to a staid, conventional marriage?  There were certainly few signs of that woman – all the signs were that seven months without had made her hungrier than ever for the kind of games Andre wanted to play with her.

For someone so much younger than us, Andre’s confidence and ‘take control’ attitude was off the charts. 

He held Sasha at arm’s length and gave her the old head to toe once over.  Fuck!  He was acting like he was some big time movie or fashion director, rather than some ‘kid’ nine years younger than us.

“Oh, wow … Sasha, sweetheart … the photos didn’t do you justice … you’re ten times more beautiful in person than I ever even dared imagine …”

After so long without, Sasha was lapping it up, her smile so big it looked like it might split her face right in two.  She was beaming from ear-to-ear, beaming like a little girl who’s just won top of class and pony club all rolled into one.

Looking at the two of them, reading their body language, you’d have been hard-pressed to work out who was the mature, professional woman and who was the young man barely out of his teens.  I guess that’s what money does to your confidence levels!

After several seconds of silence, my beaming wife finally managed to squeak an answer, “you’re not so bad yourself.” 

The way she was hungrily smiling at the athletic young Ghanian telling all of us she meant it.  It had been seven months now since she’d been with Victor and there was little doubt as to how tonight was going to end up.

In her heels they were similar in height, so it was easy for him to lightly grasp her hips and lean across to place the lightest of kisses on her lips.

Victor had told me that Sasha and I would like this kid – that I shouldn’t be taken in by his young age, and now I was seeing just what he meant.  From all our earlier conversations I knew just how desperate he was for Sasha, but you’d never sense his desperation from the confident way he was controlling her and controlling the whole game.

Almost as excited as the couple themselves, I was taking in every little detail. Noticing Sasha’s subconscious reaction – the slight lean forward of her upper torso and shoulders to mirror Andre, a signal she wanted more.  A signal Andre also didn’t miss as he gave her a second kiss.  Still brief and teasing, a lot less than he knew Sasha wanted.  A signal for me to do something I’d planned out earlier – making an excuse to give them some privacy to get to know each other better.

“Excuse me, I got an email while we were driving … I just need a while to sort it out, ” I blurted out,  trying to leave without my painfully throbbing erection being too obvious.

The little shakes and slightly anxious look I suddenly saw in Sasha telling me she understood exactly what I was doing.  Her nervous smile to me telling me she was glad but also realized what this meant was now, finally likely to happen.  Finally likely to happen after a week of nothing more than words, teasing and building each other up.

“Let’s sit down?” Andre invited, pointing at the sofa, taking Sasha’s arm and sitting knee-to-knee next to her on the sofa.

I left the room as Sasha and Andre began to make small talk.  I headed to my office and deliberately stayed there, leaving the two of them alone. 

I managed to listen discreetly from my office as they talked for several minutes.  But as their conversation became quieter and quieter, I managed to hear less and less until finally I didn’t hear any conversation at all.

For several minutes I resisted – thinking things would go better without me and that, at least this first time, I owed it to them to give them privacy.

But in the end I couldn’t resist and walked quietly down the hall until I came around the corner and was back in the living room. 


Chapter 13

2009 late November

At first they didn’t spot me as I was greeted by a sight that told me exactly why the conversation had stopped - Sasha’s hands were holding the youngster’s huge cock upright while her head was bobbing up and down in his lap.  The young Ghanaian’s own hands weren’t idle – he had his hands inside my wife’s red dress, massaging and kneading her ample breasts.  Staying as quiet and unobtrusive as I could, I moved through the room and took a seat across from them, but Andre looked over at me as my movement caught the corner of his eye.

“Fuck, man … I can hardly believe it … a guy liking his woman being with another man … you really cool with this?” he asked, pointing down at my wife sucking his cock. 

After everything with Victor, I thought I was past this, but his words made me wince with embarrassment, his question reminding me this was his first time in a situation like this. Reminding me his only other times with white women being a couple of short-lived cheating-type affairs, where the woman’s significant other didn’t know and wasn’t present.

For the first time in the flesh, I saw his member.  Victor’s cock had been damned impressive and made me feel intimidated and ashamed by my own cock size.  But Andre’s cock was even more enormous, sliding in and out of Sasha’s widely stretched mouth.  He was fully erect, and looked every inch of the nine inches he’d claimed, with an impressive girth that looked definitively fatter than Victor’s cock.  So fat that Sasha was really struggling to get her mouth around him, his meat glistening with her saliva as she furiously sucked his dick.

Despite the weeks of communication and the talk in the car, now the moment of truth had finally arrived, I suddenly felt nervous to answer his question.  Having to cough and clear my throat. 

“Yeah, we have a pretty open relationship, like with Victor” I told him simply. 

Andre just grinned, hardly able to believe his luck – it was as if until he’d finally felt Sasha’s mouth on his cock he’d still been fearful this was all still some big joke.  A joke at his expense arranged by Victor, me and Sasha.

But with his huge black cock deep in her throat, now he just grinned, knowing it was all for real.  He had half his huge cock deep in my beautiful wife’s mouth and her husband was sitting opposite him with a painfully erection and a face flushed with embarrassment as I told him this was just the way we rolled.

Grinning like a fool, he turned away from me and went back to watching Sasha going down on him.  Reaching down to pull her little red minidress up and over her head while she continued to blow him. Fully freeing my stewardess wife’s big breasts, allowing him to knead them more roughly.  Except for her panties and heels, now leaving her as naked as he was.

“That’s it, baby,” he hissed at Sasha.  “Suck that big, black, African cock.”

For several minutes, Sasha continued to frantically suck the twenty-two-year old’s huge black member, almost gagging several times as his massive ebony pole struck the back of her throat.  It had been months since she’d sucked a really big cock and she seemed to have lost the knack.  Andre’s extra size compared to Victor not helping, as she coughed and sputtered.  Saliva hanging in a long rivulet from her chin, boobs swaying back and forth as she worked him in and out of her mouth. 

Even if she was struggling, she wasn’t short of enthusiasm.  It was like this was what she’d been dreaming off non-stop the last few weeks.  Ever since that chance conversation had allowed me to mention Andre to her, had allowed me to reignite that hunger for big black dick.  A hunger we’d been fooling ourselves as been extinguished after she’d ended things with Victor.

As I watched them – Sasha’s mouth and head doing all the work, the well-endowed African’s hands behind his head, just enjoying the spectacle and feelings – my mind was full of all kinds of thoughts. 

But as I stared at this tableau of lust and pure sexual desire, three things kept coming back to me as being especially significant about my wife’s mental state and about this new man in our lives. 

One, that Sasha really had the hots for this young Ghanian guy. 

Victor had suggested he’d be ‘just the one’ for us, but I’d been skeptical because of his young age.  But looking at the chemistry between them and how eagerly Sasha was letting him explore her body while she paid homage to his cock, I realized I couldn’t have been more wrong.

The combination of his confidence and assertive ways, his dark-dark skin and the fact my wife was playing with a cock even bigger than Victor’s fat eight inches indicated that, even within a few minutes of meeting, the black youngster seemed to have an almost hypnotic power over my wife. 

I marveled at the transformation I’d seen in the last few days. The doting Auntie Sasha who’d been enjoying living on the respectable side of the tracks, in just a matter of days smashed into a million pieces.  ‘Doting Auntie Sasha’ now just a distant memory, replaced by the lust-fueled woman who’d been Victor’s white girlfriend for nearly two years.  The lust-fueled woman who was taking control of my wife all over again.

The second thought that kept coming back to me was just how desperate for sex with this young well-endowed African Sasha must have become. 

The way Sasha was moaning as she let him explore her body here in the sanctity of our home said it all.  It had taken months for Sasha to grant Victor the privilege of playing their games here in our home.  Her attraction for Andre and her urgent need for his big black cock were the only rational explanation for why things had moved so much faster with the youngster than she’d allowed with Victor.

She’d come to love the sexual fulfilment that Victor’s big black cock had given her for so many months.  And after seven months without, the last week of nightly love talk with Andre had left her totally defenseless.  Watching her head in his lap, it was clear to me that every cell in her being was focused on one thing alone – getting herself into bed with this big cocked young African.

If this was all about my wife and her needs, the third and final thought that kept coming back was very different.  Not about Sasha, but about this young guest in our home.  The same thought as I’d had listening to his aggressive, over-the-top rantings as we’d driven across town in our car – the thought of how different this confident, rich young Ghanian was compared to Victor.

Not only was he physically different to Victor.  Darker skin, a slimmer but still muscular and athletic build.  Differences my wife seemed to like – but his personality and maturity were totally different.

Victor was a mature man who’d been married himself and who loved to play the game – but who knew how marriages work and also had no desire to do anything that might harm Sasha and my marriage.

Sure, he wanted to make it clear he was the bull, the dominant male in our strange three-way relationship.  But it had all been a game to him. 

He wanted dominance, but didn’t want to damage.  But even from all my exchanges with Andre over the last few weeks, and seeing how he was tonight, I knew in my bones this young Ghanian didn’t give a fuck about our marriage.

All he cared about was his own pleasure and the fun and kicks he could get as for the first time in his life he got to play bull to a white married couple.  All his other experiences had been tame and very limited compared to what was potentially on offer to him now.

Watching this much more immature and spoilt young man – his hands squeezing Sasha’s boobs, or twined through her hair, pulling her head up and down on his monstrous cock - all of these realizations swirled around my head. 

Maybe for another man they might have caused pause, or caused him to pull his wife away and slam on the brakes.  But not for me. 

If after seven months without, Sasha was desperate to start up our games again, I was in exactly the same position.  For the best part of two years I’d enjoyed my strange pleasures as Victor had bulled my wife – the male top to my male bottom in relation to Sasha. 

