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Chapter 1 


Thanksgiving, 2011

The turkey had been enormous, and Sasha’s mom hadn’t exactly skimped on all the fixings. Enough gravy to float an aircraft carrier and enough mashed potatoes to meet your monthly carb needs.

Even stuffed, Sasha’s mom had worked so hard none of us had the heart to refuse the extra-large portions of pumpkin pie Mrs. MacAlister served up. Her only concession was half-size portions for her grandkids, Sasha’s niece and nephew, Phoebe and Adam.

But I was sure that as soon  as they moved up from Elementary to Middle School, Mrs M. would have them on full-size portions. I swear it was something in their Scottish, Presbyterian DNA. All hard work, tradition and conservative values.

I swear, if there had been a mountain outside the family home of Professor and Mrs. MacAlister, she’d have her beloved grandkids (never mind they were only seven and five) running up the mountainside to toughen them up and get them ready for second helpings!

Sasha and I loved her family (how could I not, I’d met my beloved Sasha through her dad, who’d supervised my doctoral thesis), but sometimes, it could all be a bit too much. Which was why mid-afternoon, Sasha and I had made our excuses and had left her sister Kate and her family to deal with the inevitable leftover turkey sandwiches, which would be served the moment the Lions-Packers game finished.

Feeling thoroughly depressed, Sash and I had left at the end of the quarter. We’d been so optimistic. For once the Lions were having a good season. Just three years ago, we’d achieved the worst record in NFL history (0-16). But miracle of miracles, we were 7-3 going into the Packers game.

The MacAlister clan obviously hadn’t prayed hard enough at church that morning, as when Sasha and I left, we were 0-17 down and playing like donkeys. The scoreline not unrelated to our early exit. The scoreline, Sasha’s early morning flight, and the need to walk off lunch were the holy trinity of excuses we offered up as we hugged everyone and set off on the forty-minute drive back from Ann Arbor to our little home in Jackson.

Her body still busy digesting lunch, Sasha had dozed all the way back, allowing me to take stock of the last few months. In fact, to take stock of the last few years.

If you’d have told me all those years ago, when Sash and I met and married, that I’d spend the last four years encouraging Sasha to have affairs with a series of different Black men, I’d have called you crazy!

I mean, just what kind of husband does that? Well, one like me, apparently. One who’d been married to the girl of his dreams for five years and who’d in the course of watching porn with that girl had discovered that hotwife interracial porn made both of us very excited.

From there it had been just a short step to Mr. Jason Spencer using the fact that his beautiful flight attendant wife was a ‘sexy drunk’ to take some naughty photos of her and get half-drunk agreement to place an exploratory ad on the internet.

Well, all the gory details of what happened in the four years after that advert are available in the other pages Sasha helped me write. But let’s just say that Sasha had hooked up with two main Black playmates—one a little older than us and one a lot younger—before random fate threw her together with an older, Black pilot who’d brought both excitement and heartache into our lives.

Sitting driving, listening to the soft sounds of Sasha’s sleepy breathing, I couldn’t help but think back to how painful her affair with Benson, a widowed mid-forties father of one, had been.

Sasha’s first affair, with Victor, had just fizzled out due to neither of them being able to find the time to get together regularly.

But Sasha’s second affair, with an overconfident and arrogant young Ghanaian student called Andre, hadn’t so much fizzled out as exploded with all kinds of heated pyrotechnics.

Sasha had fallen for him hard, not even put off by his increasing possessiveness and desires to monopolize as much of Sasha’s time as he could get.

In fact Sasha had been so infatuated with her well-endowed young Black boyfriend that she’d finally overcome her reluctance and agreed to my fantasy of her having a threesome with Andre and another Black guy. Andre putting forward his equally well-endowed cousin, Jordan, to be the second cock to make the Sasha sandwich.

With Sasha still dozing, I had plenty of time to think back to how badly things had ended between Sasha and her young Ghanaian boyfriend.

It wasn’t the weekend of being Andre and Jordan’s sexual plaything that was the problem that broke them up—although afterward, she did have some sense of buyer’s remorse.

The explosion that ended her high-intensity four-month fling with Andre was caused by three factors that combined to make both Sash and me realize things had got way out of hand. Her big sister Kate had seen Sasha holding hands with Andre in a coffee shop, and had only half-believed me when I’d explained Sasha was helping a young friend through relationship problems—and that’s why she’d be holding his hand, in a purely platonic way.

That fear of exposure had made Sasha end things with Andre—but after a couple of weeks, her infatuation got the better of her, and she was sleeping with him again.

But a couple of weeks later we discovered Jordan hadn’t been Andre’s cousin—he was actually the brother of the girl Andre had been engaged to for six months. And, even worse than that, we discovered Andre was basically using sex with Sasha as a bargaining chip to stop Jordan telling his parents about Andre cheating on their daughter Afi.

To say that Sasha felt used would be the understatement of the century. When Sasha confronted him, the youngster didn’t know what had hit him. Sasha’s anger about this combined with her slow-burn guilt at how she’d allowed the two young Ghanaians to treat her like a slut.

Sasha may have changed her mind once about ending things with him, but there was to be no second reprieve for Andre.

Which was how Sasha and I spent most of 2010 thinking that, although we’d enjoyed our two-and-a-half years of playing, that kind of thing was now well and truly in the past.

The trouble is, once a seed's been planted and you know how sweet the fruit is, it’s damn difficult to resist when the fates offer you another bite at the cherry.

Just when we thought, now both thirty-two, we might be settling down and starting a family, the fates threw temptation into our path. Temptation in the form of a handsome African, a forty-something year-old widowed pilot called Benson who Sasha sometimes flew with.

With Sasha still sleeping, I sighed deeply as I thought back to how different things were with Benson. He was a really decent guy, and after the dangerous, youthful arrogance of Andre, at first I’d thought Benson would be a much safer option.

Which was why I encouraged Sasha to develop things with Benson—just like I’d encouraged her with Victor and then Andre.

But with Benson using his influence to get them rostered on many of the same flights, after more than half a year of an ever deepening relationship, they both admitted they’d fallen for each other.

It was a fresh and painful wound – just over three months ago Benson (being a very traditional kind of guy, and with a teenage daughter who adored Sasha) asked Sasha to leave me so the two of them could become a full-time couple.

For ten terrible days, Benson had somehow warped my brain into agreeing to them spending all their time together as some kind of dry run for what being a couple would be like. The bastard had persuaded me that if I was ever again to feel confident about the solidity of Sasha’s love for me, then I should stress test that love by allowing her this time to see who it was she really loved more. To see who it was she really wanted to spend the rest of her life with.

Reaching the outskirts of Jackson, Sasha still sleeping (that woman could sleep for the ages, a vital aircrew skill), I had to hold back a tear as I remembered how relieved and overjoyed I’d been the day Sasha finally came back and told me that she chose me over Benson. That she did love Benson, but that she loved me more and wasn’t prepared to throw away ten years of love. Especially when I’d been so generous in letting her have all this extra-marital fun. Even if my motives were just as much about my pleasure as they were about making sure she was getting the best sex life of any of the flight attendants rostered out of the Detroit Wayne base.

“Hey, sleepyhead … time to wake up and get a little exercise … help you and me walk off your mom’s pumpkin pie!”

She smiled—a sleepy but gorgeous smile that never failed to make me love her even more—as I slowly shook her shoulders to bring her back into the land of the living.

She looked around, confused. She’d expected to be on our drive, but I’d brought us ten minutes south so we could have a late afternoon walk around the beautiful shoreline of Clark Lake. As we waited for the sun to slowly go down on an afternoon that was unseasonably mild for Michigan at this time of year. (Unseasonably mild for Michigan meaning marginally above freezing point!)

At first, we walked in silence. Enjoying the beauty of the nature, just enjoying each other’s company. Enjoying the simple intimacy of being hand-in-hand with the person who knows you best in the entire world. The person you’ve been with for more than a decade. The person who holds your heart, holds your hopes and who you expect to raise a family with.

Each lost in our own thoughts, we’d just turned for home (even on a mild November day, it was too late in the day, and too chilly for the full two hours to circle the lake) when inevitably it was Sasha who spoke first.

“I know some days you miss it just as much as I do, but we really had no choice… it nearly got me thrown out of my family… then it nearly split you and me… made me choose between two men I loved but who couldn’t share me…”

Sasha hadn’t stopped walking or even turned to face me as she’d spoken.

You may find it difficult to believe, but I sensed we were finally going to talk, to properly talk about what had happened in those terrible weeks in August.

Until now, it had just been too damn painful to discuss it.

Several times I’d sensed Sasha was both ready to talk and wanted to talk. I’d have had to have been pretty dumb to have missed the hints.

But I’d not been ready to talk—it had still been too raw, too painful. Knowing that I’d nearly lost the woman I loved, and that (while Sasha wasn’t without blame), if I had lost her, a big part of it would have been down to me and my kinky fantasies of seeing the woman I loved having sex with other guys.

As so often in discussions between people who know each other so well, I didn’t answer Sasha’s question. I didn’t need to. Although her words had been framed as a question, it was a rhetorical question—she already knew that like her, I did miss it. But, just as she’d said, I also knew that part of our lives had to come to an end.

So, instead of answering her, I asked a question of my own, a question that had been simmering in my brain for months now, a question I’d been too afraid to ask before now.

“Are you angry at me, Sash? Angry at me for starting all of this? That first advert … encouraging you with Victor, then Andre … pushing you on that layover date in Paris with Benson?”

It was only now that Sasha stopped us, turned us to face each other.

She looked deep into my eyes. A serious look. A thoughtful look as she searched around for the right words.

I was an engineer. An engineer with a high IQ and low EQ. Functions and formulas, they were my things. Words and emotions, which had always been Sash’s domain. I knew she wasn’t searching to work out what she felt or thought—she’d known that for a long time. No, it was the right words she was searching for.

Touching my cheek—always a bad sign—and still gazing into my eyes, she answered with honesty. Not that with the way she’d been raised, she was capable of anything but honesty.

“Yes and No…”

She let the words sink in, gave me time to adjust and process before she continued.

“Yes… yes in that any normal husband wouldn’t have allowed me, and you didn’t just allow me, you pushed me and encouraged me…

“And no, because it wasn’t all on you… anytime I could also have said no… you may have given me the nudge, but I was more than happy to be nudged…

“And that was what made it so dangerous… you wanting to nudge me… me wanting to be nudged…”

Fuck!  Anyone listening to this conversation from the outside would have thought we were talking about the most innocent of party games… not a game that had nearly cost us our marriage! Nudge this, nudge that… that hardly begins to describe the events we’d lived through with Andre and then Benson.

By comparison, Sash’s affair with Victor—our first trip into the woods—had been a paragon of normalcy. But then the high intensity affair and possessive, dominant behavior of Andre… followed by the even more dangerous games with Benson.

This was hardly nudge territory… but I guess three months back into being a sweet, vanilla, Presbyterian-raised good girl had Sasha wanting to use vocabulary that went some way to masking the true significance of the games we’d played.

I hate to think what would have happened if—when she’d seen Sasha and Andre holding hands—her sister had done as Sasha feared and told her parents what she’d seen.

On and off, that had been the lie we’d been living for the last four years. A life where Sasha had—at my insistence—nearly always had a well-endowed Black boyfriend. But also a life where she was a dutiful, socially conservative daughter in the classic church-going American family.

Family meals with me, her big sister and her niece, nephew and parents—interspersed with all kinds of sex games between me, her and whichever of her Black boyfriends she was with at the time.

It was my turn to touch her cheek.  Touch her cheek and kiss her softly.

“I get that… that we share the blame, but me maybe a little more…”

She smiled at that. The same lovely smile she gave me when I woke her from her car-ride snooze.

I leaned in to kiss her. The look in her eyes, the way she kissed me back, telling me that when we got home and had warmed up a little, we’d make love properly for the first time since she’d ended it with Benson.

We’d had sex since then—of course we had—but having sex and making love are different.

This would be the first time we’d make love without one or both of us holding back. Holding back because of fear or guilt, or because of fear and guilt.

I knew tomorrow morning I was losing her again to a three-day trip to Rome. But I could live with that, because tonight was going to be wonderfully magical. And from the way she’d just looked at me and kissed me, even if a Black George Clooney had been her pilot to Rome, I knew she’d sooner slap his face than sleep with him…


Chapter 2 


Easter Sunday, 2012

I stood on the back deck with a mug of coffee, watching as Phoebe and Adam burst into the yard. Phoebe, befitting her big sister status (an echo of Sash and Kate’s own relationship) moved with careful steps, her basket held ready as she checked the flower beds and around the big oak tree.

Adam, as you’d expect with a sugared-up five-year-old, ran in excited circles, already laughing before he’d even found anything.

Their grandparents—I’d always think of them as Professor and Mrs. MacAlister—sat in lawn chairs near the garden, both of them smiling as they watched their only two grandchildren.

On other days, I often wondered if behind closed doors they wondered when Sasha and I would add to their brood. After all, Sasha and I were both thirty-four years old… the kind of age that, even in this more career-minded age, plenty of women start thinking ‘if not now, when’… balancing the stresses and strains of modern life against the immovable facts of nature.

But that wasn’t a thought for today.

Today was about today. About the natural and spontaneous joys of family life. An afternoon with my beautiful, wonderful wife slipping into her sometimes role of little sister as we spent the afternoon with big sister Kate and her infectiously enthusiastic kids.

Sasha’s dad leaned forward slightly every time Adam got close to an egg—how long before he’d be taking him aside to teach him calculus and trigonometry (with kite-flying as cover). While Adam’s mom kept a gentle hand on his arm, quietly pointing things out but  without actually giving anything directly away.

Watching this beautiful, love-filled family scene, Sasha slipped her arm through mine. “They’ve been looking forward to this all week,” she said softly… but I knew that wasn’t what was really on her mind.

That’s the thing with any couple so close and longstanding—you know what’s coming next.

“I wonder what Phoebe and Adam will be like when they’re playing with our kids…”

It was a question, but not really. Her squeeze of my arm told me that… not that even me with my low EQ needed any help in translating a language so clear.

I squeezed her back.

It was a happy thought.

The happiest of thoughts.

Phoebe and Adam were barely conscious, haring round the yard—a sugar rush and a sugar crash will do that to you… but even so, I knew they loved their Auntie Sasha so much that their ears would prick up the moment Sash finished speaking.

“Jase and I, we’ve been doing a lot of thinking… we love our home in Jackson, we really do … and a little distance was good,” she teased, her Dad smiling, her Mom a little bit offended…

“But Jase and I think it’s time for the next chapter… time to move closer to Ann Arbor and maybe start a family…”

Any hint of looking offended instantly disappeared off my mother-in-law’s face. As she hugged me and hugged to death her daughter, I swear she was already thinking about nurseries and what family Easter and family Thanksgiving might look like in a year or two.

And she wasn’t the only one.

Just as predicted, our two little sugar-monsters had roused themselves from their glucose comas to hug their favorite auntie. Their naivete totally sweet and innocent, as they also asked Auntie if it was going to be a boy or a girl first.

Late June, 2012, late evening call

“Hey, hun … how was the flight?”

This was a scene we must have relived a thousand times over in our marriage. Me just back from work, me just having finished dinner, waiting on a call from Sasha as she ended the long flight over from Detroit to LA, called home and prepared to sleep before returning home tomorrow.

At least tonight—good and bad—Sash would be sleeping by herself. This would be a normal ‘husband and wife apart’ call—not the spicy, steamy version we’d so often had while Captain Benson Grimes had been her boyfriend.

The last few months had been good.

The move from Jackson closer to Ann Arbor had gone as smoothly as possible. We’d found our perfect place in Chelsea. Our forever home, 5 beds, a yard and great schools. The perfect place to raise two or three little Spencer-MacAlisters. Forty minutes to the airport, not sixty. Half the drive time to Sasha’s folks and big sister – closer, but not too close!

And the absolute clincher, Sasha’s bestie Lisa and her boyfriend Samuel had moved into the same subdivision just a month ago, finding out about our new home before it was even listed.

Telephone call (‘Sash, hun, you gotta see this place’) to viewing to offer to moving truck all within the space of one month! Someone up there wanted us to make that move. Maybe my old mentor and Sasha’s mom and sister had been praying extra hard!

And our marriage and love were rebuilding nicely after the testing times with Benson… which was why I was surprised to see such a frown on Sasha’s face. A flight attendant since she’d graduated and now thirty-four years old, it was rare that anything on a flight could faze her… no matter how rude or obnoxious the behavior might be.

“Why the sour face, hun?” I encouraged her, trying to get her to share whatever was on her mind.

She pursed her lips, set her jaw. Not normally someone who was so slow to share, I sensed this was to do with The Badlands, those days which had nearly cost us our marriage.

“Well, it’s just the rostering these last two months,” she sighed, the way she breathed, the way her facial muscles relaxed, telling me she was happy to finally share something that had been preying on her mind for more than just today.

“Go on,” I encouraged, smiling, but feeling more than a little nervous.

“Well, it’s Benson…”

Oh fuck! I was right to feel nervous… my gut suddenly tighter than a boa constrictor.

“No, not like that,” she grimaced, only half reassuring me.

“Look, knowing how hard it was for you, I never really talked about it… but the first two months after Benson and I split up, he made sure we were still always paired together… like he thought that if we were together, he could wear me down… that I’d change my mind, leave you… go back to him…

“Then, after a couple of months, it was like he gave up… I hardly saw him, which was one reason I never mentioned it… it seemed like a problem that had fixed itself…

“But then, all of a sudden, two months… it’s like we’re always on the same pairings… but it’s different this time… it’s like all he wants to do is make me jealous… talking about the new woman in his life… some Scandinavian or German… Inga, or something…”

Me thinks she doth protest too much! Really can’t remember the nationality or name of the woman who’s taken her place in the affections and bed of a man she loved… yeah, right…

But before I could burst her balloon, Sash got to the heart of what was really vexing her.

“And then, about a month ago, somehow he managed to switch the co-pilot he always worked with… now it’s some young guy… a friend of a family his family knows back in Africa… he’s got this really annoying, arrogant vibe…

“And I’m damn sure Benson’s told this new young co-pilot, Thomas, all about what happened between him and me, and with Andre and Victor before…

“The way he looks at me, behaves around me, he has to know… I swear, whenever it’s just the two of us in the hotel or in the galley, I swear he always looks like he’s gonna make a pass at me… he’s always flirting, making innuendos…

Shit!

That was a helluva tirade… but I could see Sasha felt and looked better now she’d gotten it off her chest… shared it with me… joint relief from sharing with someone and knowing there were no secrets between us.

“Fuck, babe! Why didn’t you say something?”

The grimace said it all. She’d not wanted to open up old wounds. It may be nearly a year ago it had all ended with Benson, but it was still painful for both of us.

There was a pause. Both of us just looking at each other in that way. Both of us thinking.

“What about talking to HR? Maybe have them talk to him quietly… or perhaps roster you apart?”

She sighed, her eyes softening just a little.

“It might work like that at your place, babe… but airlines are different… the last thing you want to do is get a bad reputation… a reputation for being difficult… and, pilots have all the power… they always have all the power, just like  doctors in hospitals…

We were back to just silently looking at each other.