And now, after seven months cold turkey, just like Sasha, whatever my fears and worries, I was helpless to resist whichever direction Andre planned on taking things.

~~~~~

Finally, Andre seemed to have had his fill of my wife cravenly slobbering all over his huge cock.  Pulling her head up and off his cock - hard and menacing, throbbing with excitement – he pulled her to her feet. 

Standing there - all pale, soft and beautiful she was in perfect contrast to his dark, athletic muscles. 

Stood there only in her heels and soaked red panties, they were face-to-face as Andre looked deep into my wife’s soft and emotional brown eyes. 

“Gonna fuck you so hard, Sasha … gonna make you cum so good … make up for all those lost months when you’ve had no black dick to keep you satisfied.” 

That last comment delivered with a brief turn of the head to the chair where I was sitting.  Making me feel so humiliated I just wanted the armchair to swallow me whole.  Feeling insanely embarrassed but also ridiculously aroused.

Licking his finger like an old-time bank teller about to count notes, he squeezed both nipples than ran his wetted finger down the middle of my wife’s chest.  All the time his eyes burning into hers until his finger burrowed inside the front of her panties and I saw an involuntary wince on my wife’s pretty features as his finger entered her.

Placing one hand on her hip, all of the fingers of the other joined the first digit inside her panties as he smiled at his discovery.

“That’s good, Sash … you’re already dripping wet for me … you want what I’ve got to give you?  Thought you would do … after the way we’ve been teasing each other all week.” 

My wife’s eyes seemed hypnotized, unable to stop looking at Andre’s dark young face.  Eyes wide, pupils dilated, her face seemingly frozen until she gasped and bit her lip.  The motion of his arm and the grinning sneer on his face suggesting that at least a couple more of his fingers were now inside my wife.

“If this is how good my fingers feel, Sasha,” he hissed, another wrist thrust causing another wince, “just imagine how good my big black cock’s gonna feel,” he teased my struggling wife. 

“Now you know just how much bigger I am than Victor, just imagine how much your gonna love that big cock of mine after so many months going without,” he sneered, looking across at me again for the briefest of moments.

Another twist of the wrist and upward pump made Sasha wince again, her sharp intake of breath audible as her ribs and boobs wobbled in response. 

“And, just think Sasha, what with me being so much younger than Victor … let’s just say I’m gonna be hard most of the night … and you’re gonna be the lucky, lucky lady who gets to benefit …”

Sasha’s eyes were watering now from the steady in and out motion of his fingers.  Her breathing telling me she was on the first rungs of that stairway to heaven. 

Andre saw it as well and slowly withdrew his glistening digits – his plans didn’t involve Sasha cumming this way.  The disappointed look on her face as he withdrew making my wife look like a little girl who’d just lost the pony club prize.  That is until he scooped her up in his muscular arms and carried her over to a large ottoman that sat in front of the sofa. 

Laying her down on her back on the ottoman, he then pulled her totally sodden red panties down her shapely legs and off as my wife helpfully lifted her hips.  Now he had her exactly as he wanted – exactly as she wanted to be.

~~~~~    

Her bald pussy – a shock to me, landing strip freshly shaved off - glistened with excitement as Andre knelt at her feet and gently spread her legs. 

He slowly lowered his mouth to her pussy and began licking her slit, making me instantly jealous that he’d be the one getting to taste Sasha’s sweet nectar.

Despite his young age, he expertly took my wife’s swollen labia in between his lips and gently pulled on them. She began moaning in ecstasy as he licked and sucked her pussy sensuously.

For several minutes, he licked, sucked, and pulled on her tender tissues, as my wife grew progressively more excited at being back again with a black lover.  Andre finally achieving his goal – as unable to stand it anymore, Sasha began pulling him upwards, away from her pussy.

“I need you inside me!” she mewled, the urgency and desperation  dripping from her voice.  The normal, conservative woman I’d seen doting and playing with her niece and nephew just weeks ago finally sunk by her needs.  She couldn’t stand it anymore – she needed a good, hard fucking from a cock much bigger and blacker than the one I could give her.  The last few weeks, the last few hours had given her a need for black cock more desperate than had she never been with Victor in the first place.  To me, she looked and sounded like a junkie who’s come off the wagon and who – knowing the highs of the fix – is twice as crazed and twice as hooked as first time around.

Still kneeling between her legs, Andre slid her back all the way down the ottoman until her pussy reached the edge of it.  Then, using one hand to guide himself, I saw him take his thick, hard nine-inch cock and work the huge tip of it around Sasha’s wet, soft tissues – working it around and around in a teasing circle. 

Propping herself up on her elbows, Sasha used the last of her self-control and willpower to make one last link back to the real world.

“Condom, condom …” she moaned, with pleading in her look to the young Ghanian.

Continuing to work that plum-shaped cockhead in a circle, he just grinned.

“Not how we do it in my country … you want me, you take me as nature intended … bare … besides which, I know that’s how you want my cock anyway … Victor told me how much you prefer bare cock …”

She just stared down between her legs, watching the pattern his shiny cockhead made as it moved, a look of tortured indecision on her face before she looked back at him with a look of pleading on her face.

“Please, Andre … please, not like this … soon, I promise … but not like this … not for our first time together …”

He looked angry.  Frustrated and upset - the rich kid from a culture where men got their way and women were often just used as sex and child-rearing vessels.  A look that slowly softened to only half mad as he processed.  “So this is just our first time together then?”

Sasha didn’t speak to answer, her soft smile speaking for her as Andre grunted and lifted off to find a condom before returning between my wife’s legs.  Still parted and waiting for his return, the tension left her shoulders as she saw his latex covered cock. 

But, unless I was imagining it, there was also a faint look of disappointment – a big part of her having wanted to take his over-sized black cock bare.  Just like she’d enjoyed with Victor once she felt comfortable enough.

I’m ashamed to admit it, but her masked look of disappointment matched my own face.  If I hadn’t known how much it would have annoyed her, I’d have added my voice to Andre’s – asking her to relent and let the aggressive young Ghanian go bare into her pussy.  Something that had always excited me with Victor and which I now dearly wanted her to give to this young kid. 

But this was something I knew was a very deep, spiritual thing for her.  Something which – even for a guy she was crushing on like Andre – she wasn’t prepared to give until she was fully ready.

Boring, latex mechanics now over, he circled the head a couple times more around her opening, then leaned forward, slowly starting to push himself inside his new, older conquest. 

With just the head and first couple of inches inside her stretched opening, Sasha was already panting, moaning with excitement as the young Ghanian prepared to fully impale her.

I may have seen this all before with Victor, but my appetite was refreshed by our lay-off and I watched as fascinated as if it was my wife’s very first black cock as he thrust that monster inside her.  The next two or three fat inches slipping in until he had about half the length of his black spear inside of Sasha’s excited pussy.  After all these months with just me, my wife gasped with surprise from his size as he entered her. My kinky, cuckold mind reminding me that with just over half his cock inside her, he was already giving her the same length my entire cock gave her.  Even ignoring the considerable difference in girth, he was just getting started and had plenty more to give her. 

As if to prove the point, the brash young African began to slowly glide his huge cock in and out of my sexy wife. With each thrust, he sank deeper into her.  For someone so young and immature, taking surprising care to stretch her slowly to accommodate his size. 

He was being careful physically, but his attitude was still shot through with arrogance, smirking at the way my beautiful wife – fully nine years his junior - was totally under his power as she writhed underneath him as he slowly filled her fuller than she had ever been in her life.  Giving her even more cock than Victor had given her.

“Shit,” she moaned as he penetrated her deeper and deeper.  “Andre, baby, your cock is so fucking huge!”

Andre just laughed as he continued to stretch and fill her until finally, his huge black balls slid gently against her wet labia, indicating that he had fully sheathed himself in my wife’s tight white pussy.  Laughing and grinning that, after weeks and months of talking to Victor, talking to me and dreaming about it – he was finally balls deep and owning my beautiful wife’s pussy.

Now he was completely inside her, Andre began to rhythmically slide in and out. Making good, long, steady strokes into and out of her wetness.  Making me feel jealous that my own length didn’t allow me to do this as   I watched her juices glistening on all nine inches of him as the woman who loved me pulled and pawed at his young, dark body - begging him to fuck her stronger and faster.

“Harder!” Sasha’s voice was a breathless groan.  “Fuck me with that big, black cock!”

Andre chuckled at just how lost and helpless she was, pushing her legs up until her thighs touched all the way to her breasts.  Sasha now exposing herself fully to him in the lewdest and most open posture possible as he began thrusting even harder and more insistently into my wife’s gaping pussy.  The sound of his young, potent seed-filled balls slapping audibly against Sasha’s drenched lips as he hammered her relentlessly.

By now, Sasha was screaming in delight with each deliberate stroke as Andre pounded away at her.  The way she was responding to him, to the fucking he was giving her, telling me that even after just one week of contact he already owned her more than I could ever have anticipated.

Already she appeared right on the edge of a massive orgasm, making Andre grin even more as he withdrew his glistening cock and roughly flipped her over, now lying flat on the ottoman on her stomach.  Pulling her up on her knees but pushing down on her shoulders so her big tits were squashed down to the ottoman’s velour fabric. 

With one hand now placed on the small of her back, holding her down hard, he used the other hand to guide himself back into my wife’s wetness.  Happy his cockhead and first inch were in place, with one hard, deliberate stroke he fully reentered her dripping wetness and buried himself balls deep all the way into her pussy. 

Sasha screamed at the top of her voice as the young Ghanian slammed home.  The depth and animal forcefulness of his actions finally sending her over the top.  Giving her what she’d wanted and needed since his finger assault on her pussy.  Only finally allowed to cum now he had her squirming on the end of his huge dick.

Like he’d said with the condom - maybe it truly was different for him back home with Ghanian girls.  But whatever the explanation, he gave her barely four or five seconds to recover before starting to ride her hard.   Causing Sasha after just a couple more minutes to begin convulsing underneath him all over again.  My own experience telling me that right now her core muscles were twitching and pulsating during her fierce orgasm. That she was tightly clenched around his cock.  With my normal-sized cock I knew and felt that, his massive member must be getting squeezed really hard.  I could just imagine the ecstasy he was in as she came hard on his dick.

Again, only a few moments of recovery before he was at her again.  Determined to make an unforgettable impression on her during their first time together.  Like he’d said in the ride over – he planned on this being a regular thing, so he needed to make her swoon and lust over what he could do for her.

His hips were already building up speed all over again as he brushed away at the matted hairs on her forehead.  “That’s it, that’s it!” he groaned at my sweating wife.  “I want you to cum again hard on my big black cock!  Show hubby just how much you love it and need it!”

Andre was now stroking in and out with a vengeance.  Sasha’s ass jiggled each time that he slammed home. Even though she’d cum twice already, she was besotted by this young Ghanian and wantonly reached behind to grab his ass. Pulling Andre harder and deeper into her body, wanting and needing every faction of an inch he could give her with each vigorous stroke. 

Inevitably, the power and depth of his fucking, the thickness of his cock continued to make her cum hard. Screaming at the top of her lungs as he fucked her harder than I’ve ever seen her get fucked before.  Even in their nearly two years together, I’d never seen the older and more mature Victor fuck my wife this hard.  The power and speed, the sheer forcefulness with which the young African was fucking her was definitely his way of making a statement – his way of saying ‘I’m the best, forget the old man Victor, forget your husband … I’m the man for you…’

“You ready for this?” Andre demanded, his voice not brooking any dissent or even caring about the answer.

“I’m gonna cum!” she screamed.  Sasha’s feelings so intense she couldn’t speak.  She could only nod her head up and down helplessly as he picked up the pace of his fucking just when both of us thought he couldn’t fuck any more savagely. Slamming himself home at a frantic pace as he brought himself to orgasm.

Finally, with one titanic thrust, the young Ghanian impaled himself fully into my wife and held his cock deep inside her.  His thick black cock now pressed right up against her cervix as he let out a huge, resonant scream that signaled that his big cock was filling my wife’s pussy.  Over and over, the young African groaned, his body convulsing as his cock jetted stream after stream of cum into her.  My own mind praying and sweating that the super-thin latex hat did its job, capturing those millions and millions of aggressive little swimmers.  Even as a sick, perverted part of me wished the opposite, that maybe the latex would rip or malfunction.

Even after her two earlier body-snapping cums, Sasha’s orgasm was even more intense as Andre filled her with his virile cum.  My wife screaming repeatedly as he filled her.  As the last of his seed shot into her, her orgasm mercifully slowly started subsiding. Leaving her panting for breath face down on the ottoman, as Andre hung his head, recovering from own massive orgasm.

After catching their breath, Andre slowly climbed to his feet.  He reached down and pulled Sasha to stand.  As she stood, I saw a long, extended drop of white cum drip out of her pussy and fall to the floor.  Andre’s cock hanging only slightly down and deflated, showing the continuing state of his desire.

“Where’s the bedroom?” he asked.

“Up there,” Sasha pointed, still gasping for air.   Andre took her by the hand – only stopping to take two packets of condoms from his pants pocket - and led her around the sofa and up the stairs toward our bedroom.

“Wait here,” he gruffly told me.  I did as he said, and sat on the sofa for the next few hours as I heard the sounds of him vigorously fucking Sasha upstairs. Making me begin to wonder what I had gotten myself into.

It had taken Victor months to get Sasha to this point – fucking in our home, fucking overnight in our marital bed.  But the young Ghanian had achieved the same in one week of talking and one night of passion.

A thought that made me shiver with a mix of fear and anticipation at what would happen next.  Now that we were well and truly back in the game.  My heart physically aching, fit to break as I contemplated the highs and lows I knew my poor emotions would have to endure in the coming hours.  In the coming days.  My cock was rock hard, and I’d have it no other way – but that didn’t mean I was blind to the emotional price to be paid.


Chapter 14

2009 late November

“You have to go now … leave them alone … they’ll be plenty of time for that later,” she giggled.  Her giggle followed by a small moan, leading me to suspect that the ‘them’ she referred to were her boobs and that Andre was having a last play before finally, at the third time of asking, he did what my wife asked and headed home so that she and I could have some time together.  Could reconnect and talk, check things were still all in one piece.

It was Saturday early afternoon.  All through the night, then again on Saturday morning and lunchtime they’d not been quiet or discreet.  Quite the opposite.  The door to the master bedroom had been left open – intentionally I suspected – and their voices and cries of passion had been loud. 

Mostly because that was how it was – both of them excited and enjoying the newness and raw sexuality of their multiple couplings after a week of constantly teasing each other.

But also in part because both of them wanted me to hear – wanted me to hear for their different reasons.  Sasha’s motives purer – she knew I’d enjoy being involved in this way, her way of making sure I enjoyed it almost as much as she did. 

Andre’s motives were wholly more selfish and egotistical – wanting to lay down a marker even on his first night with Sasha that she was loving the sex so much that he was already top dog. 

Never mind his immaturity and lack of years, he wanted me to hear so that I couldn’t avoid knowing that he was fucking my wife so much better than I ever did. That he was now the alpha male in her eyes.

And to my shame, after so long living the life where Victor was Sasha’s bull followed by seven months of no such fun, I loved the way he was taking control.  Even though part of me was deeply frightened by his reckless immaturity and lack of experience, I loved the sounds I was hearing and the pictures my imagination was conjuring.

As far as I could tell, they must have fucked two or three times more before finally everything went quiet in the early hours of Saturday morning. 

Then they’d woken just after seven and fucked a couple of times more.  Fuck number one and two separated by the sounds of the shower coming on and the sounds of love making coming from our bathroom.  Before the sounds moved back to the bedroom for a more conventional, drier finishing session.

Then Sasha had snuck down the stairs to grab some food from the fridge, bumping into me as I came down the stairs and she went up.  An embarrassed look on her face making me think she was a little embarrassed that she’d come out of the bedroom but hadn’t thought to come and talk to me.

“I’ll get rid of him soon, honey … then we can catch up … talk,” she blushed.

To my shame, I wasn’t much better.

“It’s okay… take your time … I can hear you’re having fun … and I know it’s been a long time … just enjoy yourself, we’ll have our time later …”

“Are you sure?” her worried brow asked.  My nodded answer being just what she wanted to see.  Just what I knew she wanted to see.

“Thanks, babe … you’re the best …” she beamed, genuinely meaning it.

I almost said ‘this was as much for me as for you’, but this would have been too demeaning.  Even for me.

~~~~~    

‘Too demeaning’.  Those were the words that echoed through my mind a few hours later.  When, after a couple more post-breakfast sound shows and another trip to clean-up in the shower, the guilty couple (showing zero signs of remorse) finally made their way down the stairs. 

Andre fully dressed and doing up the last of the buttons on his denim shirt.  Sasha floating down the stairs behind him in nothing more than a loosely tied robe.  Despite blushing as our eyes locked, the way her eyes followed him suggested she really didn’t want to let him go.

Andre gave out no such mixed messages.  Grinning from ear to ear and offering me his fist for a conspiratorial fist bump that I accepted with an embarrassed lift of my arm.

“Thanks, man … she’s the best … better than I ever could have imagined,” he grinned, first at me and then turning to grin at her, enjoying the embarrassed flush that came to her cheeks.

Slapping me on the back like I was the junior and he was the senior, his grin just got wider.  “Me and Sasha gonna be seeing plenty of each other in the next few weeks,” my wife casting her look downwards to the ground but not losing contact with his eyes as his words sank in.  And certainly, she did nothing to gainsay or contradict him.  My cock hardening all over again (I’d jerked off twice more listening to them) at the prospect, even as my stomach did somersaults and I felt distinctly queasy from the floods of adrenaline surging through my veins.

My confusing assortment of emotions just getting even more bewildering as Sasha eased past me to give her new lover one last kiss before he left.  Their lips smashed together as eagerly and hungrily as when he’d arrived last night.  Their desire for each other seemingly undimmed despite the multiple times they’d coupled and brought each other to the heights of climax.

I struggled to be sure, but it certainly felt more intense and passionate than that first time Sasha had gone with Victor.  But then again, maybe I was imaging it – or it was just her lack of nerves freeing her to act differently.

~~~~~    

“Are you okay, honey?”

Andre had finally left - now finally I had Sasha back all to myself.  Inexplicably, despite all our years of marriage, making me suddenly feel like a nervous schoolboy all over again.  Even more nervous than that first time we’d met.  The tension and nerves tingling in every inch of my body causing my ribcage and lungs to function only spasmodically.  They felt paralyzed, as if numbed by some neurotoxin, my nerves at everything I’d heard and seen making me feel like one of those ‘locked in’ guys.  Awake, sentient and fully aware – but my body barely able to move or function.

“Honey, are you okay?”  She’d moved a step closer, genuine concern now in her eyes.

“Mmm … yeah,” I finally forced out, her worried frown lines lessening a little.  “I think so,” these extra words furrowing her brow again, telling me I needed to explain myself.

“I enjoyed it, baby … I really did … it’s just, I guess … I don’t know … I’m just a little out of practice … and it was all just so intense … so fucking intense … the way the two of you just clicked.”  I was on a roll now, enjoying having Sasha’s attention all to myself, not having to play second fiddle.  “I mean, the chemistry … the chemistry between the two of you was just insane … I mean, really insane … like off the charts insane …”

Remembering, describing made my facial muscles tense – I could feel it, feel the tautness – but for Sasha my words, the memories had the opposite effect.  Making her smile mischievously, like the tension in my own face added to the fun for her.  Although as she pulled me to her and slipped her arms around my neck, she added feelings and thoughts to counterbalance things.

“I love you, sweetheart … thanks for letting me and Andre play tonight … thanks for letting me have him stay over and letting us have the bigger bed …”

A diplomatic choice of words – what she meant was thanks for letting him and me use ‘our bed’ while I lay sleeplessly listening from the single bed in our small guest bedroom.  But somehow even her wordplay excited me in a strange, kinky way.  I guess I’d missed these games so much this last half year.

Fuck, the soft skin of her arms felt good around my neck.  Especially when combined with those big brown eyes looking directly at me – joining us back together emotionally.  Telling me that she may have just let a young black man fuck her senseless the last few hours, but that it had just been physical and now she was back one hundred percent with me.  Physically and emotionally.

She leaned forward just a little to place the softest, most delicate of kisses on my lips before moving back and looking into my eyes again.  Trying to judge how I was doing.  How I was holding up.  The sly smile, the hand gently stroking the front of my pants telling me how much she wanted me to be fully okay and onboard with what I’d restarted.

“Sooo,” she teased playfully, her hand now inside my zipper and squeezing, “did my kinky husband love seeing my young black boyfriend taking me so good?  Making me scream and shout and cum so much?”

She could see the breathless excitement in my tense face – fifty percent memories, fifty percent what her hand and mind was doing to me now.

“Did naughty hubby love how assertive and pushy Andre was?  How big his cock was?  How VERY BIG his cock was,” her lovely lips stretching the words out almost as much as they’d had to stretch around his manhood when she’d blown him.

By now her nails had me iron hard.  The fiery look in her eyes telling me that despite everything, despite how many times she’d already been fucked, she wanted more.  My insatiable wife given my throbbing rod another squeeze before she spelled it out.