I knew that look. She was happy to have shared. That had been a huge help. A huge weight off her shoulders. Men Mars, Women Venus… she didn’t want me to fix this, or try to fix it… she just wanted to know that she’d been heard, to know that I was there for her, there in her corner, understanding and ready to help as and when needed.

Our shared grimace slowly turned into a pair of soft smiles as we moved on to talking about happier topics. Sasha being home for a whole seven consecutive nights. Her nephew Adam’s sixth birthday and the present we’d bought him. The Fourth of July party we’d enjoy the day after, this year hosted by her best friend Lisa. Lisa, a fellow flight attendant, who’d recently gotten engaged to her Nigerian boyfriend, Samuel. Samuel who was a friend of Sasha’s first Black boyfriend, Victor.

I know, I know… But if I’m honest, whenever I saw Lisa together with Samuel—when the four of us went out together—it kind of made me happy. It was like a safe but exciting reminder of the games we’d played. Seeing Lisa’s pale skin next to Samuel’s dark Nigerian features gave me a jolt of adrenaline, but without all the shit and pain that had come to be all I felt at the end of the Sasha and Benson phase.

Sasha home for a whole week… sweet little Adam’s party and the world’s biggest Nerf gun… and then a Fourth of July party with an added side order of nostalgia… what was not to like?

I could tell for both Sasha and me, it was the perfect antidote to her stresses about Benson winding her up about his new woman  and the overly-friendly young co-pilot that Benson seemed to be using to get at the woman who’d chosen me over him.

July 4th, 2012, MacAlister family party

“They grow up so quickly!” Kate sighed to her mom—who understood—and to her baby sister, who commiserated but who’d never experienced what Kate and her mom knew to be true.

The party reminded me of every recent MacAlister gathering. Phoebe and Adam the center of attention… my mother-in-law working her butt off to make sure that family traditions were maintained… the same now, Kate and Sash thirty-six and thirty-four, as when they’d been ‘wee bairns’ as my old college mentor sometimes teased them.

Sash and I would be heading off soon—just after two generations of family engineers had helped the budding engineer to fix the broken trigger on his Nerf gun—so we could grab two or three hours rest before heading over to Lisa and Samuel’s evening BBQ and pool party.

I loved this time of year and all the parties. But like most engineers, I was by nature an introvert.  So a few quiet hours, just Sash, me and the TV, was just what I needed before heading over to Lisa and Samuel’s. With her friends and his friends, it would be airline folk mixed in with engineers like Samuel and me. Who knows, Samuel might even have invited Victor and his new wife. After all, he’d played cupid doing the intro between Lisa and Samuel, so it would hardly be a surprise.


Chapter 3 


Wednesday, July 4th, 2012

“Ready to go, hun?”

“In a minute, babe… just putting the final touches on…”

The final touches. So that could mean anything from ten to thirty minutes, depending…

The downside of being married to a flight attendant (a profession exclusively selected for their looks, outgoing personalities and ability to exert control and authority while never forgetting to smile and charm), is that getting ready for a party with other flight attendants is never a quick thing.

Ten years socializing with Sash and her co-workers, I could write a book on it. Flight attendants come in all kinds of flavor. Nice ones, nasty ones. Catty, bitchy ones. Compassionate, kind ones. But what they all have in common is a competitive streak when it comes to appearances and looking good.

So I flicked the TV on, made a mental bet with myself for twenty-two minutes, and sighed at the prospect of an evening of beers, small talk and trying not to be too obvious as I enjoyed the scenery—thirty to forty flight attendants milling around in all shades and styles of bikini. Most of Sash’s co-workers were local. They’d done their family duties earlier, and now was the time to let their hair down.

Judging by last year (the first time Lisa and Samuel felt enough of an official couple to host), for anyone who wasn’t on duty early tomorrow, I expected tonight to be a raucous event. Beer, bikinis, BBQ and a pool will do that for a guest list chosen for their sociability.

A quintessentially quiet and introspective guy, the first few years I’d been with Sash, I’d found these events a little daunting. For an engineer, I was pretty middle-of-the-road (there were plenty far quieter and more geeky than me). But as I’d gotten to know more of Sasha’s crowd and become more secure in our love (what’s the line? When you’re in love with a beautiful woman…), I’d begun to find the parties more enjoyable. And tonight promised to be one of those good nights.

Seeing Samuel and chatting with him would give me a pleasurable but safe buzz of nostalgia about the many nights I’d enjoyed watching Sasha together with her first Black boyfriend, Victor. And with Sasha off work for several days and her strict, teetotal upbringing meaning she was always a ‘sexy drunk’, I knew I was in for a good time when we stumbled home in the early hours.

“Ready! Ta-da!” she beamed, having wiggled and clip-clopped her way down the stairs in heels that looked decidedly impractical for a poolside BBQ. (I knew who’d be deputized to carry the flip-flops for later… in fact, I’d not needed to be told, they were already packed.)

Fuck, she looked gorgeous! Howzabout we bunked off the party, I dragged her back upstairs, threw her down and started on that family we both knew was the soon-to-be next stage of our lives…

Down boy, that can come later, I smiled to myself, doing my best Prince Charming impression as I held my arm up in the classic teapot handle shape so my Cinderella could grasp my arm for our short walk over to Lisa and Samuel’s place.

“Sash… Jase!” Lisa beamed, hugging her bestie before squashing her boobs flat on my chest as she gave me a welcome that had me swelling. Oh, the sacrifices of marrying into appearance royalty ☹ …

“Jase, man… great to see you,” the big Nigerian beamed, shoulder hugging me with an enthusiasm and strength that always made me smile. As the man who, however indirectly, had been responsible for him finding the love of his life, I knew he’d look upon me in a special way.

“Hey, great to see, man… and hey, congrats on the big news… wedding and a bun in the oven…”

Not polite to mention, but the two events were not exactly unrelated. Lisa—at thirty-four, the same age as my Sasha, but with one divorce behind her—had taken the lead in telling Samuel what she wanted for the next few years of their lives together.

A naturally chilled guy, Samuel had laughed with me a number of times about how it wasn’t the worst way to spend the next few years! Watching Lisa’s beautiful tummy swell with his child before enjoying the bonus buy of seeing her boobs swell and taking in the beautiful sight of her breastfeeding their offspring…

The party was soon in full swing, and two or three beers in, I was beginning to get a buzz on and fully relax, letting Sasha do her thing, catching up with friends she’d not seen in a while. I chatted to other halves who I’d gotten to know at other events and generally enjoyed the sea of female flesh and gorgeousness.

Everything was going wonderfully well, and my mind had already turned to the fun Sasha and I’d be enjoying later. Hey, maybe we could do a little bit of family-making all of our own… we both agreed it was coming soon, so why not give ourselves a bit of a head start…

Everything was going well, until it wasn’t…

Just started on my fourth beer, I’d ducked inside to use the bathroom, and was headed back outside when I stopped in my tracks. They couldn’t see me (they were facing away), but I could see them. There in the kitchen was Benson (the man who’d asked Sasha to leave me), standing next to my wife. With a third, tall, blonde woman completing the group.

“Great to finally meet you, Sasha,” the tall blonde woman purred. I couldn’t see her face, but with a tone like that, she had to be beaming with the most feline of smiles. “Benson’s told me all about you … you and that kinky hubby of yours…”

Lisa must have been fuming at a greeting like that. In fact, she pivoted just enough that I could see just how red her face was… see just how angry her expression had become.

“By the way, I’m Inga… the new woman in Benson’s life…”

Oh fuck! This wasn’t going to end well. The tall blonde, taller than Lisa’s five-seven by a good four or five inches, even had the nerve to hold out her arm for a handshake as she slipped the blade between my wife’s ribs. Normally a paragon of control and sweet reasonableness, if you pushed Sasha too far, you’d best not be standing too close when the inevitable reaction came.

Playing for time, Sasha accepted the handshake and gathered herself.

“Likewise … it is lovely to meet you … I did feel guilty when I had to say ‘no’ to Benson… I know he and Vicky found it hard, having to take second place… so I’m glad he found someone… someone more his own age…”

Ouch!

Double ouch! No one ever said Sasha played fair when she felt slighted and insulted. Second place … more his own age. Lisa had taken that blade and shoved it straight back between Miss Tall Blonde’s ribs.

Tall Blonde didn’t miss a beat. This was turning into the most elegant of catfights. “Vicky! Yes Vicky… I almost forgot to say… I know you and Benson talked about maybe giving her a little brother or sister… well, guess what…”

The way Inga took Benson’s large, dark hand and placed it on the flat, pale skin of her belly left zero room for misunderstanding—the woman who’d replaced my wife in Benson’s bed was now carrying his child. Vicky might well get that little brother or sister that apparently my wife had talked to Benson about. No denial coming back from Sasha… leaving me with a hollow feeling in my stomach, knowing this was something I’d need to raise with her.

“That’s wonderful news… I know Vicky will be super happy… and I know Benson will pay for the very best medical care… which, you know…”

No need to finish, her meaning was clear. Another unsubtle dig at Inga being the wrong side of forty when it came to pregnancy risk.

Honors even, two women who obviously didn’t like each other, discussed a few less pointed things, and then with a final handshake and touch of the arm, Sasha headed back out to the pool area.

“Can you believe the nerve of that woman,” was all that Sash was able to say, when a couple of minutes later I’d found a route that avoided Benson and Inga. Back poolside I was finally ready to do my husbandly duty of empathizing and listening to her rant.

“Way to go, Sash! She had that coming to her,” a young black man chuckled. He’d snuck up behind us, making Sasha jump as he touched her shoulder a fraction before he spoke.

Recovering her poise, turning to confirm who it was (his familiarity suggested he was another airline coworker), her expression was confused.

“Thomas, you shouldn’t do that! You startled me… I nearly spilt my wine all over my husband…”

Gentle telling off over, she switched to the other shoe. “But, thank you for your support… I didn’t spot you listening… but you’re right, Inga did have that coming… Benson and me have finally gotten to a place where we can be civil, work together… and then she drops all that shit…”

“Oh, come on, Sash,” he smiled and gently chided. “You’re smarter than that… she obviously feels hugely insecure… she’s been after Benson for ages… he obviously would have preferred you… it’s just like you said, she’s second best, and she clearly knows it!”

This really was a strange conversation to be listening in on. A husband feeling distinctly like a third wheel as his wife talked to someone I’d never met before about the most personal details of our marriage.

As they finished off dissecting Inga, I took a closer look at Sasha’s new co-worker. (The one who just a few days ago she’d been bitching about!)

Just under six feet and in his mid to late twenties, the first thing I noticed was how very dark-skinned he was. How dark-skinned and how handsome. His skin tone had that deep, almost ebony color only common in a few parts of Africa, and his face had the symmetry and high cheekbones you normally only see in male models.

As he and Sasha carried on poring over all the things wrong with Inga, I noticed just how different he seemed to Benson and Victor, Sash’s main two previous Black boyfriends

They’d both been broad-chested and powerfully built, with a generally affable and friendly demeanor. But this younger man was totally different. His build was lean and wiry, and his eyes burned with a focus and intensity that couldn’t have been more different than Sasha’s more mature previous men.

Their destruction of Inga finally coming to an end, Sasha noticed my confused, slightly embarrassed look. But it wasn’t her, it was the confident newcomer who reached out and introduced himself.

“You must be Jase, Sash’s better half,” he teased, drawing a disapproving look from her. A disapproving look that could have been from his implicitly suggesting she was the worse half, or could have been because of his overfamiliarity, using the diminutive pet names we reserved for each other. He didn’t know either of us remotely well enough for ‘Sash’ or ‘Jase’.

But that was just a thought bubbling below the surface—when a stranger offers his hand, only a total jackass refuses.

“Jason,” I beamed, trying to look as confident as he did. “Nice to finally meet you, Thomas… Sash often talks about you when we do all that end-of-day work-talk stuff…”

Fuck! Why the fuck did I say that? That was like pouring gasoline on a raging fire, saying that to a guy who Sasha told me never stopped flirting with her.

“Really? How funny! And there was me thinking she might be getting a bit pissed at all my flirting…”  Now she was really squinting daggers at him. “But it’s her own fault… the most beautiful girl on the whole Detroit base, and according to Captain Grimes, an amazingly ‘passionate’ woman as well… what man alive wouldn’t flirt with a woman like our Sash…”

Now Sasha really did look pissed. But when I reflected later, I also sensed something else: attraction.

The same kind of attraction I’d seen that first time she’d allowed me to set up a meeting between her and Andre.

And when I thought about it later, as we walked home, I realized Thomas’s over-confidence really reminded me of Andre. Maybe that was why Sasha bridled so much at all the flirting he did during all their duty hours together. Of the three guys who’d become regular boyfriends, Andre was definitely her least favorite. In her eyes, the way he’d lied and used her would always remain unforgivable.

Introductions over, and nothing more to discuss about Inga, there were a few more back and forths between Sasha and Thomas, before Sasha excused herself to go and talk to a friend she’d not seen in a few months.

I thought that would be the end of it, but as the young aviator unashamedly ogled my wife’s retreating ass, he put his hand on my shoulder like we were brothers, and still looking, sighed.

“You know, Jase… if you and the lovely Sasha ever change your minds and decide to play again before you have kiddos, don’t be shy! You won’t be disappointed... back home in South Africa, there were a couple of wealthy wives who couldn’t get enough of Ol’ Thomas and his big old dick…”

When I looked back, totally stunned, he just looked me hard in the eye with that focused, intense gaze of his.

“Think about it, Jase! Sash’s a passionate woman and as I understand it, she’s gotten used to regular big black cock these last few years … so if you find she can’t shake the itch… you know where I am…”

And then, as calm as you like, he just sauntered off… like we’d just been talking about the weather or sports scores… rather than his cool as you like offer to become Sasha’s fourth Black boyfriend.

The rest of the party was pretty normal—anything would have been normal compared to that conversation—and afterward Ol’ Jase did get the sack time he’d been so looking forward to with his 'Sexy Drunk’ wife.

So it was only the next evening when I raised the whole ‘doesn’t Thomas remind you of someone you really don’t like’ question with Sasha.

I didn’t mean to raise it. (I knew better than that, after how it had finished, mentioning Andre was still a no-no.) But when we were cuddling after making love, Sash caught a faraway and unexplained smile on my face.

“Penny for your thoughts, babe…”

When I looked down to see her gazing at me, I knew there was no point trying to lie.

“Promise you won’t get mad at me?”

“Well, that depends,” was all she was offered, the face that moments ago had been soft and loving now guarded and cautious.

“It’s nothing like that, baby,” I smiled, kissing her.

“It’s just Thomas… I got to thinking about him after the party… you know, how he behaved… his blatant over-confidence… the way he flirted with you right in front of me… and it made me think how alike in some ways he is to Andre…

“And that, maybe, just maybe, that’s why you’re so hard on him… why you don’t like all the flirting…”

Even before she spoke, the eyes and flush of her cheeks told me I was in trouble.

“Point one, he’s nothing like Andre… Andre was an immature, manipulative, self-centered little creep…

“Thomas… Thomas, yes, he’s overconfident, and he really knows how to push my buttons with all the flirting and teasing comments… but he’s one of the airline’s best young First Officers… he’s not some jumped up young bratty student who only gets things through his rich daddy…”

“I thought Thomas only got this gig because his family and Benson’s family do business back home…”

“That’s different,” she shot back, being remarkably protective about a young man just days ago she’d claimed to really dislike.

Sometimes us men are the dumbest, most stupid of creatures. I knew in my gut I should either back down or change the topic.

But did I?  Fuck no! Instead, I took a deep breath and doubled down. “For a guy you claim really pisses you off, you’re being remarkably protective… is there something you’re not telling me, Sash? Is it you’ve got yourself a bit of a crush on Mr. Lean, Dark and Handsome?”

Her eyes really blazed now. “Oh, you’d just love that, wouldn’t you! My pervert husband would just love that! Going back to the games that nearly cost us our marriage!"

“What? Would you like me to call him over? Call him over right now! Would that make your skinny little dick hard? Make you happy?” she spat back, eyes fired with anger… eyes that told me I’d be in deep trouble if I carried on pushing.

The great thing about Sasha and me is that, even on the rare occasions we do fight, we normally put things right pretty soon. Which in this case meant calling in sick (it wasn’t like they didn’t get enough hours from me), making Sash breakfast-in-bed and planning the most romantic day I could imagine.

“Sorry, babe…” It was probably the fourth or fifth time I’d said it, and it wasn’t even noon yet.

“Quit saying that,” Sasha giggled. “If I get a lovely romantic day like this with my husband every time we quarrel, maybe I might need to find more ways to needle you...

“And while we’re both in apology mode, sorry I called your pride and joy a ‘skinny little dick’” she chuckled. Half real apology, and half because she knew using the words again—even in apology—would make me blush and semi-hard. (I know, go figure!)

But she had a point, my cock was ‘skinny’ and even on a good day only got to five-and-a-half inches, which right back at the start had been one of the key drivers behind my fantasies which had now become our fantasies.

If Sasha’s apology had been half honest and half dishonest, my apologies had been fully genuine, and currently had us looking out over the Huron River as we walked hand in hand through the Nichols Arboretum, with her favorite Italian for lunch, followed by shopping. Shopping when I’d promised to be quiet and obedient—just like I should have done the night before.

“Besides,” she smirked, “maybe there was just the smallest sliver of truth in what you said…”

Stopping us in our tracks, turning us face-to-face, with a mix of humor and mock suspicion, I quizzed her. “Slither of truth about which of the things I said… that he reminded me of Andre… or the crush thing?”

“Does it have to be either, or?” she teased, blowing me a kiss, touching the tip of my nose. “A girl likes to keep a little mystery with her man…”


Chapter 4 


Friday, August 3rd, 2012

That Fourth of July meeting, our fight, and my romantic apology might have been the end of it, except for the retirement of Captain Patrick Philip Wilkins the third.

‘Captain Pat’ as he was universally known by everyone on the base, was a long-serving and hugely popular pilot.

After forty years of service, anyone who was anyone in the airline turned up that Friday night at The Henry in Dearborn to celebrate before the celebrant headed south to sunnier climes, where a new boat and duplex awaited the good captain.

In the month after I first met Thomas, I heard very little about him. Sasha’s bitching about his flirting went from frequent to virtually zero. They were still working together, because she did occasionally mention him. But now the mentions were similar to the way she talked about other co-workers.

After everything that had happened with the other Black men in Sasha’s life, even though that part of our life was all in the past, if I said I wasn’t still a little intrigued by the Sasha-Thomas dynamic, you wouldn’t believe me.

But even though I was curious, after what had happened last time I’d raised the topic, I wasn’t going to poke that particular hornet’s nest anytime soon.

So the next time the whole subject of Thomas and his obvious interest in Sasha entered my life was on that Friday evening at Captain Pat’s retirement bash.

I don’t know who’d made the seating arrangements, but it seemed far from random. What were the chances our table of ten would include not only Thomas, but also Benson and the new woman in his life, Inga.