“Upstairs now, reclaim me, reclaim me from Andre … I know you want to, baby … and that’s what I need as well … to feel my man, to feel my husband inside me,” she mewled, already turning around and pulling me towards the stairs by my cock.

~~~~~    

As Sasha and I lay in bed recovering from our reclaiming sex, we both enjoyed our closeness and emotional oneness.  In a strange way it felt like an old friend had returned, that putting an end to Sasha’s hotwife hiatus put us back where we were meant to be.  That it re-established some kind of equilibrium and balance we’d been missing these last seven months.

Don’t get me wrong – the last few months of just her and me had been wonderful.  Just what we’d needed to reconnect.  But now being back in the game, back in the saddle felt just as ‘right’.  Maybe even more ‘right’.

The sense of ease I felt, the same sense I could feel emanating from Sasha made me know I was correct, but it didn’t stop me wondering at how things would develop with the young Ghanian who’d just bedded my beautiful wife. Who’d ‘bedded’ her so thoroughly.  So repeatedly and so loudly.

Even on that first night with him, things had been insanely intense – even more so than with Victor, and with Victor she’d ended up seeing him two or three times a week until things started cooling down – but even then, they’d been lovers for the best parts of two years.

But I also knew that even during their hyper-passionate first six months, the normal Christmas busy-ness that’s even worse for anyone in the travel industry had really cramped Victor and Sasha’s ability to see each other.  The mix of her airline job, our December birthdays and family commitments, and Victor’s own family commitments as a single parent had created the perfect storm.  Hugely limited their time together in the winter months. 

And from what Sasha had been telling me about the airline’s staff shortages, it seemed likely that whatever Andre had said about seeing her regularly would have to wait until after Christmas and the New Year.

That’s what I’d been thinking as we lay together lost in our separate thoughts after her first night with Andre – but I’d reckoned without the full extent of the impact Andre had made on Sasha.  The impact he’d made and the impact of being back in the lifestyle after seven months of just her husband’s under-sized dick.

Their first hook-up had been a Friday night and once he’d finally left just after lunch on Saturday, I’d had Sasha back all to myself for the rest of Saturday.  Sunday she’d answered a last minute request to go into work to cover for a sick colleague – leaving me to my own devices which ended up in an evening of cable TV, takeaway food and bourbon.

The food wasn’t great, the bourbon was passable and the Cable TV show was the highlight.  Serving up an ending that took me by surprise.  An exciting, entertaining surprise – albeit not a surprise as big as when Sasha finally arrived back from her domestic return flights.  She may have gone out alone, but she certainly wasn’t returning home alone.

When she finally got home just before midnight on Sunday, she had Andre in tow.  Causing an instant ‘what the fuck’ reaction in my brain - even as I felt a stiffening in my pants.  Dual reactions that just got more stunned and more engorged as the pair of them laughed and giggled their way into the house.  Sasha giving me the briefest of ‘I’m back home’ kisses as she whispered something into my post-bourbon brain that gave me a big clue about how things were going to develop.

“You don’t mind, do you, honey?”

She saw the look in my eyes and knew she had to explain more.  “You had me all to myself for seven months, sweetheart … now I want to play a little, and … honestly … I find him a little hard to resist … he sent me a text as we were taxiing and well … the rest’s just history …”

She looked into my eyes for approval … but with a resolve I’d have been a fool to ignore … and however shocked I’d been when they’d first come through the door, I knew that I need to give way on this one.  A decision that half of me hated whilst the other half was cheering to the rafters.

“Go and fuck him, honey … fuck him hard … take his big cock, enjoy yourself ….”  Fuck, was this me speaking?  Was this really me?  I’d been so looking forward to being back together with Sasha, having lost our planned day together at zero notice.  But I was readily giving it up so she could enjoy her pleasure … so that the young Ghanian could enjoy her … so that, if I was honest, I could refill my own weird lust tanks after seven months cold turkey.


Chapter 15

2009 late November

That night in late November was just the start of it.

With Victor, a mature mid-thirties father-of-two, his parental commitments had gotten in the way.  With Andre, twenty-two and only over here with a job that was more for show than reality, there was no such restriction.

Even on that first night, the youngster had made it clear that, now he finally had gotten together with my beautiful wife (‘bagged himself a hot stewardess’ as he so charmingly put it), he wanted her as regularly as was possible.

And despite her busy schedule, Sasha was keen to oblige.

Very keen to oblige. 

The attraction, the chemistry she felt for her new, young African lover was that intense.  As intense as the physical need she felt after so long with Victor and then the self-denial of the period when we’d fooled ourselves that the game was over.

All through December and into the first week of 2010 the two of them got together to fuck as often as Sasha’s schedule would allow.

At first it was exclusively at our place – Sasha returning from her flights nearly always with him in tow – with me getting the pleasure of watching and listening to the two of them together. 

Aside from the odd bit of trash talking and talking to me between sessions, Sasha’s young Ghanian lover didn’t seem to mind whether I was there or not.  As long as he got to spend time with her, it was of no concern to him whether I was or wasn’t stood there playing with my cock and watching.

Sasha cared a little more and sought to involve me when she remembered – but although we only joked and talked about it occasionally, we both knew when Andre was there with his thick nine-inch cock, the rich young Ghanian her focus.  She had her hands full coping with that big cock and the rough, animalistic way the youngster fucked her.

She was besotted with the young man and loved their sex sessions and there really wasn’t a whole lot of energy or bandwidth left over for my needs or to involve me – although she did try her best.

Not that I really minded – seeing the two of them together, seeing how much she loved the sex and new relationship was more than enough for me.  I’d loved it with Victor and missed it like hell – so I wasn’t about to get picky because they didn’t involve me enough or because they were so focused on each other.  That would have been tantamount to killing the golden goose!

As we passed through December, after a couple of weeks of their affair Sasha was feeling comfortable enough with Andre that she was happy enough to spend time alone with him at his place.  I started getting texts when her flights landed, texts telling me that Andre had met her at the terminal and was driving her to his place in Wayne, just a twenty minute drive from the airport where she worked, so the two of them could ‘have some fun’ before she had to report back to work.

The determining factor as to where they hooked up – our place or his – seemingly not being any desire to let me participate or watch.  But rather being the amount of time Sasha had between landing and when she was next on duty.

Through December and that first week of January, I swear the only nights Sasha and her new young lover didn’t seem to be together were on the nights she was laying over before flying back to Michigan.  It was only these nights, our birthdays in December and a couple of other nights when I had Sasha to myself that were the nights when Andre wasn’t stretching out Sasha with his fat nine-inch cock. 

And with maybe just two or three exceptions, their get togethers ended up being at his place.  Feeding my suspicion that aside from the factor of the time available between Sasha’s flights, my wife’s self-absorbed and assertive young lover was getting off on having her all to himself.  That he saw this as all part of his fun game of acting the bull for the first time with a white married couple.  That the fact she was choosing him and that he was physically and mentally keeping her away from me was another part of the sexual dominance he’d been keen to establish from that first day he’d spoken to Sasha.

The amount of time they were spending together, and the fact I wasn’t even around for much of it, inevitably meant that the strong chemistry between the two of them - that had made such an impression even on their first night together - just grew and grew.  A development that, especially when combined with how frequently they met without me, excited and troubled me in equal measure.

I couldn’t deny how aroused seeing them together or knowing they were together at Andre’s place in Wayne made me.  My seven months without any of these games meant I was loving having these erotic adventures back in my life.

But at the same time, all kinds of alarm bells and danger signals were going off in my head.  The two of them were so infatuated with each other that they were spending more time together than Sasha and I were.  And even when we were all together in the same room, it seemed they only had eyes for each other and were hardly aware of me.  Apart from the occasional involvement, the two of them didn’t seem to really care whether or not I was in the room or not.

My mind felt like it was in a constant Jekyll and Hyde wrestling match.  Sometimes my excitement and arousal was rolling around on top, winning the fight. 

Other times I’d almost me shaking with fear.  Wondering how in just a month or so this thing with Andre had gotten so deep and how come it felt so much more frightening than Sasha’s much longer affair with Victor ever became.

When these fears got the upper hand, I’d fight back, telling myself it was only natural that Sasha should be so besotted with her new, young lover.  That is was nothing more than a temporary thing, the working out of her satisfying appetites which had been starved for a half a year, since the end of her affair with Victor.  Telling myself that the current powerful crush she had on Andre was nothing more than a passing typhoon which would soon blow itself out – just as things had with Victor in the end.

These quietly spoken words in my head helped soothe me, but what they couldn’t soothe was the really worrying fact that a big part of me seemed excited by these fears.  That a big part of me loved seeing the strength of Sasha’s obsession with Andre.  Totally crazy.  Totally illogical and self-destructive, but however much at some level I was ashamed, I knew the truth of how her obsession made me sweat with energy and long for the next time I’d see the two of them together.

I was tripping on Sasha’s obsession with Andre as much as she was getting off on it herself!

~~~~~    

All of these conflicting feelings were building up and up, like some relationship pressure cooker – sending me spinning between highs and low moods, leaving me right on edge.  Which was exactly how I felt on the first Friday in 2010 I received a cryptic text from Sasha just as I was preparing to shut down for the day and head home for a weekend when I knew Sasha wasn’t scheduled to be flying anywhere.

‘Hurry home, sweetheart … I’ve got some special surprises planned for you, and you know I’m not working till Monday, S xxx’

Fuck!  What was she hinting at?  Were the worst fears that had been ricocheting around my mind finally about to come true? Was she keen to have me home to make some mega big announcement about how things were going to be between her, me and Andre?  Was she so besotted with him that she was planning to tell me she needed to bring him into our lives as an equal?  Or even worse, that she was about to tell me we’d had a good run but that after a month long trial period she’d decided she wanted him rather than me.

All these thoughts and fears raced through my head as I drove home as fast as I could.  Breaking more laws than I care to admit as somehow I got safely home without causing any road traffic accidents.

Even as I was trying to navigate the roads safely, my mind tortured me with all kinds of questions and self-reproaches. Had I given them too much freedom?  Should I have slowed things down?   Sasha had been the main driving force, but I’d been complicit in allowing her to develop things way faster than we’d done with Victor.   I’d allowed her to have many nights with just the two of them alone together at Andre’s place in Wayne – just a twenty-minute drive from the airport where she worked. Nights when I’d not been privy to what the two of them had been doing together, nights when they could have been planning the bombshell it felt like they were about to explode into my life.

Rushing out of my car almost before it stopped moving, I nearly took the front door of its hinges in my eagerness to know exactly what surprises Sasha had planned for me.

The first surprise that greeted me being a most unpleasant one.  The fact that it wasn’t Sasha’s face I found in our living room waiting to greet me.  It was the face of her very smug and self-satisfied looking young Ghanian lover that smiled a full Cheshire cat welcome to me.

“Hey, Jason, man … how’s your day been?”  He was sitting there in my home, in my favorite armchair, drinking one of my favorite malts, judging by the aroma wafting across the room.  Asking me about my day whilst wearing one of my bath robes - obviously naked underneath.  Inference being he’d been happily fucking my wife on her day off while I’d been out working hard in the office.  A set of affairs he not only didn’t want to hide from me – he positively wanted it to be the first thing that hit me as I arrived for whatever it was Sasha and he had in store for me.

Reading my mind, he was up before I could comment.  Slapping me on the shoulder, like an old timer slaps a junior, despite my near decade of seniority. 

“Drink?” he asked, already moving to pour me some of my own liquor.  “She’ll be down in a minute … putting on something special for the both of us …” he grinned, his putting us on the same level in her affections grating on me, even as I felt my disloyal cock start to harden.

Moments later I heard the familiar clip-clop of Sasha’s heels on the stairs.  The speed of her footfall definitely slower than normal, no doubt intentionally designed to wind me up.  Making me strongly suspect that her absence from the living room was also staged.

“Hey babe,” she purred, her voice purest treacle as she ignored her young lover and sashayed across the floor towards me.  Giving me a long, lingering open-mouthed kiss – her tongue pushing and fencing and exploring. 

A kiss that had me aware the young Ghanian standing to my left was looking daggers at me.  She may have been my wife, but the last few weeks he’d grown used to being the main object of her attentions.  To getting the lion’s share of her time and affection – what he was seeing wasn’t what he was used to.

Kissing me again - extra soft – she moved her head close and whispered, creating the impression this was just for me.

“I organized all this as a thank you, honey,” she smiled tenderly, looking deep into my eyes.  “I know we haven’t seen much of each other these last few weeks … what with me and Andre being together in Wayne so much,” her eyes seeming to twinkle extra bright at the mention of these words.  “But I know how much you love watching … so we arranged all this for you.”

Oh, fuck … my heart was aching.  Standing so close, breathing in her perfume, feeling the soft glow of her bodily warmth … but she’d switched from ‘I’ to ‘we’ … the ‘we’ in question being her and Andre, not her and me.  And my mind was pounding with an ice-shower of unanswered questions about what ‘all this’ consisted of.

I was a man torn in two. 

I loved this life we were living again … giving free rein to our shared interracial hotwife fantasies.  But the speed with which things had developed these last few weeks.  The strength of feelings I saw between Sasha and her young, well-hung black lover.  The amount of time they’d spent together and the many nights I’d not seen her … all of it combined to make me shiver with fear.

“I know it’s been hard for you, honey,” she purred, running her hands up and down my shirted chest, her look one of deepest love, “so this is by way of a thank you …”  Her hand now moved from my chest to squeezing at the swollen tube at the front of my pants.  Her eyes less loving angel and more teasing Jezebel.

“Why don’t you take a seat, sweetheart,” she cooed, as she gently led me to the chair which Andre had been sitting in only moments earlier.  “Enjoy the show!” she grinned, playfully blowing me a kiss as she released my hand and turned back to her co-star.

I took several long, deep breaths – desperately trying to calm myself as I watched ‘the show’ as Sasha had called it.  All the time wondering how much it was ‘show’ and how much it was reality. 

Sasha was already stood in front of Andre, just as she’d been stood in front of me just seconds earlier.  Looking at him in the same loving way she’d just been looking at me.  Her look maybe even more intense … my naturally competitive male brain unable to stop myself making comparisons … wondering which of us she preferred more … which she wanted more.

Fuck, she looked so good!  Good enough to eat … literally and figuratively.  My seated position naturally causing me to drink in her sex appeal and beauty - starting with those sexy, pink platform heels.  Heels that made her legs and ass look stupendously desirable.  Heels that made her look so sexy and slutty, and that just made me want to grab her and do everything imaginable to her soft, moist body.  The pink of the heels, soft and feminine, almost the opposite of the hard sexual image created by the rest of her pink outfit. 

Sheer pink hold-up stockings that would feel amazing wrapped around my flanks and back. 

Lacy, skimpy pink low rider panties that hid her treasure – almost winking at me in their teasing sexiness.  Begging to be ripped off with my bare teeth and flung into a corner, leaving my wife’s bald pussy naked and available.

Matched by a lacy bra in an identical shade of pink.  Just like the panties, the way they hid and concealed what was below just made me lust after her boobs even more.  Especially as the push-up design she’d chosen made her already ample breasts and cleavage even more prominent and desirable.  A desirability amped up even more as I looked at the way her nipples were so hard and swollen - they were virtually burrowing their way through the bra’s pink lace.

Fuck!  I wanted her so bad.  My cock was so hard and my balls swam with lust.  But it wasn’t me – her loving husband – she was looking at.  It was the young black stud who she’d already spent most of the last month with.  The young black man who she planned to work with to give me a ‘weekend of surprises.’  The two of them no doubt already having discussed and set this all up – leaving only me as the guy in the dark. 

‘Surprises.’  I tried to see it in a positive light, but right now my churning, growling gut … my chest that would hardly function … begged to differ.  I was definitely excited at what was about to happen – my steel-hard cock bore witness to that.  But I also felt a strong, simmering undercurrent of fear … fear of the unknown … but a fear that seemed to ramp up my excitement.

The height of Sasha’s heels put her head right next to his. My wife – eyes looking deep into his - just had to lean forward inches so her lips could touch his.  The ‘kiss’ all the more sensual for it’s gentle, minimal nature.  A kiss she repeated as her hands touched his cheeks before working lower to unbutton and reveal the smooth, ebony muscles of his chest and six pack.

“Isn’t he perfect, honey … absolutely perfect …”  Her words thrown to me, her eyes unfailingly staying on his face and body as her hands worked lower.  Hands now at his belt buckle and zipper, shaking with nervous anticipation even though she’d already had a month feasting on what was tented inside his pants.

“Oh, honey … don’t feel inadequate or ashamed … I love you, but baby … look at this thing … look at his cock …” 

Shit, had I been the world’s most stupid man to push these two together?  Sasha’s voice was literally dripping with desire for the young Ghanian, even though notionally it was me she was addressing. 

Her words weren’t meant to be cruel – her words were a cross between the truth and words she knew would excite me, excite me in a way neither of us fully understood.  Words that bit into my head with all the destructiveness of dum-dum bullets, their impact even greater as my eyes were staring at the lust-fueled way Sasha’s left hand was now stroking up and down Andre’s fat nine-inch cock.  The gems on her ring finger winking sarcastically at me as her hand moved up and down, up and down.  The eighteen-carat gold seeming even brighter than normal set against the dark, jet black color of his thick, veined cock.

Sasha was no longer looking at his face, she just stared at Andre’s cock. 

It was as if that thing held some magic power over her.  Hypnotized her, made her believe it was the center of her universe. 

Just when I thought things couldn’t get more intense, I saw Andre reach for something on the sideboard.  A long, rich blue rectangular box.  The kind that only ever holds a pen or jewelry.  The way Sasha’s body tensed and swayed back slightly telling me she had a good idea what was in the box.

“Sasha showed me a ring that Victor gave her … and well, Jason … it got me thinking …” 

Fuck, this thing they both had of not looking at me as they talked to me was driving me crazy. 

“Got me thinking, Jason, that as you’ve been so good to me … letting me fuck your wife so much … spend so much time with her … that I should reward you by giving her some nice jewelry … you know, the kind we give our women in Africa … the kind that shows how things are between a man and his woman …”

My heart was pounding against my ribs.  My whole system shot through with nerves, my entire body tingling, floating on a sea of adrenaline.

“And you know, Jason … I don’t mean to be mean about Victor,” he continued, “but he’s just an ordinary, working guy … I’m from better stock, better family …”

Damn … I could hardly believe what I was seeing … what he was holding in his hands as he unclipped the necklace’s well-disguised clasp and moved it closer to my wife’s neck. 

“You see, Jason … my family have certain ‘connections’ … and you know, Ghana makes more gold even than South Africa,” he chuckled, reaching behind Sasha’s neck to close the clasp before stepping back to admire his work.

Shit!  It was so thick!  Each link in the necklace had to be getting on for half an inch in thickness.  Each link solid gold, no space between each link – he’d just put a virtual chain of half-inch thick gold around her neck.  Fuck!  Why hadn’t he gone the whole hog and just branded her or something!  That fricking thing had to be twenty or thirty thousand dollars’ worth of ownership.  Like he’d said – this was how they marked their women back home.  ‘Showed how things are between a man and his woman’ his exact words I think.

Sasha was beaming.

Couldn’t have looked happier. 

I remembered how she’d smiled when she and Victor had returned from their first weekend away together and she’d proudly thrust her ring finger up in front of my nose.  When she’d even asked me if liked it as she let my eyes wonder over the large, expensive-looking ring Victor had set next to the smaller rings I’d put on the same finger years ago.  Both of them knowing how a man like me would both love and hate seeing it there.  The jewelry equivalent of a cuckoo in the nest – a ring that did and didn’t belong there.

That ring from Victor was at most two thousand dollars’ worth – now I was complicit as a man ten year’s my junior placed a symbolic mark of ownership round Sasha’s neck.  A mark worth ten or twenty times what I’d been able to afford to mark our engagement and then our marriage.  A thought that sent a jet of molten pain searing through my heart.  Fuck!  Why had I chosen to play this game?  Why did I love these moments, even if they tore at my very soul?

“You know, Jason … my mom’s got a similar chain … my dad gave it to her … just after she found out she was carrying me … his first-born child,” his hand gently rubbing at Sasha’s flat belly as his words hit home.

He turned to look at me – Lucifer incarnate, able to dispense pleasure and torment in equal measure, or maybe I was dispensing all this to myself.  Holding my gaze as my anterior vision took in the movement of my wife’s body, as she rested a hand on his bare thigh and knelt in front of him.  Her position and posture making clear she was about to do something she’d done many times before in the last month.  But this would be the first time she’d do it adorned by his glittering symbol of tribal ownership.


Chapter 16

2010 Early January

She grasped his long, thick member and as she looked over at me, for the first time since she’d clip-clopped down the stairs, I noticed she’d adorned her lips with lipstick the same shade of pink as her heels, panties and bra.  Adorned with a very thick layer, as if she was anticipating lots of action which might strip of the gloss. 