Thankfully Inga was on best behavior—maybe Benson had a word after the Fourth of July incident—although she couldn’t resist the odd barb or two through the two hours of meal and speeches.

It was only when the younger set retired to the hotel’s Plaza ballroom for dancing and drinking that things really got up a level in terms of her ongoing jealousy towards Sasha.

Once our table had all switched over to the Plaza room, Inga—Inga and her baby bump—took me totally by surprise when she casually broke up our five-person conversational huddle by asking me if I’d like to dance.

What can you say? A brief look to Sasha—as surprised as I was—and her tiny nod gave me permission to say yes and avoid a scene.

I’ve never been much of a dancer, but it wasn’t the dancing that made me feel awkward—it was the body language and what Inga said when she danced close and whispered in my ear.

“You know, Jason… I really admire you, strong enough, loving enough to give Sasha the gift you gave her with Benson… and not just him, but with all the other guys before…”

Fuck! I didn’t know which shocked me more. The way a woman I hardly knew was pushing her baby bump hard against my belly, or what she’d said. And ‘all the other guys’ made Sasha sound a total slut!

“Thaaanks?” I mumbled back, sweating, wondering what was coming next.

“Don’t mention it,” the vixen—all twinkling, mischievous eyes and smile—beamed back. “Jason, would you mind if I ask you something?”

“Sure,” I just about squawked back.

“My question’s this,” she smiled, pausing for maximum discomfort. “After what you and Sasha did… did for so long, did so often… do you think you can ever fully close that chapter of your lives?

“I mean, I know you’re trying to move on, maybe start a family, be more conventional… but after something that intense being such a big part of your lives for so long… won’t the temptation always prove too strong?”

“You make us sound like animals,” I shot back, finally finding my footing, my anger making me clear-minded and confident.

“Of course we can resist temptation… we’re not animals! That part, it was important. But it was only ever a small part of our lives… family, family and love, that’s way more important…

“So, yes, Inga… that part’s closed… it’s time for the next chapter of Sasha’s and my love story…”

Briefly knocked back by my anger and confidence, she was just about to speak, but I got in first. My hand on her belly making her jump.

“Inga, a woman like you, I’m sure you’ve never been short of ‘suitors’ … I’m sure you’re a passionate woman who’s had more than her fair share of gentleman friends…

“But this baby,” I rubbed, enjoying her shock, “this baby, you and Benson… you wouldn’t put it all at risk for an extra night or two of fun with some ex-lover, would you? So why do you think so little of us that you think we’d be any different?”

My words, my hand on her bump… she was lost for words. But knowing it wouldn’t last, I broke our hold, and ended things, telling her ‘chat over’ as I led her back to our little group.

Only our ‘little group’ was no longer there. I could see Benson nearby, chatting to other guys I recognized as fellow Captains. But there was no sign of either Sasha or Thomas—and asking Benson where they’d gone would have been far too humiliating.

So I made my excuses and headed to the corner bar to refresh my glass. Now by myself, it allowed me to discreetly look around to try and find Sasha.

Damn! There must have been four or five hundred people in that ballroom. Why couldn’t Captain Pat have been one of those crotchety old men who no one liked?

After five minutes of peering into groups and trying to look as natural as I could, I finally found her.

Or should I say ‘found them’—because Sasha wasn’t in any of the many groups of laughing, chatting flight attendants. She was out on the dance floor, dancing close with Thomas, arms locked tight around his neck, looking up into that handsome, intense face of his as they moved slowly.

Normally so open and transparent, right now her expression was unreadable. Him, he was totally readable. Those fiery, focused eyes set above those high, chiseled cheekbones were only focused on one thing and one person.

Seeing her stood there, dancing like that instantly slammed a hard, clenched fist into my solar plexus. Totally poleaxed, totally winded—it was like a giant hand had reached into my chest and was squeezing my heart with all its might.

I could hardly breathe, my pulse racing so fast, instant dizziness overtaking me. So many memories, good and bad. So much arousal, so much angst flooding back. My whole body tingled and I floated on a sea of adrenaline. Arousal and terror two sides of the same coin. A coin I truly thought we’d done playing with.

Fuck! I tried to tell myself they were only dancing. But knowing how much his determined pursuit of Sasha reminded me of a slightly older, more mature version of Andre… and knowing how defensive Sash had been a month ago when we’d argued, there wasn’t an ounce of doubt in my mind about the chemistry I was seeing between the two of them.

Shit! Why had Sash decided to wear such a sexy, revealing dress?

When I’d commented earlier—black, low-cut with a high hemline and a sheer front panel that showed off her toned belly—she’d laughed. Said that she and a bunch of friends had a contest to see who could dress most sexy without passing the line for being full on inappropriate for a retirement party.

But seeing how close they danced, seeing the way she was looking up into his face, now I was beginning to have my doubts. Maybe that dress had just been a means to an end. A way of Sasha achieving multiple playful goals all at once. Reminding herself of what she called her ‘naughty days’, while also teasing the guy who always flirted with her and making him want her even more. At the same time as driving her husband crazy with multiple layers of conflicted desire and fear.

She might have been raised strict and Presbyterian, but the real woman I knew and loved had huge helpings of minx and temptress sitting right beside the parts of her formed by all those well-behaved Sundays.

I felt positively light-headed. I had to rest against the wall to avoid falling over. I felt paralyzed, rooted to the spot, totally unsure as to what to do.

After all the heartache of Benson, with our plans to start a family soon, this kind of thing was all meant to have been in the past. We’d agreed, we’d both agreed, Sasha being the one who was most insistent. So why could I feel the heat rising in my cheeks as the blood flooded to my rapidly swelling cock.

And from the way Sasha was behaving, I wasn’t the only one seemingly having second thoughts. I swear the pair of them had hardly blinked in the last few minutes, they were so wrapped up gazing deep into each other's eyes.

Heart in my throat, I’d finally decided to do something—to make myself known, when I saw words pass between them and they started moving away from me.

The dancefloor was packed. I was so desperate not to lose them that I gave up all pretense of trying not to be noticed, bumping into plenty of couples as I just about kept in touch.

The whole thing was crazy. I went from running to keep up to having to slow down and try not to be spotted as they edged out of the room and down a long corridor that led to a balcony where people could go for air or a smoke.

As they headed out, leaning on the balustrade, looking west towards the Canadian border, I tried to work out how close I could get without being discovered. The length of the corridor meaning the hubbub from the dancefloor was minimal, and standing far enough away where I could duck into a doorway, I was still able to hear them.

“That dress! You know that’s the height of meanness! It virtually screams ‘look, but don’t touch’,” he chuckled. Sasha’s laugh matching his own—not even the slightest hint of denial.

“I thought you guys had stopped all your playing…”

“We have, but doesn’t mean a girl can’t have a little fun…”

“Oh, so teasing, winding up a poor, innocent African boy from home counts as ‘fun’?” he teased back.

“Please! You poor or innocent… I don’t think so… from what you’ve told me about those affairs you had back home, innocent isn’t exactly the word I’d use to describe Thomas Twana!”

“Takes one to know one…” he shot back, the pair of them dissolving in peals of laughter, before a long silence gave way to a more serious conversation.

“Isn’t it hard, Sash… you know, after the last few years of playing… isn’t it hard to just turn it all off… go back to just you and Jason… just one man… one White man…”

From his voice, he sounded genuinely interested, like one friend concerned for another—that this was more than just a pick-up line. Half turning away from the skyline, so he could see Sasha’s face.

She didn’t answer immediately. And even if he was looking at her, she stayed staring straight ahead, looking out over the night sky.

Before finally also turning.

“Yeah… it’s hard, hard how you wouldn’t believe…”

Another pause.

“But it’s worth it, it’ll be worth it, when we start our family, when Jason and I hear the patter of tiny feet, become parents…”

More silence. His turn to think. My instincts telling me that, despite his earlier concerned tone, this had started as part of his efforts to seduce Sasha. But that it had turned into something different. Into two flirty co-workers who’d become friends talking about something deep, something serious.

“Okay, well I guess that scuppers my next ploy to get into your panties…” he playfully teased, the lighting just about allowing me to see my wife’s inquisitive expression.

“You know, playing the old ‘one for the road’ card… you know, just one last fling before finally settling down into mommy mode…

“Maybe one last fling with… I don’t know… just for the sake of argument, with a poor, innocent African boy a long way from home…”

That earned him an energetic punch to the chest, the look between them speaking plenty without the need for words.

They both knew ‘one for the road’ would only make what Sasha had called ‘hard like you wouldn’t believe’ even harder.

So, recognizing this, and Thomas supposedly being too decent a guy as to cause problems, the pair of them settled for a platonic ‘best as friends’ hug.

Nothing else noteworthy happened that night.  The pair of them talked a little more, headed back to the dancefloor (thankfully without spotting me), then Sasha came looking for me, finding me as I made out that I’d seen nothing of their dancing and talking.

I couldn’t speak for Sasha, but I knew that for myself, what I’d seen and heard had rekindled the tiniest of inquisitive but frightening flames.

Would ‘one for the road’ really be a problem? Would it be dangerous and possibly even destructive? Or would it be like one final season of your favorite TV show—perfect to create great memories to keep you warm through the winter months.


Chapter 5 


After that August party, for the next three and a half months, I can honestly say I didn’t really think much about Thomas. I was super busy at work, so after the backward-looking ripples from Captain Pat’s party had quieted in my mind, things were pretty vanilla and normal between Sasha and me.

I’d seen or heard nothing untoward since his balcony offer to selflessly give Sasha a last ‘one for the road’ extra-marital experience before she settled down to a life of nappies, bake sales and PTA committees.

So, despite the shock of that August night, having thought little more about him, I now had the high cheekbones and fierce, focused eyes of Mr. Thomas Twana bracketed as just another one of Sasha’s coworkers. Just another of the many guys who’d flirted, chased but ultimately flared out in their pursuit of my beautiful wife.

Which was why I was a little surprised when Sasha suggested inviting Thomas to her parents’ Thanksgiving meal.

“Oh, come on, hun! Don’t be so mean-spirited. I know he was a bit of a pain at first, but now he knows I’m not interested, he’s settled down and behaves himself…

“The poor guy’s a long way from home... all his co-workers and friends are with their families… he’s got no one, so wouldn’t it be a fitting example of American Christian love and generosity?

“And you know how my mom loves fussing over a new guest… if she’s fussing over Thomas, she won’t be nagging you to help in the kitchen… or bending your ear with the latest Burns Park gossip…”

Put like that, I felt a little ashamed at my jealous and insecure reaction. And the self-interested side of it didn’t exactly hurt.

And, honestly, when I’d recovered from my surprise, I hated to admit it, but I was also back to having that squiggly, angsty feeling of excitement in my belly again.

‘The safe way of having a little of our previous excitement,’ was how I started thinking about it. Although sometimes a less positive part of my brain whispered the less positive thought—the cliché, ‘There’s no fool like an old fool…’

On the day itself, what actually happened was perfectly normal.

As you’d expect from a well-educated, well-bred young man, he was the perfect guest. Thanking the Professor and his wife for the invite, complimenting Sasha’s mom on her lovely home and playing with the kids like he’d known them forever.

He even managed to smile a lot and shed his normally serious and focused demeanor.

But under the surface of all that Thanksgiving ritual and normality, it was a different story, my mind going a mile a minute.

I’d only had a couple of glasses to drink, but my fevered imagination was unable to stop itself switching out the scenes of Thomas helping with the mashed potatoes or playing with the kids with images which superimposed Victor or Andre or Benson’s head on Thomas’s lean shoulders. The images conjured by my head sometimes harmless, innocent, and family-focused—other times the types of X-rated scenes that had been so common through Sasha’s four years of affairs.

All through the hours we were at her folks’ house with her sister and family, however crazy the images flitting through my mind, I didn’t say a word to Sasha.

It was my problem, my warped mind. I didn’t want to spoil the lovely time Sash was enjoying with her family, although a couple of times she did give me a funny look. Like she could see from my face that something was up.

Everyone was having such a lovely time—Sasha and our guest at the front of the line—and with us now living a lot closer, unlike the year before, we didn’t sneak away early.

The last few weeks, we’d suffered our normal early-season dose of Lions football disappointment. Only the Lions could turn a four-game opening winning streak into their current 4-7 record.

For today’s special Thanksgiving disappointment they served up a 34-31 overtime loss. Especially painful as with Thomas there and understanding little about football, we couldn’t just put it into the background. We had to explain every play and every fumble to our guest as Sash’s mom just increased our suffering with a never-ending task of finishing the left-over turkey sandwiches.

We only finally said our goodbyes when Phoebe and Adam started getting cranky and everyone knew it was time to call it quits.

Kate, her hubby Dave, and the kids walked the two blocks from the Burns Park MacAlister family home to their own place, while we made the twenty-five-minute drive back to our place in Chelsea, with Thomas tagging along.

Tagging along? Why?

Well, while Sasha’s big sister would be busy prepping Phoebe and Adam for bedtime, we’d be resting up a little before joining forces with Lisa and Samuel to head downtown to another airline party.

Hence why Thomas came back with us, so the five of us could share a single ride into town to the Annex club, chosen as the RV point for any of the airline gang not on early duty and who wanted to go out and party.

By eight, Thomas and I were already ready, sitting downstairs talking, while Sasha was still upstairs getting ready.

As we talked, I began to revise my earlier opinions that he was like the spoilt and arrogant youngster Andre.

Andre knew nothing and had achieved nothing—aside from the achievement of being born into the right family!

Chatting with my wife’s young co-worker as we waited for Sash, I realized that aside from that same superficial overconfidence, he and Andre were worlds apart.

When we’d first met, after the dark ebony-toned skin, lean frame, and model good looks, his serious focus and determination had been what I’d spotted in him. And this was the very opposite of Andre’s spoilt playboy attitude.

At twenty-seven, he was nearly a decade younger than Sash and me, and he’d only arrived in the USA in May—his normally serious face grinning with embarrassment as he admitted Benson’s role in helping him get into the airline.

Before that, he’d started out flying smaller, prop-driven aircraft across his native South Africa, then worked his way up to first officer on longer-haul routes, building the multi-engine jet hours he needed.

The more he talked me through his early years, the more I realized that the intensity and focus I’d spotted when he’d stood up for Sasha against Inga was just the person he was.

It wasn’t an act or an affectation, it was who he’d been from childhood through his earliest flying experiences until he’d won himself a place as one of the youngest first officers in the airline's global operations.

The more we talked, the more I appreciated both the similarities and the differences between Thomas and Andre. They had the same confidence, the same belief that everything revolved around them. But with Andre, that was where it ended. No follow-through when things got hard.

Thomas was a different kind of man. He had that same certainty, but with him I sensed something more: the determination, drive, and skill to bend the world toward whatever he wanted.

And honestly, knowing his interest in Sasha—even if, seemingly, she only wanted to tease—I felt a nauseous mix of fear and excitement.

If I’d learned one thing over the last few years, it was that however much you set out your plans in one direction, you never quite know what you’ll do and decide as events unfold.

Sasha was taking forever, so Thomas also had time to talk me through his family and upbringing back home and what it was like flying different types of plane and coming to live in a country totally different from his own.

Compared to before—when he’d just been a bit of a stereotype in my mind—getting to know ‘the man behind the over-confidence’ helped humanize him and make me like him more.

But trying to focus just on ‘Thomas the person’ as opposed to ‘Thomas the man who’d pursued Sasha so hard’ was hard.

Thoughts of Sasha, after we’d argued and made up—virtually admitting her crush on him—were never far from my mind. Especially not after the dancing and closeness I’d seen between the two of them just a few months back.

So when Sasha came down the stairs wearing a dress even more revealing than the one from August, my brain nearly exploded with a confusing whirl of excitement and angst.

Was the woman wearing a dress like that the same woman who’d only come back to me on the strict agreement that I never pushed her back into the hotwife dating scene?

That dress in August supposedly had been part of a contest with her girlfriends. So what was her excuse today?

Just that general desire to be sexy and to show off that all women who know they’re hot possess? Or was there one particular co-worker she was trying to impress? 

Fuck! That dress shouted sex. It was one of Sash’s favorites—probably the most revealing dress she owned, the kind A-listers wear on the red carpet when they’re putting it all out there to get maximum attention.

As far as I could remember, this was only the second time she’d worn it. I remember her telling me it was based on a Rhiannon dress she’d worn when a new album launch meant she really, really wanted to show the world what a smoking hot body she had. (So no parallels there then …)

Thomas and I were virtually drooling as Sasha stood at the bottom of the stairs, fully aware of the way we were ogling her.

That  dress was ridiculous in the best possible way—thin, silver, often translucent, and so tight it looked painted on. Ultra-thin halter straps looped behind her neck and crossed over her delicate shoulder blades, drawing every line of her upper body into focus before dropping into two rhinestone-edged panels that only just covered the outer curves of her breasts and nipples. Between them, a plunging cutout ran down from her collarbone, flashing her cleavage and taut tummy, while the sheer mesh over her hips and thighs left just enough to the imagination to make not imagining what was underneath impossible.

And somehow, despite being so over-the-top revealing, it still had this strange elegance to it: swirling ocean patterns, tiny silver crystals, and little seaweed-like tendrils that seemed to ripple across her cleavage and stomach, giving it a whole Little Mermaid ‘Under the Sea’ vibe. The whole shimmering, revealing creation totally and utterly mesmerizing to any man with a pulse.

Fuck! Is this the kind of dress worn by a woman who insists she’s done playing outside the vows of marriage? I found myself thinking.

A year ago, she’d been insistent she’d divorce me if I ever pushed her in that direction again. And now this dress? This dress on a night of clubbing and dancing, when she knew the handsome co-worker she crushed on would be there and available?

Fuck! Was she just teasing and wanting to have a little PG-rated fun—an entirely plausible explanation for a minx like Sasha—or had Thomas’s August comments about one last fling before motherhood gotten her thinking?

Thomas and I had already gotten a bit of a buzz on from a couple of beers while we’d been waiting for Cinders Sasha to work her dressing-table magic.

When the UberXL pulled into the driveway, Lisa and Samuel had already grabbed the back row, and just for a moment my alcohol-tinged brain thought about taking the seat next to the driver. Forcing Sasha and Thomas together on the middle row.

I certainly knew one twenty-seven-year-old co-pilot who’d not object to being forced to sit next to a sexy thirty-four-year-old mermaid, but however much the thought excited my buzzed upper and lower brains, I caught myself just in time. Remembering how horrible my world had felt last year as I’d faced the possibility of losing Sasha from my life.

It was the middle of the evening, and the holiday had thinned the traffic, but the westbound drive into downtown Detroit was still a good hour or so.

Sasha and Lisa were sat in line behind the driver, my wife craning her neck round so she could chatter away to her bestie.

Lisa’s boyfriend Samuel and Thomas were doing the same. Only my position between Thomas in the passenger seat and Samuel on the back row meant they had to talk over and through me. The two of them discussing something I neither knew about nor cared about—the upcoming African soccer Cup of Nations, being hosted in Thomas’s homeland.

Maybe the beers had gotten to him too—in the two evenings and one day I’d spent with him, I’d never seen Thomas as full of laughter and smiles as now. Not even when he’d been dancing and trying to seduce Sasha, when his whole Romeo routine had been all poker face, not laughter and smiles.

Apparently, despite their status and sizes, neither of them had qualified for the cup playoffs when they were last held. Not only had they both qualified this time, but if they did well, they were bracketed to meet each other in the semi-finals.

“No offence, Thomas,” the older, larger man chuckled, “but if that happens, my Super Eagles are gonna whup your South African asses … but if by some miracle you sad sack South Africans beat us… well, my friend… that’s game over in terms of our friendship…”

Never mind the age gap, Thomas would never be short of confidence, and he just grinned back.

“Home court advantage, man… home court advantage!” he chuckled.

As they kept going back and forth, with Sash and Lisa busy and me unable to join in their soccer banter, I felt like the proverbial third wheel. Was this how it was gonna be all evening? Me on the outside looking in?

When we got to the Annex—right in the heart of downtown Detroit—there must have been a couple hundred of the airline’s younger, higher-energy crowd already there.

As we got inside and I saw Sasha’s and Lisa’s faces light up with big, spontaneous smiles at the prospect of a night of dancing, drinking, and partying, I found myself grinning too. I knew just how stressful their jobs could be and how much they needed nights like this to blow off steam. So even if I was feeling a little vulnerable and left out, that was more than outweighed by how much I loved her—and by my determination to make sure her needs were met.

As Lisa and Sasha skipped off to talk to a bunch of girlfriends, and Thomas and Samuel joined a clique of Black airline employees, I thankfully spotted a group of fellow ‘flight attendant hubbies’. Guys who, with one or two exceptions, were just like me: fully aware we’d married up in the looks-and-vivaciousness department. Which became self-evident within minutes, as our various wives and girlfriends were already attracting plenty of attention from the non-airline guys in the club.

Unlike at Captain Pat’s retirement bash, there was no Inga present (and no Benson) to drag me off to the dancefloor. So when Lisa and Sash decided it was time to stop chatting and start dancing, it was me rather than Thomas who benefitted from Sasha’s itchy feet…

Sash and I danced a couple of quick numbers and a couple of slow numbers before, holding hands and feeling on top of the world, we retreated to a small spot at the bar where we could sit and refresh our drinks.

“Love you, babe!” I shouted, having to put my lips right next to her ear to make myself heard.

Grasping my face between her hands, she beamed—the happiest woman in the world—and gave me the world’s deepest, longest, and most loving kiss.

I’d not planned any of what happened next. It was four beers and my little head taking control and talking. Responding to my own lust and the glowing, fulfilled woman I was seeing in front of me.

Head back at her ear, I shouted a question. ‘Glad we shared Thanksgiving with Thomas?’ before pulling back to see her answer. Her happy smile giving me her answer far better than words could in a club like this.

Head back at her ear—fuck, I so wanted to kiss it and rim it—that beer pushed me into speaking without thinking.

“You wanna dance with Thomas? Now?”

This earned me an equally buzzed and very perplexed look. Forcing me to explain.

“I saw you guys dancing at the retirement party,” I shouted, this time from directly in front—for this, I needed to see her reaction.

“I saw it, and… if you’re okay with it… I’m okay with it… ‘One last fling,’ wasn’t that what he said?”

Gazing at Sasha’s beautiful face, my chest tightened as I watched the full extent of my offer sinking in—her eyes widening in shock as she realized just how much I knew and just how much I was offering.

She didn’t speak.

For what felt like an eternity, she just held my gaze. Like she was trying to see right into my soul.

Then, she did something that totally surprised me. She switched everything from a two-player to a three-player game as she squeezed my hand, looking into my eyes with a watery, emotional look.

“If you really mean that, baby… show me… go grab him, go grab him from his pals, tell him it’s okay… then bring him back…”

Fuck! We were both buzzed. Half thinking straight, half not…

Having been through what we’d been through, any rational, sober husband would have done nothing.

But I wasn’t sober and I wasn’t rational—my adrenaline and testosterone levels had seen to that—so I kissed her back as hard as she’d kissed me and went off hunting. Knowing without doubt that her eyes were two lasers locked on and burning holes in my scalp as my little head made me go walking off in pursuit of the young co-pilot…

Fuck, again… are we doin’ this all over again, an angry, aggravated word hissed at the back of my head. You fucking fool! Don’t you remember last time?
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But I didn’t listen, hell no… I just carried on walking. The way Sasha had looked so full of excitement spurring me on, making me hard.

“Hey, Thomas! Can I have a word?” I shouted, somehow managing to be heard over the deafening blare of EDM rhythms.

He looked surprised to see me as I pulled him far enough away for privacy.

Blushing deeply—thankfully visible to no one but me under the club lighting—I just spat it out.

“I just wondered if you wanted another dance with Sash… you know, like the ones you guys shared at the retirement bash,” I stammered.

At first he was his normal deadpan self. Eyes focused, unblinking, searching me, searching for meaning or tricks.

But then, ever so slowly his unreadable, still lips started moving, slowly breaking into the broadest of grins.

But the grin was fleeting, his face soon pivoting back to a tense, serious mask.

“Are you sure?”

Fuck! What kind of question was that? Just fucking take what’s on offer! Of course I’m not sure. I’m buzzed… half-lit… thinking with my wrong head… just take the damned offer, man!

“Yeah, I’m sure,” I croaked.

“Sash on board with this? Or is it just her kinky husband talking?”

“Yeah, she’s on board… but it’s just a dance, right!”

“Yeah, just a dance,” he parroted back, eyes boring into mine, both of us knowing at best this was a half-truth.

That walk back felt the longest. My legs weak, weak with excitement and fear. I reckon this was what a walk to the gallows or Old Sparky felt like. But at least I had throbbing, pulsing, hardening excitement to give me strength.

“Hey beautiful! Shall we,” he beamed at my equally smiley wife, holding his hand out, palm-upward in the classic dancefloor gesture.

From that moment on I don’t think either of them gave me a thought or even noticed my existence for the next half hour as Sasha’s handsome young co-worker led her to the densest part of the throng, giving them maximum cover from the prying, gossipy eyes of airline friends.

The moment they reached their chosen spot, Sasha instantly wrapped her arms around the younger man’s neck. Her heels all but cancelling out their height difference, putting the pale skin of her face just inches away from his dark ebony features.

The way they were looking at each other, I knew there was nothing more they wanted than to forget all their friends and take six months of flirting and daydreaming to the next level.

But somehow they kept themselves in check, content to lock eyes and imagine, savoring the tiniest feel of skin on skin, so close they could feel each other’s heat, breathe in each other’s aromas.

After a few minutes, Sasha got braver, more incautious, pulling herself closer, her barely-covered boobs now crushed against the crisp white cotton of the young pilot’s half-unbuttoned shirt.

Fuck, I found myself groaning out loud. It was like I could feel what Thomas could feel. That I could feel the soft, squishy weight of my wife’s lovely breasts… like I could feel the excited hardness of her nipples proud and grazing on my chest.

I groaned again. Fuck! I only got to imagine, the young pilot got the real thing. Where was the justice in that? She was my wife, but it was this handsome young Black man who was getting the honey! And my hard cock said I’d not have it any other way…

Fuck, I’d missed this… fifteen months Sasha and I had fought it, pretending to unknow what we’d known and loved through four years of amazing sex and fantasy play. I was standing there nearly drooling… tongue virtually hanging out… not caring if anyone noticed my tented pants or weird, spaced out look.

The only person who did notice was Lisa. Lisa, who made me jump, a concerned look on her face as she dragged me to the quietest place she could find.

“Are you really sure about this, Jason?” her quivering voice asked, her eyes full of empathy and worry.

My whole body was tingling, floating on an adrenaline high. Watching and now Lisa’s question making me realize the enormity of everything.

Coming to the club, Thomas with us all day, I’d not allowed myself to think about what might happen. Lying to myself it was all purely platonic, even though deep down even a fool knew it was more.

But then a half-formed thought took me in a different direction.

“Lisa, how much has Sash already talked to you about this? About Thomas…”

It was Lisa’s turn to look guilty… no way she could pretend a friend as close as Sasha wouldn’t have talked to her frequently as the dynamics and her feelings had developed these last few months.

“How much?” she blushed, pausing before whispering, “A ton.”

“You asked if I was sure…”

She nodded.

“Let me put it another way… from everything Sash has told you, do you think it’s a question of ‘if’ or ‘when’?”

Still blushing—she was such a good friend—she held my gaze, the moment seeming to last forever, before she finally answered.

“Fair point,” she whispered, her eyes almost watering, her tone as serious as I’d ever heard it.

“Just promise me you guys will be careful… I nearly lost you once before… I don’t want to have to send two sets of party invites… or worse, have to choose…”

A kiss on the cheek, one final look of love and sympathy, and she was gone, back to Samuel… leaving me alone with my thoughts.

Despite the conclusion we’d reached, Lisa’s intervention had dampened my excitement. Or, maybe more accurately, it had introduced a sobering set of thoughts and fears.

I nearly lost you… If words like that don’t make a man stop and take stock, then that man’s a fool…

“There you are!”

It was Sasha, tugging a serious-looking Thomas behind her by the hand.

“Where did you get to?”

“Lisa dragged me over here for a talk…”

Sash grimaced, her face suddenly conflicted, imagining what her bestie would have said after everything she’d shared about Thomas—and about before Thomas.

“Oh!”

Oh indeed…

“Are you still good with this?” she asked nervously, chewing at her lip, like a small scared child about to have their new present snatched away.

There was the longest of silences. Was I still good with this? I knew what answer she wanted. I knew what answer my little head wanted. The two of them working together to push out my resistance and fears.

The longer the silence went on, the more Sasha looked anxious. Until finally I sighed loudly.

“If not now, when…”

A professor’s daughter and an avid reader, Sasha always loved clever wordplay. “Lisa wants us to be careful, but she thinks it’s a question of when, not if…”

Sasha’s look of relief was matched by my own sense of shame—my words were putting this all on Lisa, like it was her call, not mine, hiding my own complicity and lust.

“Thank you, baby,” she beamed, kissing me on the cheek, her eyes bright with happiness and anticipation, before turning from me to Thomas and back again, still holding the hand she’d dragged him by. Her two men for tonight, both important, but both with very different roles…

All through this, Thomas had remained silent, but now that take-command confidence of his kicked in.

“Too many eyes here… too much gossip… this is just between the three of us, no point stirring up scandal, feeding the gossip mill…

“Let’s head to a different club I know.” He didn’t wait for an answer, just pulled Sasha through the throng, leaving me trailing in their wake.

The club Thomas had in mind was just a four-minute walk down Woodward. A four-minute walk that had the dancing couple walking shoulder-to-shoulder, hand-in-hand with Sasha giggling as she reassured Thomas. “Don’t worry, Jase loves all this kind of stuff… I’m sure Benson told you all about himself and Victor… and my other young boyfriend, Andre…”

Sasha hadn’t expected to be walking between clubs. The night was much milder than normal for Thanksgiving, but Thomas still made a big show of taking off his jacket and draping it over her shoulders.

Cue giggles and cries of, “Thanks, lover… that’s so old-school, so gentlemanly… wonder why hubby didn’t offer?”

Hubby didn’t offer because he was still struggling to keep up, trailing behind as the couple who’d been flirting for months hurried hand-in-hand toward the dance floor of a more private club. And the protective, possessive symbolic claim of that jacket wasn’t lost on him — not even with his brain fighting the twin challenges of booze and trying to walk fast while severely hampered by his tented pants.

Maybe not surprisingly, the club Thomas had chosen—Bleu Detroit—was an edgier, younger place than The Annex. The Annex was all appearance, the Bleu was all attitude… and significantly Blacker than the first club, judging by the line at the door.

The doormen seemed to know Thomas—first name terms—and we skipped the line and went straight in.

“You okay to look after my jacket? And please, use my card to get the drinks,” he said, half asking, half ordering, pulling out his cardholder as he took his jacket from Sasha’s shoulders and guided her onto the dance floor. No need to wait for an answer, right?

At the Annex, the need for discretion had held them back. But with no co-workers here, there was nothing left to restrain them.

She’d probably never admit it, but I knew in my heart Sasha had been dreaming of this moment since those first nights she’d started bitching about the flirty young co-pilot. Complaints that had soon given way to the most deafening of silences.

And they weren’t the only ones suddenly freed. With no one here I’d ever meet at a Christmas party or retirement social, I didn’t need to be discreet either. I could get closer. Get a better view.

This time, there were no half-measures. When Sasha looped her arms around her co-worker’s neck, it was only the start. Her fingers soon began rubbing suggestively over the shaved ebony skin at the back of his head, her need matching the smoky, hungry way she gazed into his eyes.

She never caressed me or stared at me like that in public these days. In fact, had she ever?

It was a frightening thought. We’d built a life together based on love, respect, and laughter. On shared, quiet moments, on being comfortable, on being loving companions.

But what I was seeing now was something else entirely. Pure animal desire. Raw physical attraction. A need to possess and be possessed.

That had never been us—a thought that terrified and aroused me as I watched them tease each other before what would be their first-ever kiss.

The music was loud, but they were no longer really dancing. They were just shifting their weight, bodies pressed together, eyes locked.

I knew that look. I’d seen pieces of it at the August retirement party, and small flashes all through our family Thanksgiving, when they’d thought no one was watching. It had been there at the Annex too. But this was different. Here, they both knew there was no one and nothing to hold them back.

Still waiting for that first kiss, Thomas said something low, and Sasha answered by tilting her chin up, mouth parted, like she was daring him to finally kiss her.

But he didn’t. Instead, he grinned like a wolf and pulled her tight against his body. The way Sasha’s eyes lit up, the way she rolled her hips, told me exactly what they were exploring.

Fuck. Were we really gonna do this again?

I loved it, and I hated it. It felt like the purest hit of heroin—an amazing high, but with all kinds of danger attached. Even the thought of it made my stomach lurch.

What I was seeing was so much more physical, so much more primal than anything Sasha and I had ever shared, it scared me witless. Scared me and made me ten times harder than ever before.

Victor had been too absent. Andre too immature. Benson too old, too conventional. But seeing Sasha and Thomas grinding there together, teasing out the moment before their first kiss, I felt a jolt of fear and excitement roll through my veins.

Victor, Andre, Benson… they’d all been significant. But this felt like something else. Like the best parts of all three welded together into a man-package designed to be irresistible to my horny, beautiful wife.

The anticipation twisted low in my stomach, hot and sickening and electric, dropping straight through me.

Ignoring her upturned face, Thomas bent his head and kissed the side of her throat. The kiss turned into a sharp nip before he licked his way up to her ear, Sasha’s body tensing as she squirmed and squeezed her eyes shut, her whole chest rising and falling from the way he was making her feel.

While he continued kissing and biting at her neck and ear, my wife’s hand slipped inside the front of his half-unbuttoned shirt, her fingers rubbing over the muscle there, playing with his nipples.

My throat went tight.

He was younger, more handsome, and brimming with dominant charisma, and my wife wanted him. Wanted him more than anyone she’d ever wanted before. Six months of desire, honed to the sharpest point.

And, fuck, I was the one who’d said yes. The one who’d put the blade in her hand. Put it there despite everything that had happened before.

Sasha couldn’t wait any longer. She lifted his head and braced the back of his scalp, smashing their lips together, eyes closed, tongues thrashing, total desire, total need. His fingers pulled at her hair, her nails raked his shaved head, every touch showing her hunger for physical and mental closeness.

Thomas pulled Sasha even tighter, his hands gripping her ass and dragging her hard against his groin. Sasha answered by rolling her hips in a slow, circular motion, exciting both of them, no doubt making him painfully hard.

Thomas broke their kiss to whisper in her ear again, and then, in less than half an hour, he was pulling her past me again.

“Sash and me, we can’t wait any longer, man… my apartment’s just across the street…

“You coming, Jase?” he grinned. “I really want you to watch when I screw Sash for the first time… want you to hear how she squeals and sobs… watch as I screw her like she’s never been screwed before…”

He wasn’t kidding about how close his apartment was. Family money allowing a junior pilot to live in the city’s prestigious David Whitney Building, right in the heart of downtown. His fifteenth-floor two-bedroom even had views out over the Tigers’ ballpark.

The place exclusive enough that the doorman at the shared hotel-and-apartment entrance didn’t so much as blink when a young Black resident came through urgently pulling a scantily clad White woman ten years his senior toward the elevators, a woman who was giggling and calling back to her husband to try and keep up.
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His place—and those views—was so impressive it temporarily distracted Sasha from her real reason for being here, as she demanded a quick tour.

Tour over, he gestured for me to sit at one of the high chairs at the kitchen island that was closest to the living area’s couch.

With me gawking and sweating, they were too wrapped up in each other as they made out for a few minutes on the couch.

Then, sitting there like a young king, Thomas pulled away and took control.

“Okay, Sash… no more waiting… stand up and strip off… just your heels, stockings, and panties… I wanna see what you've been teasing me with these last few months…”

As Sasha stood to obey her young co-worker’s command, I didn’t know which of us was more flushed and breathless—me sweating at the granite island or her pulling her skintight dress over her head in one flowing move.

“Now hold up those gorgeous puppies for me, Sash… that’s right, babe… show me how beautiful they are… show me how proud of them you are…”

Thomas cupped and weighed her big boobs like they were priceless golden fruits. Her eyes were glassy with desire; it was like the young aviator had hypnotized her with his dominant manner. Her nipples harder and more swollen than I’d ever seen them before, betraying just how much she wanted him.

“Okay, baby… next my shirt, then my pants… then between my legs, down on your knees…”

Sash’s fingers shook visibly as she undid the few remaining buttons, unable to resist rubbing her fingernails over his lean, muscled abs and chest, no words needed, her unblinking eyes telling me and Thomas everything we needed to know.

“Good girl… now put my pants over there… now, on your knees, reach into my boxers, see what you been dreamin’ about… see if I was exaggerating or telling the truth…”

She didn’t need a second invitation, she was kneeling, pulling his waistband and reaching in like an excited kid at Christmas…

“Fuck, Thomas! That’s insane… how the hell…”

I may have been silent, but my reaction was no less shocked. Sasha’s fingers were wrapped around an absurdly large piece of dark ebony meat. If he ever got tired of flying, he’d have no trouble finding work as a pornstar—he was that big.

He was only half-hard, but even so, Sasha’s fingers couldn’t quite close around his girth. He was thick like a beer bottle, and semi-swollen, already looked about eight or nine inches—which meant by the time he was ready to claim my wife, he’d likely be a full eleven inches. Maybe even more.

And the physical appearance of that thing added yet another dimension. Uncut, with a huge brown plum-like head, it had a single prominent vein running along the top. The vein just part of a dense network of smaller ridges and knots. I guess something that large needed plenty of blood to keep it hard.

“What do you think, Jase?” he teased, grinning across at me. “Do you think your beautiful wife’s gonna enjoy being fucked by a real man? A real cock? Stretched out, made to feel like a real woman again…”

Fuck, it had taken Sasha’s other men weeks, even months, to work their way up to this kind of teasing, taunting talk—but this young co-worker was doing it on day one.