The contrast between how nervous she’d been when we’d first played this game with Victor and the confident, teasing woman she was tonight something that troubled and excited me in equal measure.

I think right then we were the perfect couple – even if our thoughts were ships passing in the night.  Her look to me being her way of checking I was still okay with how things were moving.  My look to her lost in purest lust as I contemplated how her new shade of lipstick looked so different from her normal red.  How the pink she’d applied to her lips gave the best contrast to the coal black shade of his Andre’s cock.

Smiling at me as she judged I was okay, she turned away, just as she’d done so many time before, she dipped her head to take as much of that massive shaft into her mouth as she could physically manage. 

Only now there were two differences between and all the times I’d seen Sasha blow him before.  The subtle difference – the pink ‘kiss circles’ she left on the jet black skin of his shaft each time her throat bottomed out and she surfaced for air.  And the not so subtle difference of the glinting gold chain of possession that swung every time she dipped her head up and down to worship and give him pleasure.  To make him happy and get him that extra bit harder for what would inevitably follow later.

I kept on watching these constant twin signs of how things were now - my cock filled with blood, my mind full of doubts and fears.  Doubts and fears I managed to fight back when every so often Sasha would look across at me.  Her look reminding me of our love and how this was a journey we were on together.  Satisfying our joint desires and fantasies.

Watching her like this, I could see how she savored the control and power it gave her over as she knew how exhilarating and exciting it was for me to see her leave her ‘pink lip mark' on him. They were a constant reminder to me during their sex that my own lovely wife's lips had been fastened round this large black prick. I'd particularly look with anticipation for these lipstick rings to disappear into my wife's pussy when he mounted her.

My adorable wife loved to perform oral sex on him and enjoyed playing with his large ebony rod. She particularly savored the control it gave her over her otherwise aggressive and controlling young lover.  Control and power she especially enjoyed - knowing that before long he’d flip her onto her back or have her kneel down. That then he’d be the one taking control as he buried his over-sized spear into her and would take her to a place where she was senseless and his do with just as he wanted.

But for now, her bobbing head, her pink kissing lips around the root of his cock gave her control.  The arrogant, overly privileged African youth powerless as her mouth bent him to her will as my beautiful and large-breasted stewardess wife knelt between his legs and gave herself over to worshipping the cock she’d become besotted with these last few weeks.

Watching them, part of me was insanely jealous – she never worked on my cock with such care and focus.  But part of me marveled at how each time I saw them together, I saw a new, more intense focus and technique – my wife working out new ways to pleasure the young man who’d become such a central part of our lives over the last few weeks.

~~~~~    

Sasha’s pale, slender hand - only wearing two rings the last few months, since she’d ended things with Victor - was tight around his root.  Tight into his groin, making his cock stand completely erect.  Maximizing his size, making her smile as she stared at the length of the cock she held.  Making her smile at the extra size she’d managed to manipulate into the broad mushroom head of the young Ghanian.  She knew her own beauty – what air stewardess doesn’t – but still she was proud of the effect she could have on a man fully ten years younger than her.  The pride playing out through her smile as her overly tight grip managed to make the tip of his engorged cock even more ridiculously plump and enlarged than normal. Proud that this rich, big-cocked young African would choose a thirty-two-year-old over any of the much younger women he could no doubt have chosen.

Just when I thought my lungs were about to explode with tension, Sasha looked across at me again – my heart telling me she wanted to share the moment.  That look she shared with me making me realize just how in love she was with the size of this young man’s cock.  In love with his size and also the dominant, assertive way he used it in her.  Unlike Victor, a dominance not created by his age and experience, but from his privileged upbringing.

I swear Sasha could read my thoughts – that’s why she smiled the way she did as she squeezed him, twisting him towards me so I’d see just how masculine the network of swollen veins covering his thick length and the underbelly of his cock was.  One extra head bob up and down and then she was looking back at me, twisting him to a new angle so I’d see just how pronounced the cock-tube was that ran up the center of his thick shaft.  That ran from deep within his balls to the V of the plum shaped head of his big, wagging cock. The way she was displaying his manhood making me wonder all over again at what surprises my wife had in store for me tonight.  Surprises that, if I knew Sasha, would be more significant than anything that had already happened in the last few weeks.

When she had her two men exactly where she wanted them – she’d never been this confident with her first lover, with Victor- she smiled at both of us in turn and then slowly slid her wet tongue up the underside of Andre’s vein-infused bulging black shaft. 

Reaching the tip, she smiled teasingly at me as she gently kissed and mouthed his plum-sized cockhead with her glossy pink lips.  Dipping her head to take his first two or three inches, she savored the feeling of the large swollen veins as they throbbed with life-giving vitality in her hungry mouth.

Sasha looked over at me again, mouthing the words ‘surprises … just beginning’, before returning her attention to her young lover.  Ignoring me, she focused on him instead as she ran her wet tongue around his large protruding head before finally parting her pink glossy lips and disappearing his thick meat again within her warm, wet mouth.

Her actions and her teasing words made me groan with frustration and desire.  She was my wife!  Her mouth should have been giving me this pleasure!  Yet somehow, I’d allowed the universe to turn a full axis to the right - so after several happy years of marriage, now I had nothing but the pleasure of watching.  A pleasure that I enjoyed even as I taunted myself imagining how Andre must be feeling right now.

Holding my breath, I watched as my wife’s brunette head gently bounced up and down on the young Ghanaian’s lap, marveling at the chemistry that had already built between the two of them in just a few short weeks.  My introspective lust and fears only finally broken by the sharp, audible ‘smack' of Sasha’s lips releasing Andre’s massive cock head as it reappeared from the warm darkness of her mouth. Covered in a mixture of saliva and his own virile juices.

It was only Friday night – she had a full weekend with no work and had her favorite new sex toy on hand (where had the MacAlister’s sweet daughter gone) and already she was concentrating all her attention on the young Ghanaian’s huge protruding cock head. 

She concentrated and used the tip of her tongue to lovingly flick at the bulbous underbelly, making his cock sway back and forth. She curled her long, pink nailed fingers around his thick shaft, her tongue now working higher, teasing his deep purple cock head. Clear fluid now visible at it oozed from the tip of his cock as his face contorted as he fought to stop himself from ejaculating all over my wife's beautifully and heavily made-up face as she licked and sucked at his manhood.

Sasha wasn’t just able to read my mind – she did the same for Andre.

“It’s okay, baby.”

‘Baby’!  They’d only known each other for weeks.  “Cum for me, paint my face, mark me, mark the beautiful necklace you gave me.  Own me.  We’ve got all weekend.”

Tension and resistance instantly left his body, the two of them on the same page as he gave her what she wanted.  The gold of the expensive, thick necklace swaying as her head bobbed, dwarfing the smaller gold movements of the rings I’d given her, showcased as they worked his meat.

His acceptance of her offer started a new chapter as Sasha’s hands released his shaft, leaving her mouth to do all the work just for a moment as she unhooked her pink bra and pushed her big boobs together to make the world’s most enticing tunnel.  His cock seeming to add some extra size as he accepted her offer and let my wife take hold of his thick black cock as she started to glide his big slippery cock head into contact with her chest.

My own heart pounding like a steam hammer as I watched her rub that thick cockhead up and around each of her large, sexy areola – before moving on to match his glans to her swollen, needy nipples.  Rubbing long enough until her teats glistened with his pre-cum, just as her neck now glistened with the gold he’d given her.

Even before he moved, I knew what was coming next.  The tightness in my chest the opposite of the satisfied smile I saw on Sasha’s face as she placed his thick, veiny shaft between her large breasts.  His moans and groans seemingly exaggerated, making a statement to all three of us, sealing their closeness as Sasha cupped her boobs in her hands and squeezed them up and down her young lover’s thick ebony shaft.  Her flicked smile towards me designed to draw me in, to make me emotionally a part of the physical act of worship and ownership she was giving him.

By now all three of us knew he was ready to discharge. 

‘All weekend,’ had been her simple words of reassurance to him as she squeezed her tits even tighter, signaling him to fuck her cleavage even faster, with even more abandon.  Their joint, rapid breathing signaling what was to come until finally they both burst forth.  Andre jetting spurt after spurt of his virile young seed up and over my wife’s chest, neck and face.  Sasha swooning in pleasure as she received this warm, comforting tribute from her young lover.  The look on her face telling me how much she loved it.  Telling me how different this whole scene was for her compared to her first, exploratory journey with the older and more mature Victor.  This journey with Andre was filled with excitement and pioneering discoveries for all three of us.  Breaking new ground.  His first time learning to act the bull.  Her first time with someone so young and energized.  My first time without the safety harness of knowing I was dealing with someone who knew the rules.  The ‘dos’ and ‘do nots’ of this lifestyle.

~~~~~    

A strange mood settled over the three of us as we recovered. 

Me, still in my armchair, the two of them temporarily resting in the armchair opposite me. 

Me alone, except for the occasional look across from Sasha.  A Sasha now marked by his drying sperm on her neck and face, marked by the heavy gold that still lay expensively around her neck.  A wife looking across at me with the wickedest grin.  Knowing all of the things she’d planned for the coming hours, knowing she’d love each and every one of them, and knowing that I didn’t have the faintest idea what was coming.

Andre wasn’t the only one who’d cum.  As he’d spurted his stuff all over my wife’s beautiful neck and face, I’d finally lost it, unable to control myself as I came in what was a major cum for me, but which seemed dwarfed in comparison. 

My warped psyche got a strange, kinky pleasure from the fact that my own deposits were a lot less voluminous than the young Ghanian.  A twisted thought made even more erotic as the voice in my head reminded me why – ‘your balls, your cock … so much smaller, doofus … and he’s at his sexual peak … you, Jason … you, your on the back nine, past your peak … a guy his age is much better for a fox like Sasha …’

Why would my own mind be so disloyal as to point this all out?  Then again, why would any sane man play this game at all?  Start it, play it … wallow in it’s complex pains and pleasures.  A question a whole bank of shrinks might struggle to answer.

My mind wasn’t the only one being disloyal, as they cuddled together in the armchair Sasha kept throwing me teasing looks as she slowly played with Andre’s sticky cock, trying to work some life back into him.

When she’d got him hard, she stood up and got him to lie down on the living room floor, laughing as she rolled an XL sized condom down his recovered member.  Coming over to give me a kiss before taking a step back and doing a mini strip to finally remove her pink panties. 