It was that same dominance, that same force of personality I’d seen the very first time I’d met him at Lisa and Samuel’s party.

If he was like this now, on his very first night, what the hell did the next few weeks hold?

Sasha had been dreaming of this for weeks. Her expression said she could barely believe the size of the cock in front of her, but that only fired her eagerness to play and explore.

“Fuck, Thomas… how do you even walk with that thing?” she chuckled, still in amazement mode, her hand pulling and squeezing at the head of his cock, her face a mixture of amazement and disbelief every time she worked from the root to the tip and realized just how impossibly big he really was.

“Quit your talking,” he chuckled. “Show Thomas just how much you want his big old dick!”

Sasha giggled, knowing exactly what her young co-worker wanted. If a boy asks a girl to get down on her knees, there’s only ever one way things move…

I don’t know what stuck in my memory more… the way Sasha had to almost dislocate her jaw to get his cockhead and first two inches in, or the sounds she made as he corrected her neck to the perfect angle as he fucked his first five or six inches into the depths of her throat.

Sasha wasn’t some nervous virgin type—four years of her other men had given the professor's daughter a lifetime’s worth of experience—but Thomas’s cock was something else again. An experience on a whole different plane.

But seeing the way her eyes watered as her jaw stretched past what was comfortable… hearing those lewd little glug, glug sounds, mixed with the occasional retch whenever Thomas went too deep or got his angle wrong… fuck. It was the very definition of pornographic… and I couldn’t have been harder, couldn’t have been more turned on.

The only strange addition was my sudden urge to keep the drinks flowing. Thomas didn’t partake, but Sasha and I kept sipping Jack Daniel’s. In our different ways, we were both loving this. The last thing either of us needed was to lose the buzz, sober up, and start having second thoughts.

Thomas seemed to be enjoying the way Sasha was struggling, chuckling, “Wow, girl, your face! Still beautiful, Sash… but your makeup! Your mascara… fuck, running so bad you look like a chimney sweep… the world’s sexiest chimney sweep!”

Thomas was the only one who laughed. Sasha was too busy worshipping his enormous cock. I was too busy trying to keep my right hand discreet, trying to stop my heart from pounding its way through my rib cage…

“Take it, Sash! That’s it… good girl… yeah, two more inches, good girl… you can do it,” he chuntered, his ebony hands pressing vice-like on Sasha’s temples as she spluttered and struggled.

Fuck! Was this a bad sign? He might be a co-worker, but sex-wise, we didn’t know this guy. Was he a sadist, a narcissist—a ticking time bomb? Or was he just an overconfident young guy who enjoyed a bit of taking charge and power play?

Fuck? Questions, questions, questions… time for another shot of JD for one of us…

Thomas had withdrawn, given Sash a chance to recover—a good sign—and she was now pulling him down the short corridor past one door to the master bedroom at the far end. (How did she know which was which? Had she been here before?)

“Come on, slowpoke!” he bellowed through the open doorway. “I want my new best buddy in here when I take his woman! Jase, I want you right next to her when I stretch her out… remap her pussy, remap her world…”

Fuck! Benson, Andre… they seemed pussycats next to this guy… that JD bottle was definitely coming with me…

“Keep the heels and suspenders… up on the bed… on your knees, face the headboard, Sash,” he barked.

Sasha bit her lip. “Maybe it’s best I climb on top, control the depth until I’m used to your size…”

Silence, Thomas seemed to consent, encouraging Sasha as she remembered an even more sensitive issue.

“Thomas, I know we know each other, but still, you’d better put a rubber on,” she blushed. “Sorry, baby!”

Fisting the monster, he grimaced and stared at Sasha, before sensing no likelihood of compromise, he pushed past Sasha (squeezing a boob as he passed) and opened the nightstand drawer. An evil leer appeared as he passed Sasha, squeezing the other one before—condom in hand--turning to me.

“Hey, JD boy! I got me an idea… As you’re so keen to see Sash properly fucked, how about you put the glove on… you glove me up… that way you can really feel how much more Sash’s about to get…”

Fuck! Such a dirty, sick, homoerotic idea…

If I’d not had those last three shots of JD, I know damn well I’d have point-blank refused.

But as it was, my veins swimming in that destructive mix of adrenaline and alcohol, my face just colored up… and after the briefest of stare outs (I lost), I found myself picking up the Magnum XL from the young aviator’s upturned palm.

“That’s it… hold it steady at the base… not used to handling heavy equipment, huh? That’s it, roll it down… you’re a natural, Jase… you sure you ain’t done this kind of thing before?” he grinned. The bastard getting the boundary between mockery and ribbing just right…

Fuck! I hated that he’d gotten this so right… feeling the weight, the girth… touching that hot shaft, feeling the pulsing in those ugly, knotted veins… it made the whole thing hotter… made me feel more involved, more connected… fuck, fuck, fuck…

“Thanks, Jase,” he smiled in the most friendly way before giving me an evil, mischievous glint. “Now stand back, let the man of the house give your woman a real fuck for once,” he snapped, moving up next to Sasha on the bed.

“First time out, best I ride you, control the depth,” Sash repeated.

“No, princess,” he barked. “That ain’t my way… I’m the alpha, the bull… I've been chasing you for a half year, Miss MacAlister… and now I finally caught you, I’m gonna fuck you just as I want…

“On your knees! Ass up, head down… head in the pillow! The noises I’m going to be dragging from that howling, screaming throat of yours… don’t want the neighbors bitchin’, do we?”

Just like I’d done with the condom, Sash caved… allowing her young co-worker to bend her to his will.

Fuck, she looked gorgeous… shapely, peachy ass high in the air, shaved pussy and wet, swollen love lips waiting to be taken… boobs hanging down, grazing the comforter just before the pillow where my wife had buried her head…

Other times, I knew she’d have wanted to look back and see, but this first time, she knew Thomas was right… noise control came first…

This wasn’t just ordinary sex. It wasn’t just physical, it was emotional... psychological.

It was conquest. Conquest after half a year. Conquest through pleasure. Through fulfilment of the most base and basic of human desires. Feeding her sexually, giving her what she’d had before, but had lacked for the last year… giving it to her again, only giving it to her bigger, better, and deeper.

I wasn’t just saying this shit.

The way Thomas rubbed his huge, gnarly, ugly shaft along Sasha’s ass crack… the way he teased her love lips and then clit… teased until Sasha was begging, was desperate, beside herself... crawling up the walls with need. It was him sending a message, conquering her sexually and emotionally, the first downpayment to show Sasha he could give her things I never could…

“Please, Thomas… please… put it in… fuck me… fuck me hard…”

Hearing those words, hearing her desperation made my cock harder than ever, but also filled me with a small, insistent, nagging sense of dread.

We were back on the roller coaster. Well and truly back on the rollercoaster. Sash and I both knew we loved the highs, lived for the highs… but we also knew how toxic and destructive the lows could be… Benson had taught us that… hell, had he ever taught us that!

I sighed deeply. Doubts and worry could wait till later. This was gonna happen… never mind Mr. and Mrs. Doubt at the back of my head… right now, three people in Thomas’s bedroom wanted this more than anything in the whole world…

“Your wish is my command,” he chuckled, his dark ebony fingers digging into my wife’s hips so hard they left white marks in her pink, flushed skin.

He made Sasha reach back to hold herself apart, then he slipped inch after fat inch of that ugly, gnarly monster slowly all the way in… Sasha moaned, biting her lip and screwing her eyes shut as she realized just how big her new lover was.

“Fuck, baby,” she sobbed. “You’re enormous… fucking enormous! I feel like a frickin’ virgin again… oh baby…”

I swear, every muscle in her entire body seemed tensed. Her cute little toes were already curling, ready for release. The two of them were an absolute, mesmerizing, intoxicating picture of sexual beauty. His lean, dark trunk and head bolt upright… his hips poised just inches behind a beautiful woman’s waiting ass and pussy. The woman’s whole being centered on the sexual act, on the pleasure and fulfilment that had just started as the ebony Adonis thrust his huge stake into the heart of her body. It made me wish I was better with words, could describe it better…

He chuckled at Sasha’s compliment. He wanted her so much, hearing her gushing like that must have made his head swell, no matter how many times he’d heard stuff like this before.

“You wait until I force these last few inches into you! You think I’m big now? You just wait… your gonna feel so full, Sash… you’re gonna feel like my cock’s busting out of the top of your skull…

With that, he stopped talking, gripped extra hard, and made good on his threat… Sasha baying like a wounded animal as he pushed the last of his huge cock in… the scream she made, the pained look on her face making me afraid he’d done the impossible... pushed past her cervix and into her womb.

Ever so slowly, I saw the tension leave her shoulders… the first sign she was slowly coming back to earth… her body recovering from the trauma of taking a cock even bigger than any of her previous Black boyfriends…

Even if her muscles weren’t clenched, her big boobs were still moving rapidly from her hyperventilation as her body adjusted to having such a long, thick piece of flesh stretching her in ways she’d never experienced before.

Now that her young co-worker was fully balls deep, he held Sasha’s hips firmly but patiently as he waited for her to recover. When he was happy that she’d adjusted, he leaned forward. Covering her like a stallion covers a mare as one finger pressing on the left of her jaw turned her head to the right… turned it so he could lock his lips onto hers, suck her tongue onto his, eat at her lips with the same hunger she was showing him.

There was no more trash-talking to me. Now Sasha was adjusted, the two of them were totally focused on each other. The young pilot had wanted her for so long, he wanted to make the most of the feel of her tight pussy stretched tight around his enormous dick.

“There you go, Sash… gonna show you how it’s really done… gonna fuck you harder than you ever been fucked before…

His strokes were smooth, long, and deep… holding her hips motionless, he slowly started pistoning in and out, his monstrous shaft glistening with her juices as her pussy started creating that super-excited, frothy cream.

Sash didn’t do any talking… she didn’t even look back at the man doing all the damage… she just buried her head hard into the pillow, constantly moaning and sobbing… every few minutes the signs of an impending tsunami building until she screamed extra hard, her whole body going rigid, shaking as that massive cock sent wave after wave of electric shock through her…

Two or three times her whole body was wracked with ecstasy as her new young lover rutted and fucked her like she’d never been fucked before.

If she was beyond speech, he certainly wasn’t… his overconfidence brimming over as he trash-talked both of us…

“See, Jase… see how she loves it! She’s missed this kind of fucking… and now she’s getting the best… look at her, Jase… she’s mine now… barriers down… pussy fucked… ya think she’s ever gonna be able to resist? No disrespect, man… but she’s mine now!”

His vocals certainly hammered into my brain… but Sasha, Sasha, was too busy savoring the best sex she’d ever had… I doubt whether she heard a word he said.

Me? Me, I was left at the side, stewing in a real mix of emotions.

The visuals of Thomas’s lean, muscled, ebony body fucking my woman so hard, making her cum so powerfully were something burned into my brain.

But what he said worried me more than it excited me. He’d sold this whole thing to me and Sash as some kind of ‘final fling before motherhood.’

But the more he talked, the more Sasha shook with pleasure, the more I doubted she’d be able to give this up anytime soon.

Things had been building between the two of them for months now, and the scary truth was that I had no idea if this whole night was preplanned or just a drunken accident.

Those thoughts about the future could wait for another day—right now all my attention was focused on the bed, on the way their bodies were moving that told me they were both close. Both of their body movements getting increasingly jerky and ragged until finally Thomas threw his head back and roared like a wounded bull as he hammered in one final time, and the pair of them came together.

Job done, Thomas collapsed on top of her, Sasha totally spent from the third huge climax that had ripped through her, the two of them shared a quiet intimacy as the pervert in me waited for Thomas to finally stir. Pulling himself off, tying the condom off before seamlessly moving us to the next part of the evening.

This new phase started with the two of them cuddling while Thomas’s massive snake regained its strength… which was when round two started up.

This time—now she didn’t need the control—Thomas was happy to let Sasha control things like she’d first wanted. After all, he’d made his point, power-fucking her to multiple toe-curling, body-quaking orgasms, showing he was in control, could bend her to his will, sexually fulfilling her better than me or any of her previous boyfriends.

So I was treated to the sight of her climbing up on top, her beautiful pale body slowly sliding down onto his dark frame. Already well-fucked and stretched out, Sasha still had to go slowly, his latex-covered cock gradually disappearing into her beautiful, pink sleeve. That huge, iron-hard piece of flesh acting like a giant guide shaft for my wife’s pussy and hips.

Their first fuck had been maybe twenty minutes, with Sash cumming three times. This second fuck lasted nearly an hour, with Sash cumming five or six times, climbing a couple of times for a rest when they just kissed and cuddled until she was ready to go again.

And me, what was I doing? I was sitting at the end of Thomas’s king-sized bed playing with my painfully hard cock, my eyes glued to this amazing, beautiful erotic sight. His hard, lean, ebony body—all sinew, muscle, and huge male spear—the perfect contrast to Sasha’s pale, feminine curves. His body, his personality, and his huge cock the perfect tool to rock my wife’s world. If she was going to break her self-imposed ‘no other men’ rule, then her young African co-worker was the perfect man to do it with.

After I’d watched Thomas fill a second condom, he headed to his ensuite bathroom to throw it and take a piss, so I took my chance to slip out to the other bathroom.

Bladder duly emptied, I was just about to rejoin them in Thomas’s master bedroom when Sasha intercepted me.

“Hun, what do you think? Would you be okay if we stayed the night?”

Her eyes and face were full of nerves and hope. She wanted this, wanted it bad, and was afraid I’d say ‘no.’

Seeing her standing there—body naked, messed, and flushed from the actions of another man—I couldn’t help but reflect on how weird our life would look to the rest of the world. Her naked, me still with a hard cock, her asking her kinky husband if a few more hours would be okay…

I said ‘yes,’ but seconds later realized I’d been suckered. Because I’d assumed that after maybe one final round, Sash and I would spend the night together in his second bedroom… or, as a minimum, the three of us would share Thomas's king-sized bed.

But with ‘yes’ barely out of my mouth, Sasha was kissing my cheek, hugging me, squashing her bare boobs against my chest, and telling me ‘see you in the morning.’ Then she was gone, door back to the master bedroom quietly but firmly closed in my face.

Fuck! I hated that I loved this game so much!  I hated what Sasha had just done, but it also made my cock even harder, and the surge of adrenaline and pain it shot into my veins and twisting gut was exquisite. Exquisitely painful, exquisitely exciting.

I spent the rest of that night splitting my time three ways. Partly laying on the bed in Thomas’s guest room, slowly touching my aching cock, trying not to cum as I strained my hearing to hear sounds of sexual activity from the master bedroom. Partly responding to those sounds when I did hear them—which meant pushing aside my sense of shame and humiliation to sit outside their bedroom door to hear as well as I could.

And finally, when things went quiet after a couple more hours, trying desperately to get some rest. Rest I’d desperately need the next day. A day that started as I expected, but which within hours had spiraled in a way that caught me totally off guard.


Chapter 8 


Friday, November 23rd, 2012

“Hey, baby… miss me?” the beautiful, voluptuous thirty-four year old temptress asked me, grinning cheekily as she stuck her head around the doorjamb.

Hair all mussed, decked out in one of Thomas’s oversized dress shirts with only the lowest two buttons fastened, she looked as sexy as fuck. That impish smile chuckling to me the wickedest of messages: guess where I spent the night, and you, my dear sweet husband, loved it nearly as much as I did…

Yesterday Thomas had told us he had an early morning duty—half work, half pleasure, as the duty gave him a few days back home in South Africa.

I vaguely remembered a head looking in, but as I was in that half awake, half asleep mode so I wasn’t really sure.

So now, finally, it was just me and Sasha.

We cuddled for a while, neither of us wanting to talk. Then we showered and headed home. Sasha quiet and loving in the Uber, her head on my shoulder, her fingers intertwined with mine in that most intimate and loving of gestures. Throughout the hour-long ride home, her mood seemed a mix of loving and ‘best friends forever’ and thoughtful, faraway wistfulness.

Back at Thomas’s place, when we’d showered and Sasha had begun drying her pale skin, she’d been coy, using the towel deliberately to try to conceal all the signs her body carried after a long night of hard sex with Thomas. Concealing the dark finger-shaped bruises on her narrow hips and creamy thighs, and the scattered hickeys blooming across her neck and breasts.

But halfway through, seeing the way I was staring at her, she’d realized her efforts were futile. So she stopped being careful, instead using the towel more slowly and only to dab and cover small parts of her body at any one time. Several times giving me a teasing smile when she caught me staring at the faint red handprints on her perfect ass, or the matching bite marks  on her shoulder and inner thigh. 

She’d even blown me a little kiss when she’d caught me studying the battered, swollen and gaping appearance of her pussy. A kiss that said she was proud to show off every vivid mark from her long night of hard sex.

Sasha had been planning to have brunch with her bestie, Lisa. But her need for sleep was greater, so she put their meet back to later in the day, allowing Sash and me to cuddle up and get some much needed rest.

It was actually five p.m. when Sasha finally headed off to meet up with Lisa, so with no distractions, I caught up on work I should have done while Sasha and I had slept through the late morning and early afternoon.

Concentrating wasn’t easy—I knew we’d need to talk about last night in the next  day or so. I had all kinds of thoughts going through my head, and I knew Sasha would be the same. But never in a million years could I have guessed at how that talk would go.

The first thing that caught my attention was the way Sasha closed the door when she finally came back from her dinner with Lisa. She’s normally quiet and careful about how she shuts doors, but around nine I heard a loud bang. I hardly had time to register it when I found myself staring at a flushed, slightly drunk, and furious Sasha.

“Lisa hates you! And right now, I’m not very far behind her! Why did you do it, Jason? Why? Are you that desperate to see me in bed with other guys?

“When I chose you over Benson, I made you promise that you’d never ask me to go with other guys… and that if I weakened, you’d protect me from myself, never let me sleep with other guys…

“So why, Jason, why? Why did you tell Thomas you knew all that stuff about what he’d said to me… all that stuff about one final fling before starting a family… that you knew and you didn’t object…”

“Hold on a minu…”

“No, Jason… No, don’t you make your excuses… if you’re so blameless, how come you were the one who encouraged me and Thomas to dance together last night… ignoring Lisa’s warnings and reminders about how we nearly destroyed our marriage last time…”

“Hold on,” I finally got through, “this isn’t all on me, Sasha… you were the one who invited him to your family for Thanksgiving… then you were the one who kept teasing and ribbing me… knowing exactly how it would make me feel…”

She was in tears now.

Sobbing her eyes out, breath coming in big, lungfuls, she still wasn’t done.

“You knew I was weak… you knew, but you encouraged me anyway,” she sobbed, her face a mess of running mascara. “You didn’t stop me, like you promised… you encouraged me…”

And then she was off, running to our bedroom, slamming the door, locking it… all the blame on me.

To say I was stunned doesn’t even begin to cover how I felt.

It felt like she’d boiled down our conversation from August a year back to a simple mantra that allowed her to put all the blame on me and allowed her to feel it was only me who was the guilty party.

For ten or fifteen minutes, all I could do was sit there in shock, going over and over everything in my head.

It was only as I slowly started recovering that I managed to form some kind of plan of action and find the smallest of positives in what had just happened.

The positive in question being that the more I thought about it, the more I realized the root cause of Sasha’s crazy attitude wasn’t that she really blamed only me for what had happened. It was that, right now, after what was certainly a difficult conversation with her bestie, she was in such pain that she couldn’t cope with the crushing pain, guilt, and self-loathing.

So she’d protected her fragile self-image by shifting all the blame and guilt onto me.

This wasn’t the first or only time she’d done this.

On the whole, she was one of the kindest and most generous people I’d ever met—and not just because I loved her so much.

But when things got too much for her, this was one of her go to strategies… finding a temporary scapegoat, until she recovered enough to be more honest and reasonable.

Realizing this made me feel a whole heap better.

Of course I’d partly been to blame—but so had she. Deep down, she knew this. She just wasn’t strong enough to admit it right now.

About an hour later I heard another sound I knew was part of this thankfully rare ritual. I heard our bedroom door being unlocked.

The rest of Friday and the weekend weren't easy. But Sasha accepted my hug when a few minutes after the unlocking I ventured into the bedroom. The sight that greeted me was the wide-eyed, tear-streaked face of the wonderful woman I was lucky enough to call my wife.

Saturday and Sunday, we did a lot of walking and talking together. Sasha opened up about her feelings. The Friday night anger had been a mix. Partly genuine anger toward me for not keeping my promises. But also a lot of anger directed at herself. Anger that was mixed in with fear—can I ever stop this, Jason—and frustration. Frustration that, like a recovering alcoholic, she felt in one single night between her and me we’d managed to trash fifteen months’ worth of sobriety tokens.

If Friday and Saturday were about understanding and Sasha starting to forgive herself, Sunday was more about ‘what next.’ What next being many hours of talking, we ended up summing up in three pledges we jointly wrote and signed in the journal Sash had kept since she was a girl.

One. We love each other. Will always love each other.

Two. We’ll never let anyone or anything get in the way of our love.

Three. We’re only human, we’re not going to beat ourselves up if we occasionally slip or fall.

The week that followed was a really good week for Sash and me. Sash was on short-haul local flights and my work was quiet with no trips away, so we got to spend quality time together every evening. Even the gods seemed to smile on us—Thomas was away all week in South Africa. Meaning his presence wasn’t there to throw any kind of emotional or physical or temptation shadow over our happiness. Or interfere in our lives in any way except through memory, which we’d pretty much dealt with by Sunday night.

I heard nothing more about Thomas for a while—although of course I’d be lying if I said thoughts of the young co-pilot and him working with Sasha never crossed my mind.

But about the middle of December, a visibly shattered and irritable Sasha came home after one particularly long duty complaining about both Thomas and the crew scheduling department.

“They keep putting us together, and honestly… it’s like he won’t take no for an answer… he just won’t accept that Thanksgiving was just a one time thing… I think I’m gonna have to have a quiet word with HR, ask them to only roster us together if no other options are available…”

Now wasn’t the time—she needed empathy and an attentive, pampering husband, not a problem-solver—but I did find it ironic. Ironic that over the next couple of days our roles were totally reversed from when she’d complained about Thomas’s flirting and pursuit of her.

Back in June, it had been me arguing for Sasha having a quiet word with HR about the attentions of the young co-pilot and getting a change to rosters. Then, she’d been the one who’d said it would just get her a bad rep, get her labeled as a troublemaker.

Now the shoe was well and truly on the other foot. Sasha was the one arguing to talk to HR, and I was trying to calm her and get her to look at it another way.

“Sweetheart… look at it this way, we’ve got to know we can cope with guys like Thomas… looking the way you do, working for the airline, there’s always gonna be guys like Thomas…

“So why don’t we just use him like a stress test… to prove to ourselves we can resist temptation,” I smiled, happy to see her expression softening. “Just think of him as some kind of faithfulness methadone… a safe way of weaning us off the hard stuff… every day you cope with his flirting and don’t cave… well, that another day that makes you stronger…”

For the next week, I didn’t hear anything more about Thomas and his annoying flirting. Either it had stopped (unlikely), or after our talk, Sasha had decided to take my advice and treat his pursuit as a way to prove to herself she was strong enough to resist.

But Friday at the end of that week, I was expecting Sasha home around six. I was really looking forward to a quiet, romantic night in before a busy weekend of report-writing ahead.

But at six, instead of hearing the sound of a car pulling into the drive, I was answering the phone to a tipsy sounding Sasha.

“Hey, babe… sorry, I’m gonna be a little later than I expected… one of the new crew members had a birthday they kept quiet… so we’re taking them out for a belated celebration…

“Shouldn’t be too long, hun… then I promise I’ll make it up to my loving hubby…”

I don’t know what happened between that call at six and nine when I finally heard a car pull up into the drive, but what happened when my half drunk wife turned up was very different from what she’d promised.

I heard her keys in the lock, then her flushed face appeared in my home office doorway.

“You know, Mister… I’m still more than a little pissed at you over what happened Thanksgiving night,” she scowled, as I tried to work out if she was for real, or this was some kind of elaborate joke.

She moved fully into my office, and with a sour look on her face, addressed me as a second person entered behind her.

“Jason, do you know our crew’s birthday celebrant…

“Oh yes, of course you do! He’s the reason I’m still a little pissed at you, he’s the man you encouraged to fuck your wife after promising to never do that again, encouraged her to throw away more than a year of faithful monogamy,”

Her face only softened a little as she ignored me and turned to address Thomas.

“You see, Thomas, despite promising to protect me and not put temptation in my way… my husband’s one of those men who can’t control himself… he gets so hot and bothered at the thought of his wife being fucked by big-cocked black guys, that his cock gets all hard and his brain goes to mush…”

Her desire to talk to me spent, she made one single stride towards Thomas, grabbed him by the lapels, and pulled him down for the longest and most hungry kiss ever witnessed in our little Chelsea living room.

It was like she was trying to suck the lips right off his face. He was almost being passive, letting Sasha do all the work. Enjoying letting Sasha do all the work, her desperation to be intimate making a huge statement, just like many of his actions on their only previous night together.

After a few minutes of this tonsil-tennis, both of them now breathing heavily, Sasha broke this kiss and turned.

“So, weird hubby of mine… as a belated birthday present for you,” I’d turned thirty-five just a few weeks ago, “I’m gonna give you what you want… but last time I looked, we were out of XL-sized condoms, and your old regular fit won’t do the job…

“So, if you’re planning on nixing those promises you made to your wife, you’d better drive down to the Shell on South Main and pick up a pack or two of XLs for the man who’s gonna be doing your job tonight… a real man, with a real cock…”

I swallowed hard. Apart from a handful of times, this kind of mean, teasing trash-talk had never been part of our sex games. But seeing the look on Sasha’s face—part playful, part a little pissed at me—I wasn’t too worried. Her temper always flared quickly and faded just as fast before the tender-hearted girl Prof. and Mrs. MacAlister had raised took back control.

And besides which, even as my face colored up with embarrassment, I was aware my cock was getting harder. I’d hate it if I ever felt Sasha really disrespected me, but where was the harm in a little playful ribbing. Even if the face that said the words showed she was still a bit pissed at me.

She stared me down for a few moments. As I started to walk to the door, she glanced down at my crotch and smiled.
“In the car, do remember which shifter to use, hubby,” she chuckled, “and me and Thomas promise we’ll wait for you before we start the fun…”

See, didn’t I tell you? The MacAlister girl was never far from the surface.

Why did I feel so embarrassed buying the XL condoms at the Shell? Rationally, there was no reason she wouldn’t think the condoms were for anyone but me. But still, with Sasha’s words still ringing in my head, I’d convinced myself the graying, overly made-up woman who scanned the item knew every detail of how I’d use them and who and what was waiting for me back home. She was looking at me in a funny way. I was sure she was. You? XL? And two packs? Bet you’re the watcher, not the doer?

I knew it was all in my mind. But still, I was glad to get out of there and back to whatever scene awaited me back home.


Chapter 9 


Friday, December 21st, 2012

Arriving back home, I was struck by an idea: watching them for a few moments without Sasha and Thomas knowing I was there would be super hot. Hot and revealing. To see the truth between them, not the show. Not just what they wanted me to see.

Watching from outside on our front porch was out of the question—far too public for our conservative little corner of the suburbs.

Which, given the way our lot sloped down at the back, meant I’d have to climb the rickety wooden staircase from the walkout basement level to our ground-level back deck—the only private spot where the neighbors wouldn’t catch me spying on my own wife. Not exactly easy to explain at the next neighborhood BBQ. Thank God we lived in such a wooded area.

The deck was a cheap job—fifteen years old and squeaky as hell. I had no idea if the boards would even hold my weight. Why hadn’t I fixed the damn thing like Sash kept asking?

What were the chances they wouldn’t hear the squeaks—or me cursing if I went through one of the rotten boards and twisted an ankle?

I got lucky. Despite the freezing cold and snow-covered steps, I made it up both flights without a sound.

Heart pounding, I flattened myself against the wall and steadied my breathing before I dared look inside.

As I slowly edged half my face out beside the windowpane, I realized luck had given me a second gift. Sasha, as she often did when she was a little drunk and needed fresh air to clear her head, had cracked a couple of ground-floor windows and left the curtains partly open to keep the air moving.

I edged half my head out past the pane and saw I’d been lucky again. Sasha had opened a couple of ground-floor windows and left the curtains half-drawn—the way she did when she’d been drinking and needed air.

Meaning the lurking, spying husband not only got to see what they were up to, but I’d also get to hear them.

Peering in to the living area, I was relieved to find that after all my efforts on the snowy, squeaky staircase, the two of them hadn’t gone upstairs, negating all my efforts. They’d hardly moved at all from where I’d left them when Sasha sent me out for Thomas-sized condoms.

They may not have moved more than a few feet, but they’d certainly moved a long way along in terms of how they were dressed and what they were doing.

If Sasha hadn’t promised to wait for me, and if they’d not needed the condoms, looking at how things were between them, I had no doubts they’d already be having sex by now. Never mind her earlier protestations that she was still pissed at me for encouraging her to stray again—looking at her now, this was a woman who wanted sex, and wanted it soon.

The scene may only have barely moved ten feet, but pretty much everything else had changed.

Before, as they’d eaten each other’s faces, Thomas had been standing. Now he was sitting on our living room couch. Sitting buck-naked where I normally sat.

Before he’d been fully clothed, despite how I’d seen my wife’s lustful hands exploring and savoring the ebony skin on his lean and chiseled frame. Now those same hands had stripped him bare so she could savor him even better.

And he wasn’t the only one who’d moved position and shed their clothes.

Sasha was nearly as naked as her young co-worker. Her only remaining clothes were her tiny thong panties, thigh-high stockings, and the black heels she’d been wearing when she came back from the birthday celebration.

And her position had gone from standing face-to-face so she could kiss Thomas to kneeling devotedly between his knees.

Gazing at this sight, I felt like my chest and eyeballs were going to explode together.

When she’d first stormed through the door, I’d been too shocked to think clearly. But now that I’d had time to reflect, I realized that despite everything she’d said about not liking the flirting, giving in a month ago meant a night like this was bound to happen eventually.

Staring at her as she knelt there—her face full of awe and adoration as she gripped his thick cock with both hands, working it slowly, so long she’d have needed a third hand to fully cover his length—how could I not think it had only ever been a matter of time?

“God, I’ve missed this beautiful monster,” she cooed softly, causing her young co-worker to work hard to stymie a big, shit-eating grin.

“Well, whose fault is that?” he chuckled. “I’ve hardly made it a secret, how much I want you…”

“I know,” she smiled softly, her expression telling him she felt bad for making him wait. “It’s hard… me and Jason decided we needed to stop playing with other guys… last time, it nearly broke us… and we’ll be trying for a baby soon…”

A surreal scene—such a serious conversation while all the time her hand kept time, rhythmically sliding up and down his sex shaft with machine-like regularity—it was his turn to look at Sasha with genuine feeling.

“I know, I get all of that… but after Thanksgiving, I thought we’d finally found a good place… a place that worked for both of us… and then you went so cold again… like you really hated me…”

She paused. Letting her eyes answer first.

“Sorry… let’s just say I was working through some stuff…”

“Through it now?”

“Yes… and I am sorry…”

“Apology accepted,” he smiled.

She smiled back. “How about I make it up to you?”

Before he’d had a chance to answer—not like he was gonna say ‘no’—my wife’s lips were stretched wide around his massive cockhead and her right hand had left his shaft and was busily teasing his balls to see if she could make him even harder.

Fuck! I tried to resist, but I was powerless to stop myself publicly stroking the front of my pants as I watched Sasha go to work on that giant cock of his.

Unlike last time, when he’d virtually fucked her throat, this time he was happy for her to just worship the tip and first few inches of his manhood. He just lay back in my spot on the couch, hands contentedly clasped behind his head, loving the feeling of Sasha’s wet, warm mouth vacuuming at his huge dick.

Occasionally she came up for air, and to clean the drool from her chin. During one of these breaks he bent forward to kiss her drooly lips and holding her gaze, asked one of those questions which is really a statement.

“So, you missed my cock… why?”

Sasha, enjoying the feel of his hand on her cheek, stayed silent.

“Because you prefer it to Jason’s? Because he can’t give you what I can. Is that right, Sash?”

“Don’t be mean,” she smiled softly. Standing up for me, but not contradicting him. But then, why should she? He was just saying what all three of us knew was true. He was just repeating the root cause of why this whole set-up excited us in our different ways. If I’d been able to give Sasha what her various Black boyfriends and lovers could give her, what would be the point of all our games?

“Okay, no denial, so I’ll take that as a yes then, Mrs. Spencer… yes you do prefer my big, manly, African cock to your hubby’s little white peepee,” he grinned, holding his hand up to halt Sasha’s protestation before she could even get started.

“You prefer it because it makes you feel things his little white peepee can’t make you feel… it makes you cum more often and stronger than his, coz it stretches your lady parts… stimulates all those nerve endings… makes you feel full, full and womanly… goes deep, deep and right up into your tummy… and you love it, love it and can’t stop thinking about it, thinking about it and thinking about how much you want it…”

All through this monologue, even as her face got more flushed and her eyes more glazed over with lust, Sasha’s hand had never stopped working her co-worker’s monstrous cock.

“Which is precisely why, Sash, you weren’t able to stick to your plans and resist me…”

Still no denial, he just continued…

“But don’t worry, Sash… when peepee man comes back with the condoms, I promise you I’ll stop teasing and give you what you’ve been dreaming of ever since I fucked you so good at Thanksgiving…”

Whether it was the sting of being called Mr. Peepee or the bittersweet humiliation of other parts of the conversation, but whatever the reason, that was the moment my hand slipped on the icy window ledge. Slipped and sent my head banging hard against the window pane.

“You weren’t watching and eavesdropping were you, Jason?” Thomas grinned… pausing to let the burn really sink in. Before going back to confident, friendly Thomas.

“No worries, provided you brought the condoms back, Sash and I will forgive…” Ouch, that hurt… them on the inside, as a couple, me on the outside the one needing their forgiveness.

Cheeks totally crimson, I slammed the packets down on the table. Should I leave them alone until my sense of shame reduced to tolerable levels?

Too late, Thomas took the decision out of my hands, handing one of the condoms back to me.

“Jase, this is half punishment for spying, and half so Sash and me know you’re really onboard with this… time to show us what you really want,” he grinned, standing, stepping forward and holding his huge dick less than a foot away from my trembling hand.

I knew this was our moment of truth.

If I backed out and said ‘no’, there was a fair chance Sasha—despite the urgency of her carnal needs—would respond to my signal and ask Thomas to leave so we could work out what we really wanted. Work it out in a calm, rational and well-balanced way.

But if I did what he wanted, accepted my punishment for being a Peeping Tom, then there was no going back. Not just for tonight, but likely for a lot longer. Sasha had slammed the brakes on once, but unless I was the one to apply them now, I knew she wouldn’t have the willpower or strength to resist him again.

But, to my eternal shame, even though we’d had nearly a year and a half of sticking to our promise to be monogamous… and despite knowing this moment was even more significant than Thanksgiving, I looked into Thomas’s challenging gaze and took the condom from him.

“There! That wasn’t so bad, was it?” he chuckled, putting his hand on my shoulder in the most buddy-buddy of ways.

“Now you’ve made sure there won’t be any little Thomases running around in nine months’ time, what say we head upstairs so Sash can enjoy my big African cock again? She was just telling me how big and comfortable that king-size is in the master bedroom…”

A minute ago, I may not have resisted my condom-fitting punishment, but when they were halfway up the stairs and I was still rooted to the spot, even in their lust-filled state, they both realized something was off.

It was Thomas—his huge, latex-covered cock wagging in front of him—who came down first, followed by Sasha who knew me well enough not to need words. My face told her everything she needed to know.

Kissing me on the cheek, giving me the most loving and reassuring of looks, she immediately made me feel better. A second kiss on the lips making my heart lurch before she turned to look back at Thomas.

“Upstairs is too much… let’s head downstairs to the basement. Come on, birthday boy… I can give you your belated birthday present down there…”

As Sasha took her African co-worker by the hand and led him down into our basement, this time I didn’t hesitate, I followed.

Sasha was about to lead him to the one bed we had at our lower level, when the young aviator decided it was time to re-assert his alpha status—pulling her away from the guestroom door and toward the large couch in the corner of our recreation room.

“Over there on the couch… on your back, in the middle… legs back against your shoulders… that’s how I’m gonna fuck you, so I can look into those beautiful eyes of yours when you’re all stretched out and cumming all over my big cock…”

Sasha didn’t hesitate—virtually skipping with excitement, lying in the middle, and lifting her legs high and wide just like the young South African had told her.

“Fuck me,” Sasha demanded, raw.

“Why? Can’t hubby give you what you need,” Thomas taunted, looking from Sasha over to me, sinking all of his thick eleven inches into her slow and steady. When he’d compared us before, she’d told him not to be so mean—but this time, there was nothing. She was too pre-occupied by what that huge, gnarled cock was making her feel.

Ignoring the insult, I was almost as excited as Sasha. She wasn’t the only one who’d missed our African games this last year plus.

My eyes were glued to the sight of his dark ebony body between Sasha’s pale, soft thighs. I even found myself wishing I could get closer, to see up close how his over-sized cock parted and stretched to the limit the delicate lips of her pussy as it slid in and out over and over again.

I did go closer, unashamedly staring between her legs at the join between them, at how his monster had stretched her pink pussy lips taut, pulling them and making them cling desperately to his veined shaft every time he pulled out or pushed in.

Fuck! No wonder she’d been unable to maintain her resolve to make Thanksgiving a one-off fuck. If he fucked her tonight as long as he did that night, she’d be gaping open for days.

“Doesn’t her pussy look beautiful, Jase… lips taut like a rubber band about to break… taut around a real man’s cock,” she chuckled. “And from the way you’re staring, I think you love it almost as much as Sash does…”

Making her moan softly, he split his attention between slow-fucking Sasha and goading me.