Damn, she was gorgeous!  Now naked except for the heels and hold ups Andre and I both loved for her to wear. Her long brown hair framing her beautiful, energized face.  Spinning in a twirl so both her men could admire her body.  Long, shapely legs and round tanned buttocks … large breasts topped by her succulent areolas and swollen nipples.

Fuck!  Where had the once staid, once conservative Presbyterian daughter gone?  Gobbled up by the games we’d played with Victor for so long.  Now re-emerged and loving being back in the game again.  Loving having two very different men wrapped around her little finger.

Turning round to face me, she lifted a high heeled foot over Andre’s black muscular thighs, and started to straddle him.  Stopping as she squatted with his latex covered glans teasing the entrance to her pussy.

“Jason, honey,” she purred.

“Yes,” I nervously replied, my instincts telling me another one of her surprises was about to hit me.

“What is it you’ve been nagging me to do ever since we got to know Andre?”  Her hand playfully teasing at the base of the latex glove to give me a hint.  A smile appearing on her face as my changed expression told her I’d got it.

“And more than that, honey,” she smiled, standing as she rolled the latex off him and came to stand next to me, “what does the name ‘Dante’ mean to you?” 

Her smile only deepening as my memory banks remembered Victor’s friend.  Victor’s friend who’d they’d planned as their ‘plus one’ when she’d finally given in to my nagging to allow herself to be at the center of a ‘MMF’ threesome.  Victor’s friend who’d been so disappointed when right at the last minute Sasha had changed her mind.  Her conservative, Presbyterian roots making a last fleeting bugle call of resistance – leaving three men and their very different ambitions high and dry.

Andre’s hard, sticky cock was now wagging bare and dangerous as I felt my wife’s hand rolling that ridiculously loose XL condom down my member.  Her lips close to my ear as she played me even higher.

“But there’s a price, baby … there’s a price if you want to watch me take Andre’s beautiful cock bare … if you want to watch his potent young sperm oozing out of my pussy … if you want to watch me let him and his cousin Jordan have their wicked way with me …”

I groaned out loud.  Really groaned.  I loved her, loved her more than ever, but she was killing me.  Killing me and loving every minute.  Loving every minute, knowing I’d have it no other way.

“What is it?  What’s the price,” I groaned.

“That’s better,” she grinned.  “My lovely, loving, darling cuckold hubby,” she teased, knowing how much I hated the word, however accurate and undeniable it was.  Loved the games, loved the lifestyle - hated the word, hated the label.

“The price … the price is for you to become best friends with latex raincoats like the one you’re wearing now,” she teased, looking deep into my eyes to enjoy my reaction, knowing me well enough to know how much I hated and loved what she was saying.

“So, latex raincoats until and unless I say otherwise … and the spare room for you ALL this weekend,” she added, making me groan again.  “Oh, and before I forget … 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 …”

Oh shit, Sasha!  I love you so much, but your killing me.  Killing me with an overdose of my fantasies.

She knew I’d never resist.  That I was powerless to resist.  The small, tiny nod of my head enough to tell her she had my full, helpless agreement.

“Love you, babe,” she whispered in my ear, whispering so her possessive young lover wouldn’t be upset.  Giving my now covered cock a last squeeze before moving away and resuming her position squatting over Andre’s swollen and now bare cock.  Straddling him, facing towards him in the classic cowgirl position.

Smiling at me, she lowered herself onto him, Andre helping as he placed his strong ebony hands on Sasha’s pale hips. Holding her steady as he guided her wet and distended pussy lips over his rampant black cock. His hands gripping her tight as she sighed with contentment as she steadily descended, as inch after inch of his unsheathed cock disappeared inside her for the first time ever. 

Then, placing his hands on her hips, he motioned for her to raise herself up and down so she could ride his cock. My wife clutched his black legs with her pale hands to steady herself as she began raising herself up and down the huge black veiny shaft. Her big tits swaying back and forth at each plunge of her pussy lips down his cock. The twenty-two-year-old’s strong black hands held her hips tight as he enjoyed the sight of my wife's pussy lips slide up and down his massive cock shaft.

He loved watching.  Never mind how many times he’d seen it before over the last few weeks.  Never mind that he was pampered and spoiled and had things too easy - Sasha was special to him.  He’d wanted her so bad.  Nagged and pushed me so often and so hard – and now he was enjoying his prize.  Watching a beautiful white woman, an air stewardess nonetheless, who was married to another man give herself to him rather than her husband – and he was loving every moment.

Getting into his rhythm, the two of them were like one of those wind-up clocks with figures that move – their movements regular and predictable. He would make a downward push on her hips, plunging her pussy down to the very base of his thick cock, making her feel his large bloated head as deep as he could go, and each time she would squeal with pleasure as he filled her depths.  The only variety in their repeating movements being when Andre decided to reach round to treat himself to a squeeze or two of my wife’s heavy breasts.  A pleasure he took without breaking stride from the deep and satisfying dicking he was giving her with his huge cock.

But however much my eye was drawn to the sexual mechanics of their two sweating bodies, something in their expressions and manner told me that aside from the sex, something else was going on here. 

Sasha had a heavenly, almost spiritual look on her face that told me just what a special occasion this was in her mind.  Making me absolutely certain that despite how many nights they’d already spent together, this was the first time she’d allowed her young lover to take her bare.

That was the meaning of the look I saw on her face.  The look I saw on his young face as he gazed up at the beautiful woman riding his oversized cock.  The specialness of the occasion made all the more symbolic as I watched Sasha reach down between her open legs and circle the base of his bare cock with her wedding-ringed fingers.  Smiling at me as she did so – telling me this moment wasn’t just for the two of them.

Andre, normally so brash and aggressive, also seemed caught up in the moment’s significance.  Surprisingly gentle as he slowly lifted Sasha back up before lowering her down all over again.  The two of them softly smiling at each other as all thick nine inches of his cock disappeared inside her once again. 

None of us could see it – but all of us knew the huge, purple plum shaped head of his cock now nestled deep within her body. Nestled right next to her cervix.  For the first time ever naked, no latex barrier to stop the young Ghanian’s cock spurting its potent load directly into Sasha’s womb.  A thought that made me tremble with an inexplicable mix of fear and excitement.  A set of feelings I remember experiencing that first time I’d seen her take Victor’s big cock bare and as nature intended.

As the two of them settled into a rhythm, I couldn’t stop staring at their joined bodies.  The way they moved, the way they looked just looked so sexy … so special.  Knowing they’d moved to the next level, that Sasha had offered this to the aggressive young Ghanian much sooner than she had to the more mature Victor sent a tidal wave of excitement through my body.  Knowing I was going to get to watch them like this all weekend, that Sasha planned to use my two day absence to spend the whole week with Andre made it all ten times better … but also ten times more excruciatingly painful.

I shivered with anticipation.  My gut cramping, half of me looking forward to the next few days … half of me taking in every tiny precious detail.  How Sasha’s big boobs jumped up and then fell back down every time she made the up and down stroke on Andre’s big cock.  The way her enlarged and glistening pussy lips clung to the root of his fat cock, looking for all the world like petals opening to receive the warmth of the sun as his mushroomed head stretched them wide open.

Sasha gasped loudly every time she descended, as she felt the large bloated head stretch her apart and ease itself into the depths of her wetness. Every time her pussy lips slid down his thick cock, inch by thick inch, filling her until her buttocks rested on his tight black stomach. A ring of wetness glistening around the massive cock shaft where my wife's stretched vaginal lips were tightly stretched around it.

Her pussy was so lubricated by her own lust and she’d been so re-sized by the last month of fucking with the brash young Ghanian that she was able to go balls deep with ease.  Allowing Andre to fuck at real pace, each thrust upward delivered with forceful power like some overheating steam hammer.  Each thrust making her whimper, the muscles in her face tensing with each deep thrust, as the feelings built up towards boiling point.

For ten minutes the brash young man fucked her hard like this.  My wife’s sighs and moans getting louder and louder until she was virtually screaming at the top of her voice, until finally her body spasmed as a huge orgasm ripped through her entire body.  Her cries lasting five or ten seconds as they went from shrieks to quiet sobs, the tension and energy visibly leaving her body as she collapsed forward.  Her head now showing her exhaustion as it nestled next to that of her young lover.  Her full, beautiful breasts dangling as they brushed against his chest as she lay on top of him fully spent.

Her breathing was a mix of deep gulps, gasping for air after such a huge climax and all the exertion, and small soft moans.  Small moans caused by how good his massive bare cock still felt, sat snug in her depths, stretching and teasing the lining and walls of her pussy.

Sasha’s whole demeanor cried out for rest and a short break.

Laying forward like this, she’d been expecting a rest – but Andre had other ideas, the earlier tenderness replaced by his more normal sexual dominance.  His muscular arms, like some ebony-colored steel band holding her pale body tight to his, giving her no chance of escape.

Now with no help from her, his hips just carried on thrusting aggressively into her tender love pot.  His new assault causing Sasha to squeal in surprise as she realized she wasn’t going to be allowed the rest she so desperately needed.

Each of Andre’s deep thrusts moved her hips up and down.  Receiving the opposite of rest, making sure her body was quivering on a non-stop wave of joy, feeling his large cock head stretch and tickle her insides each time they moved.  Andre’s right hand adding to the pleasure she was feeling through her pussy as it alternated left and right, squeezing and stroking at her large excited breasts as she lay helplessly impaled on his huge black cock.  My poor but excited wife unable to resist as he allowed her not even a single moment of sexual respite.

With slow powerful movement of his strong hips, I watched as all fat nine inches of young Ghanian cock repeatedly pounded in and out of my beautiful Sasha, his free hand now glued to her left boob, cupping and squeezing it as he fucked her. 

His non-stop lust for Sasha, the delight he was taking from every detail of her body reminded me just how much he’d pushed and pressured me in the weeks building up to when I’d first mentioned him to my wife.  Reminded me how much he’d desired her since Victor first showed him photos of her and talked about his own relationship with her and me.  Another shiver of fear-laced excitement surging through me.  I was handing my wife over to this besotted young guy for the whole weekend and for the whole next week.  Given the strength of his desire for her and how long he’d pursued her, was I being a fool?  Creating something that could never end well?

An especially deep and forceful thrust made Sasha squeal with surprise - breaking into my worried thoughts, causing me to look at her sweating, straining body.  I could only imagine what she was experiencing. 