“Jase, man… you do realize that, after tonight, I’m gonna fuck her every chance I get… coz she loves it, loves it and needs it…”

Then, out of nowhere, a sharp “Fuck!” burst from her lips. “Fuck me! Fuck me hard!” The sudden shift in her mood hit me like a jolt. To my shame, it actually made my cock even harder.

Thomas just grinned and winked at me. “Ask you to fuck her harder, does she?” Bastard.

Then he gave her exactly what she'd begged for, pulling his dark, veiny cock nearly all the way out before slamming back into her, fast and hard. Their bodies now smacking together with the lewdest of sounds with each thrust.

That sound—the wet, rhythmic slap of skin on skin—and the way Sasha was now constantly squealing with pleasure overpowered the last shred of shame I had left. I fumbled with my pants, yanking them down along with my underwear. My hand wrapped around my cock, stroking it frantically.

If I’d not been so pre-occupied by the real-life porn show in front of me, I might have reflected more about how shameful and pathetic what I was doing compared to what Thomas was doing.

Both of us were educated, both of us had good jobs. And I was handsome enough. So why was it that I was stood here with my dick in my hand while he had his dick where dicks belong. Why was I beating off while a man nearly ten years younger than me had his dick deep inside my wife, my wife who was moaning his name and clinging tight to his thrusting ass to pull even deeper.

These thoughts really only came later. Weird as it sounds, right now I felt that me jerking off in some way made me feel involved. I might not be the one inside my wife, but at least like her and Thomas, I was engaged in sex. Well… sort of…

They'd been going at it for quite a time when Sasha finally seemed to remember she had a husband in the room. She glanced my way and caught sight of me, her masturbating spouse.

It was one of those moments that tangled me up in conflicting emotions. Lust held the upper hand, but shame was running high. Shouldn’t I be the one fucking the beautiful woman.

She was my wife, I was the one she loved—not her young Black co-worker who was the one who’d taken my place. My place between her thighs, in her pussy. My place as the one being pulled in deeper by those painted red nails on my ass.

She gave me a playful, teasing smile. Then looked at Thomas. She didn’t have to speak, the look said it all. Look, lover, look how much my hubby loves this all… look at the way he’s frantically beating his meat… preferring that to fucking his wife…

After one last look at me—what was that look? Humor? Irony? Disdain?--they switched positions, Thomas telling her to get up and lean forward over the arm rest as he wanted to fuck her from behind.

Damn, Sasha’s C-cup boobs looked fantastic hanging there like that. Thomas obviously agreed, almost instantly standing behind her, taking her from behind now.

In this new position, with Sasha’s head pointed toward me, the negative was I could see less of the action, less of how Thomas’s monster cock was stretching her open.

But the positive was that, even if I couldn’t see her face as she was staring down, so lost in the moment, I could hear the soundtrack of her constant moans and sobs, sounds which just made my hand go faster.

That changed when the young pilot grabbed a fistful of my wife’s long brown hair and yanked her head up. Her back arched and I got a clear look at her face, etched with raw pleasure.

Sasha's eyes found mine again, not teasing this time, hooded with lust.

“Jase,” she moaned, dripping with lust.

My ears perked up.

“Oh, fuck... Jase.”

“Yeah?” I croaked, half-confused.

“He fucks me so good.”

You think? I hardly noticed, was what my mind thought, but my mouth had the good sense not to move.

“So deep, Jase... Thomas is so fucking deep,” she moaned, half tease, half saying it to excite herself.

My reaction—I just jerked myself faster, wilder. While the woman I should have been fucking thrust back against Thomas, her moans hitting a pitch where words to tease me more couldn’t squeeze through.

“Fuck! I’m cumming!” she screamed, louder than I’d ever heard, even with any of her other talented men.

She wasn't alone. I blew several spurts, splattering our tiled wooden floor. Thomas just seconds behind, like he'd been holding out until Sasha came.

Thomas slid his cock out of Sasha, the condom tip milky white. When he pulled it off, my gut clenched at the sight of how well-filled it was.

Just like at Thanksgiving, he knotted it off, walked to the bathroom and chucked it in the trash.


Chapter 10 


For the next couple of hours, the two of them were insatiable.

They couldn’t get enough of each other, going at it like wild animals. A month of nearly daily contact at work, a month of intense mutual attraction but no outlet. I felt stupid at my level of surprise at how they behaved now.

For long periods, Sasha seemed to totally forget I was even there—her focus locked totally on her young co-worker, their joint pleasure her sole mission.

It was like I didn’t even exist for her—just one more bittersweet part of the lifestyle I thought we’d put behind us.

The way she was often oblivious to my presence reminded me of how she’d often been in those last months with Benson. Even though this thought hurt and frightened me, for some twisted reason, it also jacked up my arousal. My wife so zoned out and zeroed in on a guy giving her what I never could.

Two hours later, we’d each achieved our own personal bests.

Thomas had filled to overflowing three XL condoms—each neatly tied off and thrown in the trash can.

He’d also achieved a new PB by fucking Sasha so well she’d enjoyed twelve toe-curling, lung-busting, truly overwhelming climaxes. A new PB for Sasha. With me, our record was three. Andre, Benson, maybe six or seven… and her oldest boyfriend, Victor, had been a five or six kinda guy.

So for Sasha and Thomas to hit twelve ear-splitting, body-wracking climaxes was quite the achievement.

The twelfth—both of them cumming together—finally seemed to satisfy them. And after a few kisses, Sasha had shown Thomas where everything was in our basement guestroom before following me up to bed.

Which only left one question.

My personal best.

My personal best was that through sheer willpower and self-discipline, despite the chest-pounding excitement of watching such a sex master-class, I hadn’t cum a second time.

Which meant when we’d climbed two stories to our upstairs master bedroom, when Sasha closed the door behind us, I was all over her in a flash.

All over her and thrusting my painfully hard cock into her with an ease that made me groan and which made her smile.

“Love you, babe… but, sorry to ask, are you in yet?” she teased, trying to suppress a grin.

And the worst of it? I knew she was mixing truth and fantasy.

I knew the reality was that she could feel I was in. But I also knew the reality was that after two hours of being stretched wide and fucked raw by Thomas, even if she could feel me, I knew I was barely touching the sides. I knew there was no way I was going to get her off. Not even once, never mind the dozen her young co-worker had achieved.

So instead of reaching for the impossible, when I’d shot my load into my quietly smiling, non-orgasmic wife, I settled just for a loving, tender cuddle. A cuddle and an exhausted, whispered conversation.

“Night, sweetheart, maybe we didn’t plan tonight, but it’s the perfect last fling before we settle down to have our family… little Sashas, little Jasons…”

I felt her hips push back—she obviously agreed!

Halfway through the night, I woke up, rolled over and reached to my left where Sasha always slept.

I woke with a jolt, instantly awake.

Nothing.

Just an empty space.

An empty space and the unmistakable scent of Sasha’s perfume.

With my stomach in knots and my palms already sweating, I checked the ensuite.

Who was I kidding! Why did I even bother checking?

Taking several extra deep breaths to calm myself, I tiptoed down the two flights of stairs as quietly as I could. My second spying mission to uncover truths in less than twelve hours—at least there was no ice or snow to trick me this time.

Getting to the last step at the bottom of the stairs to our walkout basement, I was glad I’d been conscious, just sticking part of my head around the corner.

I’d expected to find them in the guest bedroom fucking wildly like before. But what I saw couldn’t have been more different.

They weren’t in the bedroom, they were back in the middle of the couch. But not fucking wildly, like last time. Sasha was just quietly sat there, side-saddle on Thomas’s lap, her arms around his ebony neck like it was the most natural thing in the world. Their heads barely inches apart as the two of them talked.

“Won’t Jason miss you? Be pissed if he wakes and you’re not there,” Thomas asked, his concern seeming odd to me, after everything that had already happened.

“He’ll be fine,” Sasha smirked. “Jason and I have an understanding…”

“Have or had an understanding?” he probed, winning another smile from Sasha.

“Good question… right now, I’d say have… leave aside what was said in the heat of passion this evening… I think Jason knows there’s no putting the cork back in the bottle when it comes to what’s happening between you and me…”

Hearing Sasha’s words, it was Thomas’s turn to smile, the darkness of his ebony skin making his smile seem even bigger and brighter as he pulled Sasha in for a deep, lingering kiss.

When they broke—both of them grinning from ear-to-ear—Sasha playfully poked her young co-worker on the chest.

“Anyway, talking about me and Jase, I wanna know why it was you were so relentless in your flirting and pursuit of little old me? I mean, you had to know from Benson how bad things got last time… and how we had to stop all the playing so we could rebuild our marriage… so how come you kept on chasing me?”

“Well, it’s not because I’m trying to steal you away from Jason, if that’s what you’re worried about… I wouldn’t do that… no, I chased you hard Mrs. Sasha Spencer because you’re gorgeous, you’re sexy and I knew you and your husband had an open-marriage… and, confession time, before you, Sash… I’d never been with a White woman… all the women I slept with back home were Black…”

“Oh, so, to you I’m just some White eye-candy!” she grinned with mock indignation, before another thought occurred to her.

“Okay, but then, why not one of the younger, single girls? Several of them are really into you… you have to know that!

“How come you chose an old lady of thirty-five, rather than some young hottie nearer your own age?”

“Don’t they say the best wine comes in old bottles?”

That earned him a hard punch to the chest… but it didn’t stop him. “Honestly, Sash… it’s a real mix… back home, the two wives I had affairs with, their husbands never knew… and I was really keen to see what it felt like to be the bull for a couple like you and Jase… so that was part of it…

“But the more I got to know you, spend time with you, see the beauty wasn’t just on the outside, then I kinda lost interest in some of the younger hotties…”

That stream of consciousness… all of it transparently honest and sincere… earned him a huge hug and kiss from the woman he had such a crush on.

When they finally broke for air, it was Sasha’s turn to be the serious one, looking deep into Thomas’s eyes as she told him how things were for her.

“Thomas… that was all lovely… thank you… and I think we can be lovers and good friends… you can be my bull and my boyfriend for a few months,” she giggled, before turning serious. “But please don’t go falling in love with me or, like Benson, thinking I’m gonna fall in love with you and leave Jason for you…

“Jason and I plan to start a family soon… then all of this will have to stop… but until then, we can have our fun…”

Stroking her cheek, he kissed her softly. “Message understood… I know what you guys went through with Benson,” he murmured, “that’s not me… I’m more than happy to be just your boyfriend and your bull…

“I don’t know, to me that sounds pretty damn good… in fact, right now all this talking about being boyfriend and girlfriend is making me damn horny… and I know just the place to do something about a situation like that…”

With that, he picked up my squealing wife as if she weighed nothing and carried her effortlessly into our basement guest room, forcing me to pull back into the stairwell a split second before they passed by.

This time the sex between them was hugely different to the carnal masterclass they’d given before. Their talk seemed to have broken various barriers and brought them closer. So instead of a raw and passionate fuck, as I peered through the doorway, what I was witnessing was two friends making love for the first time.

Thomas’s thrusts were no longer fast and hard—now they were slow, deep, and languid. And the way they kissed and touched each other’s bodies wasn’t just about stimulation, it was also about sharing closeness and emotion.

Most of the time they weren’t talking they were kissing or just looking deeply into each other’s eyes. And when they did talk, most of it wasn’t memorable.

The only conversation I do recall was when—his latex-wrapped cock balls deep in my wife—the young aviator raised the thorny issue of protection.

“You know, Sash… before you and Jason start trying for kids, I’d really love if you can take me bare…”

Sasha’s own face was emotional—she could see how much this meant to Thomas. She touched his cheek, giving him the lightest of kisses.

“Be patient, baby… it’s a big thing for a woman… especially now Jason and I are at this special stage of our lives,” she whispered. “I promise, when I’m ready, I’ll talk to Jason…”

Talk to Jason, I thought. With Victor, Andre and Benson, it had been entirely her decision. But I guess given where we were headed, maybe she would talk to me this time. Time would tell…

I watched for another few minutes—intimate and precious for them, but far less dramatic for me as the outside observer—before heading back up after Thomas’s slow fucking had given Sasha a second mini-orgasm. This could go on for hours, and after all the emotional ups and downs, I suddenly hardly felt able to stay awake. The comfort of our bed—even if Sasha wasn’t there—suddenly felt very appealing.

When I woke in the morning, I felt that familiar conflicted pang of loss in my chest. Sasha’s side of the bed was still empty and the pillows and comforter were just as I’d arranged them. No doubt about it, she’d definitely spent the night downstairs sleeping with Thomas.

Bleary-eyed, worried, and feeling decidedly sorry for myself, I headed downstairs.

The smell of bacon and sounds of happy laughter hit me the moment I stepped out of our bedroom.

It was just like that first night at Thomas’s expensive downtown apartment, Sash was dressed in one of his semi-buttoned shirts. And as this was our place, that meant he was bare-chested, his only clothing his boxers.

Leaving the bedroom, knowing Sash had spent the whole night with him, I’d been filled by fear and panic. But the moment she saw me, the excited way Sasha threw her arms around me and kissed me instantly calmed all my fears.

“There you are, baby!  We thought you were gonna sleep the whole day!” she beamed, rubbing her nose against mine. Her whole face and body glowing with energy and delight.

I knew fear was never far away—the inevitable price to be paid for the thrills—but seeing the woman I loved so happy pushed any negative thoughts to the back of my head.

A couple together as long as Sasha and I know each other inside out. I knew the glow, the excitement, the exuberance weren’t just about the sex. A big part of it was that these last few months she’d been feeling guilty and struggling to resist the deep attraction she felt for Thomas.

After last night, it was like a huge weight had been lifted. She’d stopped beating herself up and knew that I was onboard—so now she was free to just be who she was and to feel and act on what she wanted.

After a couple more hugs and kisses, happy as a lamb, she skipped back to continue cooking breakfast for her men. Chuntering about this and that for a few moments until squealing with delight as she remembered some big news she had to tell me.

“Jase, baby, I almost forgot! I meant to tell you last night … guess what day Thomas’s birthday is on… yes, that’s right… he and I share a birthday… he’s December the fifth as well… he turned twenty-eight exactly the same day I turned that age we don’t talk about…”

(She meant thirty-five. For an intelligent woman, little things sometimes got to her. In her mind thirty-five seemed infinitely older than thirty-four… something about proximity to the big four zero… I’d learned the hard way not to argue on this one…)

To a rational person, this was hardly big news. I mean, not in the context of all the other things the two of them had already done to each other. But somehow it just irked and excited me more than it should have done. Just one more thing the two of them shared… like they shared all those long hours together flying and on layovers.

I knew in my heart, this wasn’t about Sasha and Thomas, it was really about my fears after what had happened with Benson. But fears are fears, so I tucked it away and tried to pretend it was nothing. No matter how it had tightened the emotional ratchet.

The three of us enjoyed a hearty breakfast with Sasha being very attentive to me, like she knew I needed reassuring having just witnessed the deep chemistry between her and Thomas.

I don’t think she’d planned it this way, but in some ways this was the worst (or is that the best) of all possible weekends to have Thomas hanging around our place.

We’d known for several weeks that Sasha would have Saturday, Sunday, and Monday as off days before starting a nine-in-ten days sequence of duty days to help cover the Christmas-New Year uplift.

But what we’d only discovered last Wednesday was that a last-minute emergency meant I needed to spend most of the weekend rewriting a report. One of my colleagues had screwed up the calculations and unless I resubmitted by Monday the projects would likely lose their funding.

So what had been planned as a romantic long weekend for us before I lost Sash for most of the next two weeks ended up being an ideal three-day period where Thomas could spend maximum time hanging around at our place fucking and bonding with my wife.

I could hardly tell Sasha to throw him out.  After all, I was snowed with work, unable to provide any kind of decent company for her. Telling her to throw Thomas out would have been small-minded and selfish.

To her credit, Sash often popped into my home office to see how I was and see if I needed coffee or food. And during meals, I got all of her attention.

But aside from these times, it was basically three whole days of exquisite, bittersweet torture. Hearing and seeing them fuck. Then trying to pretend I wasn’t taking in every little detail of their downtime, when they’d cuddle and just chat quietly.

The only thing that was really different from Friday was that, knowing how busy I was, both of them put a pause on the teasing and trash-talking.

They didn’t come actively looking for me, to play any kinds of mind games. And if they did spot me lurking and watching, they just gave me a friendly smile before carrying on with talking, cuddling or fucking.

What a way to enter the Christmas period!

Certainly not how we’d planned it—not even after we’d fallen off the monogamy wagon that first time.

The whole three days were super intense, and all three of us knew there was no going back from this.

But unlike with Benson, I wasn’t worried about Thomas. When I’d eavesdropped on him and Sasha in the early hours of Saturday morning, he’d made it clear he just wanted to be Sasha’s bull and boyfriend, that he had no intention of stealing her away.

Benson had been looking for a wife and a mom for his teenage daughter. Thomas was different: a young guy who just seemed to want to play. To enjoy his first time with a White woman, to enjoy his first time being a bull for a couple like Sasha and me.

So, even though Sasha’s resistance to being a hotwife again had well and truly been blown away, and even though she’d spent all the time with him while I’d been busy working, I was in a good place.

I knew he’d be a big part of our lives, but I looked upon it just as he’d first described it to Sasha during that August retirement party.

This handsome, well-hung younger guy seemed the perfect Black playmate for a few months before Sasha and I called it a day and started some serious efforts to make a little Sasha or a little Jason.


Chapter 11 


Friday, January 4th, 2013

It had been a long and lonely two weeks.

Nothing to do with our newly started games with Thomas—he’d seen even less of Sasha than I had.

No, married to a flight attendant for so many years, like a well-trained canine, I’d learned Christmas and New Year was a time our marriage lived off the scraps of time left over when my wife had helped the nation’s families stay in touch.

Since the Tuesday after her long weekend christening her newly minted relationship with the twenty-eight-year-old aviator who shared the same birthday, I think we’d only shared two or three nights in the same bed. And when she was home, she was dog-tired, her top-priority rest and sleep. Rest and sleep before voyaging out for another duty.

Me, what was my festive celebration? My folks lived on the other side of the country, and were away travelling. So Prof. and Mrs. MacAlister and Kate and her family adopted me for the duration—time with Phoebe and Adam good practice for when Sash and I started popping out kids.

Waking up on Friday morning, I instinctively rolled over. I groaned quietly. She wasn’t there. But as my brain slowly fired-up, I remembered she’d be home in just a few hours. And not just home for a few hours before flying out again. We had half of Friday and the whole weekend together before she flew out again on Monday. Bliss!

The morning was a mad rush to finish and then get approval to send a couple of reports. Once done, that was me finished for the week!

“I’m home!” Her voice sounded happy. Almost musical in its tone. She sounded almost as happy as I felt.

God, she was gorgeous. I always felt like this after our periods of prolonged absence. How had I landed such a woman?  Why had she chosen me?

Even now, in her mid-thirties, she could have any man she wanted. But she’d chosen me. ‘Passable looks… and a lovable, loving, intelligent personality to die for,’ her reasoning, as she’d often teased me over the years.