Each inward stroke of his thick black veiny cock stretching wide the walls of her narrow pussy channel.  The over-sized mushroom head that topped his cock tickling every inch of the nerve-rich walls of her pussy each time he slid all the way in.  Making her moan every time that mushroom head reached as far as it could go, banging against her ultra-sensitive cervix.  A sensation that was a little uncomfortable for her – not that she’d ever told me that, I’d never reached that far – but that made her smile at the thought of just how full she was.  As full as a woman physically could get.

Lying forward, his left arm still holding her tight against his hard young body, he seemed to know her better than she knew herself.  Despite her tiredness, his constant non-stop pounding with that monster cock had her surfing a wave of continuous ecstasy until  inevitably she came again.

Her eyes screwed shut, her mouth hanging open and rhythmically moaning and panting as he slapped and played with her big tits while his cock continued to pound in and out of her stretched pussy. Her love juices trickling down the sides of his long black cock.


Chapter 17

2010 Early January

As Sasha came down from her second climax, the bossy young African called across to me.  “Hey, Jace, throw me a couple of cushions from the sofa.”

Rolling Sasha over and on to her back, she stared up at him as he stood, his massive slippery cock sliding out from my wife's wide stretched pussy lips.

He arranged the two large cushions next to each other on the living room floor and then helped her move until she was again lying on her back, no longer on the hard floor but on the soft cushions.

Sasha looked desperate to get that cock back inside her as the Ghanian youngster motioned for her to scoot her hips right to the edge of the first cushion.  His huge vein filled cock swaying back and forth as my wife did as he wanted – sitting on the edge before lying flat back along the two cushions. She opened her legs wide in anticipation, her large tits jutting up as she lay there waiting for her aggressive young lover to mount her again.

Andre gave me a haughty, self-satisfied wink – fuck, he was ten years younger than me – and then knelt in front of her as he placed his strong black hands under her pale white legs.  Lifting them up and wide, allowing him to raise his hips up more so his cock could go in deeper.

As he leaned forward, Sasha squealed, feeling her pussy lips stretched round his massive pole, Andre ready to start his third round of fucking her.  Amazingly, somehow her pink high heels were still in place, dangling and swaying at each stroke of his big cock as he continued to fuck her deep.

Still between her legs and balls deep, for the briefest of moments he stopped his fucking motion and pulled nearly all the way out as he repositioned his body before leaning forward.  This time pulling her widely splayed legs back together as a pre-cursor to hooking her legs up and over his muscular black shoulders.

“Thanks man,” he winked again.  “Jace, man … you and Victor, you done me a solid,” he added before turning his attention back to Sasha.  Pushing forward, the pressure of his body between her thighs causing her legs to spread wider, the weight of his groin on her pelvis making her pussy raise upwards, perfectly positioned for his huge cock to be slid all the way back in.

Grasping the root with her hand, Sasha squealed very loudly as her young lover’s huge black cock once again started sliding between her open and swollen pussy lips.  He’d not cum yet, but this was her third time tonight and the way she was squealing it was as if she couldn’t believe how he was making her feel.  As if the sound fucking he was giving her was already making her forget rounds one and two.

Andre didn’t stop until his tight black balls were brushing against my wife's pale white buttocks. Her eyes once again wide, her nostrils flared as she felt his huge cock head press against her womb.

In this position he was going extra deep.  What before had been just a slight discomfort of his huge cockhead against her cervix now seemed more acute as Sasha placed her hands on his chest in a vain attempt to stop his cock from going so ridiculously deep inside her.

But her attempts to push him back a little were to no avail, he was too strong and too determined to be denied. He was back balls deep once again. Holding still in this new deeper position, no part of his thick cock shaft could be seen as, motionless he allowed my wife to feel his cock fill her once again. 

Either she was giving in to the inevitable, or maybe the discomfort had lessened – whatever the reason, Sasha slowly moved her hands away from his chest.  Her brief resistance replaced by an opposite set of emotions as she gasped, cupping her breasts and lifting them upwards for him to suck and lick as his massive prick lay still, stretching her insides.  The two of them luxuriating in the feeling – no latex barrier there to deaden the senses or the emotional significance.

Then, slowly the young Ghanian bull withdrew his cock till the thick edges of the large cock head appeared between my wife swollen and stretched pussy lips.

Looking only briefly at me with another of those damned winks, he turned to Sasha.

“This is it, babe … my first ever nut in you … you ready for this?  You want this … you finally ready for it?” he asked with a solemn face.

“More ready than you’ll ever know,” she cooed softly, her voice lowered as if she didn’t want me to hear.  Either too embarrassed, or more likely because she felt a moment like this should just be for the two of them.”

Leaning down to give her a long, soulful kiss, Sasha gasped as he plunged his cock back in deep.  Sasha’s gasp of pleasure audible even though their lips were locked together – and then he was off again.  Pulling out again, then slamming in again, then out-in again, each time her pussy lips stretched tight around the fatness of his shaft and his even wider cock head.

Even though she’d already had two huge climaxes, my beautiful stewardess wife was soon cumming again.  Now seeming to continually surf atop a small, non-stop wave of mini-orgasms.  Andre getting slowly and deliberately faster and more ferocious with each stroke.

His balls were now tight at the root of this massive black rod. The veins that mapped up and down the ebony surface of his shaft now even more proud and exaggerated than at any time since they’d started.  Close to coming, the blood flow to his swollen cock at maximum volume.

Fuck, I’d missed watching this these last few weeks.  The starvation diet their change in venue had left me totally unable to feed my addicted appetite.

Sweating more than them, and all the time shamelessly playing with my cock, I watched with amazement the tireless pumping this young Ghanian stud was able to achieve as he fucked my darling wife.

His first time ‘bulling’, you’d never have known it.  He may have been ten years younger than Sasha and I, but there was no doubt as to who was in control right now.  Who’d been in control since that first, fateful time I’d put him and Sasha in contact.

As he fucked on and on, my lovely Sasha clasped her hand over her mouth as he fucked her for at least ten minutes in this helpless position.  My wife just kept on jerking and cumming every few moments until finally Andre’s own noises gave it away.

I watched this young aggressive black man's body convulse and quake as for the first time in their five weeks as lovers, his balls violently emptied themselves into my wife's pussy. The cock pumping convulsions of his huge weapon met with extra loud squeals and sobs from Sasha as she felt each new thrust and jet of his warm cum inside.  Her eyes widening, her mouth opening in silent screams as she came with him, sobbing her heart out as their affair entered this new, deeper stage.

~~~~~    

Andre remained balls deep inside Sasha, his jet black shoulders still pinning her legs hard against her own shoulders, leaving her in the most lewd and open position as his cock coughed up its last drop of baby juice.

“Sure hope those magic pills of yours are doing their stuff … hate to think of a little black baby of mine running around here in nine months’ time … not sure my ma and pa would be onboard with that … think they kinda expecting their first grandchild will be as black as they are,” he chuckled.

Sasha and I had talked about kids and neither of us was ready, so if she’d properly heard his comments, I suspect he’d have received a withering reaction.  But luckily for Andre, my wife was still caught up in the aftermath of the last huge climax she’d just enjoyed.  Still panting and continuing to moan as she felt each of the last spasms of Andre’s huge cock within her.

Slowly the two of them came back to earth and I watched as he once again took the lead in erotically kissing the beautiful woman who was ten years his senior.  The age difference and his aggressive manner inexplicably adding to the draw and the chemistry between the two of them.  The two of them continuing their full-on kiss as his large ebony snake – finally showing signs of softening – slowly slipped from Sasha’s stretched and battered pussy. Sasha whimpering slightly as yet again she felt the huge barbed head dislodge from her.  All three of us hearing the wet ‘pop' as it left her pussy lips. Even in a semi slack state it put my own cock to shame – a thought that worryingly excited me. 

My wife lay still, her large boobs heaving with spent sexual excitement. She looked wonderful, I thought to myself … the perfect visual definition of female beauty and female sexual contentment.  Twin thoughts I couldn’t deny, even as I felt guilty at the pleasure I got from knowing it was another man, rather than me, that had made her look like this.

Sasha and I caught each other’s eyes and, as she gave me a crooked smile, she caught me staring between her legs.  Staring as for the first time ever I saw her young Ghanian bull’s heavy white liquid oozing from within her body and trickling down her rounded buttocks.

There was no shame or embarrassment on her part.  Seeing me looking, she held my eyes and even put two fingers right next to her love lips.  As if to emphasize to me how her pussy lips were still gaping and stretched from the invasion of Andre’s massive black cock.

~~~~~    

After they had cleaned themselves up and half-dressed, we reassembled the sofa (although the cushions were the worse for wear), sat in the living room, drank a little and chatted.

Inevitably, I was sat back alone in one armchair, Andre sat in the other with my wife curled happily on his lap, her arms possessively looped around his dark neck.

“Did you enjoy your surprise?” she asked with a playful grin.

“Yes,” I blushed, wondering why I still blushed after playing this game so long with Victor.

“I should have said ‘part one’ of your surprise,” she teased with a little laugh, causing my face to redden as a lump formed in my throat.

“And, baby, you’re still okay with me and Andre having the whole weekend together?”

The little, shameful, red-faced nod I gave her encouraging her to press-on.

“And okay with me being up with Andre all week in Wayne?  Even when you’re back from Houston?”

My blushing grin earning me a gentle ‘I really do love you’ look from my beloved.

“And I don’t need to ask if you’re okay with me and Andre getting to know his cousin Jordan a little better, do I?” she teased.  “I know how disappointed you were when I changed my mind about making your MMF fantasy come true with Victor and his friend Dante … well that should all be happening tomorrow night … so get buckled up for the time of your life, sweetheart …”

We talked a little more and then it was Sasha who said she was feeling tired and, giving me a goodnight kiss, said she hoped I’d be comfortable in the guest bedroom.  Causing another lump in my throat as I watched with helpless excitement as the two of them headed upstairs.

Later events proving Sasha obviously wasn’t as tired as she’d made out - as it was less than twenty minutes before I heard the rhythmic moaning and gasping of my wife and the heavy creak of our bed.

It was going to be a long weekend – laced with erotic adventures and heartache.

The next step on our hotwife adventure … as ever, my body and soul racked by a insufferably intoxicating mix of ecstasy and agony … the next few days were going to be hellish and heavenly … the most beguiling bit of all being that I only knew the outline and the plan … the specifics and what would actually play out … that was all tantalizingly unknown … leaving me to shiver with excitement at the thought of how things would actually play out …

To be continued …

Book 2, the concluding part of our story will be shared in three weeks, Weds 13th March 2024.
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