She never said it, but we both knew I reminded her of all the positive things she loved in her dad. In me she knew she’d found a best friend and lover who’d allow her to recreate her own happy childhood when it was time to have a family of her own.

I wrapped her in my arms. Held her tight. Never wanting to let her go again. A lovely, but sadly unrealistic thought. A hundred and eighty days a year, her ass belonged to the airline. I got what was left. What was left after her mom and dad, sister and friends had all taken their cut. Friends who now included a certain big-dicked twenty-eight-year-old co-worker who’d no doubt be claiming his share of the Sasha pie…

I wasn’t complaining. I’d long since got used to it. And anyway, she was here now. Back with me, her absence making me hungrier than ever for time and connection with my beautiful, wonderful best friend and soulmate.

Dumping her bag with a theatrical thud, she had just enough energy left to sashay into my ground-level home office. By now, the routine was familiar.

Bag dumped, wiggling sashay over, she plopped herself down on my lap, wrapped her arms tight around my neck, and kissed me like I was the last man on earth.

Finally pulling back, she looked deep into my eyes with the most wonderful mix of love, tenderness and lust and teased me like she always did.

“Hubby, I know you’re busy… but, do you know anyone who might like to help me shower before I get some sleep…”

I didn’t have to be asked twice. The next thirty minutes was thirty minutes of heaven for both of us. Thirty minutes with precious little talking. Who needs words when you have love and the most intimate knowledge of each other’s bodies.

First I silently led her by the hand up to our master bedroom. Then, folding everything neat and tidy, I removed her flight tunic, giving her boobs an accidental squeeze as my hands passed. Then it was her skirt and heels. Such a clumsy husband… such an oaf, I always seemed to graze the front of her panties.

Then came her blouse, bra and panties—until, allowing myself one more squeeze and graze, I led her naked to our walk-in shower. Stripping myself in record time, I let her close her eyes as she savored the steaming hot water washing over her.

The choreography was always the same. Next I’d soap and wash her, with only the odd, small, teasing touch to her sensitive parts. But when that was done, I’d kiss her neck and squeeze and suckle at her boobs just like she adored.

Then, with the hot water now running over both of us, I’d gently push her thighs apart and kneel with my mouth and hands in the perfect place to help her forget all of her stress.

With her nails scratching at my scalp and her right leg resting on my shoulder, I sucked and nibbled at her clit. And when this had gotten her halfway there, I’d use my other hand to really go to town on her beautiful pussy. Ramming two then three and then four fingers into her.

Before her Black boyfriends, it had only been two, but now I needed to virtually fist her to get her where she needed to go. My final loving action to use those thrusting fingers to both pound her and then stroke at her G-spot.

And then, and then I carried my tired and satisfied limp ragdoll of a wife into bed.  Making sure to tuck her in, nice and snug under the newly laundered bed linen.

Our last connection before she slept being a loving kiss, a smile and a promissory squeeze of my swollen, leaking cock.

She woke just before dinnertime. She always loved to tease. My office chair faced away from the door, and she could move with the feline silence of a lady panther. So the first I knew about her being awake was when I sensed her perfume—exactly the same moment I felt her arms around my neck.

The next hour was wonderful. I’d jerked off twice while Sasha had slept—meaning I lasted ages as we kissed and made love in as many different positions as we could manage. Each of them offering different pleasures.

Missionary meant kissing, intimacy and looking deep into her soulful eyes as I played with her boobs. Doggy meant that caveman sense of taking my woman… of slamming hard into her, feeling all-powerful as I possessed her and she freely gave herself to me… and grabbing and watching those beautiful, hanging, swinging pendulum boobs of hers was an added bonus.

And cowgirl was the reverse of doggy. Looking up at her beautiful face… savoring her scrabbling about to find the perfect angle for my five-plus inches to hit just the right spot. This was her as cavewoman, owning and claiming her man… riding me like I was her own personal stallion.

We finished in missionary, looking deep into each other’s eyes as we came together. Me able to enjoy what Thomas and his big dick had been denied—no condom for hubby as he kissed the fuck out of his orgasming wife as hubby shot his load deep into his wife. Both of us no doubt thinking that before long Sash would come off the pill and we’d be doing this for real. Each time then aimed at putting a little Sasha or Jason in her soon to be swelling belly.

Cuddling afterward (her fingers idly playing with my limp, sticky cock) was always a wonderfully close and special time.

Although she was trying to mask it, I could tell Sasha had something on her mind. Biding my time, I knew she’d come to it soon enough.

“Jase, honey… are you really okay with everything we’re doing with Thomas?” she asked, a pained expression on her face.

Part of me wanted to say, ‘isn’t it a little late for second thoughts now,’ but that would have been mean-spirited—especially as I’d been the one to nudge her over the edge on Thanksgiving. So instead I answered with no hint of sarcasm. But I also didn’t sugarcoat it.

“Look, sweetheart… I suspect we both think the same thing… that it’ll be fun… and it’ll meet our different needs… but we both know this time, we’ve got to be careful… take things slowly… keep emotions under control… not like with Benson…”

Sasha’s face immediately colored up.

“Hey, don’t look like that… I wasn’t blaming you… we were in together, I was just as much to blame as you…”

The blush didn’t instantly disappear, but she did lean in and give me an appreciative, loving kiss.

“You’re right, baby,” she sighed, “we’ve just got to be more careful this time… take things slow, make sure no emotions get out of hand… then we’ll be fine…

“And anyway, it’s like Thomas said when he was here last time… he doesn’t want to steal me away… he just wants to enjoy being with a White woman… he just wants to play at being my bull and boyfriend…”

So that was settled then. We were both on the same page. Happy to be playing but knowing this time we needed to be a lot more careful.

So why did I have the feeling Sasha still had something on her mind? A squinted, half-suspicious look from me enough to get her to share it.

“So, hun,” she purred, “as we’re both okay with the whole Thomas thing… as I’ve not seen much of him since before Christmas, would you be okay if I invited him over for dinner tomorrow?”

Asking, she was nervous.

I enjoyed that she was nervous. It showed she wasn’t taking me for granted. She was nervous because I might say ‘no’.

Part of me did want Sasha all to myself for the rest of the weekend. But I can’t deny my cock instantly hardened at the thought of seeing Sasha take her young Black co-worker’s enormous cock again. My cock swelling almost as fast as I felt my gut clenching with angst.

“So, can I take that as a ‘yes’ then?” she grinned, squeezing my cock hard.

“An enthusiastic yes, from my horny, kinky husband,” she teased, squeezing again.

“I suppose so,” I sighed loudly, trying my best to feign reluctance as I wagged my finger. “But only if I get you all to myself before he arrives for dinner… all to myself and with you being a good and obedient wife… willing to do whatever your soft-hearted husband wants…”

That got me a third squeeze… and a whole lot more besides… but I’m too much of a gentleman to kiss and tell.

Saturday was a weird mix of sexy, romantic and nervous as fuck.

Apart so often the last ten days, we had a lovely lie-in which ended in making love. Then a shared shower, which inevitably led us back to bed and activities that required another shower afterward.

“I shower alone this time! Otherwise we’ll never get to our lunch booking!” she teased, standing firm. Even my best puppy-dog eyes failing to move her.

Lunch was lovely and romantic, five parts talking about starting a family, four parts nostalgia about our early years together, and only one part Thomas. I’d teased her about wanting her all to myself, and this was her way of keeping her promise, a promise that came easily as we talked about the past and the future.

After lunch, it was one of our favorite park walks in Ann Arbor, the only talk about Thomas being about the need to keep careful control of emotions and that we shouldn’t let the affair run beyond Easter. Which gave us three months of fun before we settled down to the happy but serious business of giving Phoebe and Adam some cousins.

Heading home in the late afternoon, Sash asked if it was okay if we ordered food in, teasing me that she wanted to focus all her time and attention on her ‘two men,’ ‘her husband and her boyfriend.’

Her use of the B-word immediately made my ears and cock prick up. Sasha may have used that word to describe the other three Black men who’d been major parts of her life, but only after she’d been together with them for a number of months.

Until now, although Thomas had used the B-word, Sash had never used it.  Yet here she was, after only two sex sessions with her young co-worker calling him her boyfriend. Way, way sooner than any of her other men had received that honor!

Fuck! Part of me was throbbingly hard at this new development. But another voice in my head asked the inconvenient question ‘how exactly was this taking things slow… keeping emotions under control…’

Reaching home, Sash gave me a ‘love you’ peck on the cheek and, acting like an excited teenager, skipped upstairs to make herself look beautiful for the man she’d only briefly seen once since their last time together.

So much for her earlier words about ordering in being to allow her to focus on her ‘two men’! I had the distinct feeling that one of her two men would get decidedly more attention than the other…


Chapter 12 


Saturday, January 5th, 2013

Thomas arrived just after eight. I answered the door while Sasha waited in the living room.

“Hey, Jase… great to see you!” he beamed, slapping me on the back. Why the hell was he so damned confident? I cussed to myself. I guess money, a career being fawned over by flight attendants and a big dick will do that for a guy… never mind the boost from knowing another man’s wife is eagerly waiting to give herself to you for a third night of passion…

Thomas looked depressingly handsome in dark jeans and a fitted shirt.

“Thanks for having me over, I really missed you guys…”

Rough translation: I missed kissing and fucking your wife, and if you come as part of the package, well then…

Hearing the doorbell, as I’d answered it, Sasha had finally emerged from her beautification process and come down the stairs.

She’d changed into a short black dress I’d never seen before. It zipped down the front and was low-cut enough to show her co-worker what he’d be playing with and sucking before too long.

Stepping around me, the two lovers greeted each other with a tight hug and a deep, tonguing kiss that spoke of how long the last ten days apart had been for both of them.

Finally, needing to breathe, my flushed, blushing wife stepped back, squeezing my hand to reassure me.

“Drinks?” she smiled, knowing damned well ‘drinks’ was the last thing on Thomas’s mind.

I handed Thomas his glass first, then Sasha’s. She took it with a small smile and let her fingers brush my wrist, the tiniest of ‘Thanks, I love you’ gestures.

I served up the Thai food, and all three of us sat and talked for a while—avoiding the elephant in the room. Just easy, relaxed conversation about the Christmas period, about work and family. Talking about everything but the reason the three of us were here tonight.

The food, a couple of beers, we were all just chilling, and I’d almost forgotten why Thomas was here until Sasha shifted on the couch and crossed her legs, revealing she wasn’t wearing panties. So many days without Thomas, his commanding presence and his huge cock, I guess she was more than a little impatient…

Thomas instantly noticed, turning to me with a wolfish smile. “Such a beautiful face and body, Jase… and an even more beautiful pussy,” he winked, talking to me as if Sasha wasn’t there.

“A pussy that’s dripping wet for her new boyfriend’s big black cock, isn’t that right Mrs. Spencer?! Ten days without a proper cock… what’s a girl to do?”

Sasha answered with actions rather than words. Smiling, setting her glass down, walking  to Thomas, leaning down and kissing him.

The kiss started with teasing slowness, but quickly deepened, the two of them aching with desire. Thomas’s hands came up to my wife’s waist, then slid lower to cup her ass through the thin dress. Still kissing, Sasha moaned softly into his mouth and pressed closer, gently rubbing her tummy against his tented pants.

“Let’s take this downstairs to the recreation room,” Sasha smiled wickedly, wiggling her ass as she headed down the stairs, Thomas and me obediently following with lumps in our pants as we walked.

Sasha led us into the basement guestroom and I headed over to sit in the chair in the corner, but after briefly resuming her kiss with Thomas she looked over at me and beckoned with a smile and a crooked finger. “Come closer, honey. I want you to get the best view of me and Thomas… really see what he does for me…”

As instructed, I moved to the chair by the edge of the bed—super close, where every sight and sound would have even more of an impact on my pounding chest.

Sasha turned back to Thomas and slowly unzipped the front of her dress. It fell open, revealing a black lace bra and garter belt I’d never seen before.

Rushed off your feet at work, huh?

Catching my look, she feigned surprise. “What? Victoria’s Secret, LAX… a girl’s got to look her best for her new boyfriend…”

Fuck, she was loving this! Whatever happened to the sweet girl raised by her strict Presbyterian parents? I guess she’d been well and truly gobbled up and spat out by four-plus years of hotwifing.

Sexy new black lingerie for her sexy new Black boyfriend. But no panties, just a visibly wet pussy dripping for reconnection sex with her handsome ebony-skinned co-worker and his girthy eleven-inch cock.

Thomas grinned at me as his hands explored Sasha’s body for the first time in nearly two weeks. His dark hands slid up her thighs, cupped my wife’s breasts through the lace, then reached behind her to unfasten the bra.

“I missed these puppies so bad,” he said with a smirk, talking to Sasha but looking at me as he lowered his head and took one nipple into his mouth.

Eyes instantly screwed shut, Sasha’s head fell back with a quiet moan, loving how he was making her feel.

My hands gripped the arms of the chair, my cock even harder than when I’d been with Sasha last night—so fucked up!

Sasha eventually recovered enough to push Thomas back onto the bed and climbed over him, unbuttoning his shirt, before her shaking fingers started working on his jeans.

When she freed his cock, I found myself thinking just how unfair life is. I’d forgotten just how long and thick it was, the bulk and weight of it visible every time he moved and the fucking thing bounced and bobbed like it was the fourth person in the room. The way Sasha was staring at it, how the hell was I meant to compete with that?

Sasha wrapped both hands around the base and middle and stroked slowly.

“God, I forgot how thick you are, Thomas” she murmured, glancing over at me.

“Look how much bigger he is than you, sweetheart! I bet that makes you extra hard,” her words true and making me blush with embarrassment.

After their separation, Thomas was as hungry for her as she was for him, his hand sliding between her legs. His fingers moved through her folds, and being sat so close I could see how wet Sasha already was. Two thick fingers and then a third and a fourth disappeared inside her easily. Sasha didn’t protest, she rocked against them, making a needy mewling sound.

That fake cock four-finger penetration did it—she was too desperate for the real thing to wait any longer. She rolled one of the Magnum XLs down his length—thankfully not a task for me today—and then she positioned herself over Thomas’s cock and sank down slowly.

For good or bad—or both—I had a perfect side view as Thomas’s thick ebony shaft stretched her open in a way I’d never be able to match. Her pussy lips parted wide around his immense girth, glistening as inch after inch disappeared inside her.

Sasha’s mouth fell open in a long, low moan.

“Fuck… I’d forgotten how you stretch me,” she breathed. “You’re so much…”

She rode him in slow, deep rolls at first, getting used to the stretch and depth all over again. Thomas’s hands stayed on her hips, sometimes guiding her, sometimes just holding her there while she worked herself on his cock. Sasha’s breathing grew heavier.

Every time she sank all the way down, a soft, wet sound came from between their bodies. The wet, humiliating sound of a cock so big it forced the air from my woman’s pussy. A sound I’d never once managed to create in all our years together.

Right next to them, I watched from the chair, a watcher, not a participant. Every time Sasha moaned about how big Thomas was or how deep he was hitting, however hard I tried, I was powerless to stop myself squeezing the front of my pants.

After a while, they changed positions. Thomas putting Sasha on her back and hooking her legs high up over his shoulders, folding her nearly in half.

The new angle gave me an even clearer view of the join between their two bodies. Somehow, Thomas’s cock looked even thicker from this position as he pushed back inside her.

Sasha’s mouth fell open as he sank in. She was so wet that he moved easily once he’d pushed the initial resistance, but her pussy still had to open around him with every stroke, making that same little pfft sound every time the fatness and depth of his cock forced the air out of her.

Her breasts moved with the force of each of his thrusts. She came quickly in this new position — sudden and loud, her whole body tensing as the orgasm hit her hard. Her young co-worker not slowing one bit, he just kept fucking her straight through it. Her face squeezed shut as her whole body spasmed.

A few minutes of this and, bored, he winked at me and flipped her onto her hands and knees and took her from behind, one hand fisted tight in her hair, using it like a rider uses reins to control his mare.

In this third position, Sasha was even louder, more uninhibited than on either of their two previous times together.

Maybe it was the fortnight apart, or maybe it was the animalistic rawness of the new position… whatever the reason, I was glad our neighbors Todd and Jill had been posted to Ford Europe and that their house was vacant, apart from the odd Airbnb guest. Sasha was literally screaming every time Thomas slammed his huge cock back into her depths.

After a second, ear-splitting climax, she turned her head and looked straight at me in the chair.

“God, you can see it, can’t you, how he splits me in two? How he makes me cum,” she gasped, eyes locked on me while Thomas drove into her. “I love you, babe, but my body doesn’t respond to you like this. Look at what he does to me… he’s the best of all of them… the absolute best…”

The first two times I’d seen them together had shredded and awed me, but even so, hearing her talk like this so early in their physical relationship gave me a hollow feeling in the pit of my stomach. My cock lurched, but my throat and chest tightened at the thought of how things could go if the pair of them ever caught feelings for each other.

Thank God all the young aviator wanted was to see what it was like to bull for a white couple and have another man’s beautiful wife as his girlfriend. I said a silent prayer that our replacement for Benson was still in his twenties and showed no sign of wanting commitments or anything serious.

Thomas’s stamina seemed endless. He fucked her steadily, changing the pace — sometimes long and deep, sometimes faster and harder. Sasha came a third time while he was fucking her from behind, her arms giving out as she dropped her upper body to the bed, ass still up. Thomas still kept going until he finally came with a low, rough groan, buried as deep as he could get.

Sasha pushed back against him, taking every pulse, her own orgasm rolling through her at the same time. I could see the base of Thomas’s cock twitching as he unloaded inside her. Or should I say, unloaded into the condom.

They stayed connected for what seemed an age, Thomas’s dark hips pressed hard against my wife’s pale and shapely ass, his softening cock still deep inside Sasha’s spent body, my wife having cum yet again as her boyfriend had shot his baby batter into the little latex glove.

When they’d finished kissing, Sasha whispered something to Thomas. He carefully pulled out and just like before tied off the condom and headed to the bathroom to throw it.

Suddenly alone, Sasha looked across at me, all of her earlier teasing and taunting in the past. Her face said she was sensitive to my feelings. That she needed to check-in with me that I was okay. Check-in that nothing she and Thomas had said or done was against the spirit of how we’d agreed to move forward.

“You okay, honey?” she asked, concern etched on her face. “Are you okay we allowed Thomas to come here to play?”

Seeing her like that, hearing the care and tenderness in her voice made me feel a million times better. Showed me that, unlike with Benson, this was just sex. Sex and playing the game we’d both enjoyed before Benson had come along to ruin things.

“I’m fine, hun,” I smiled weakly, my eyes telling her what we both knew, that our excitement always went hand-in-hand with angst and pain.

Moving from the chair, I kissed her, her kiss back as soft and emotional as my own.

“I’ll go and see Thomas out… why don’t you head upstairs and then I’ll come and cuddle with my wonderful hubby just as soon as lover boy’s gone…”


Chapter 13 


Saturday, February 2nd, 2013

A Saturday night cuddle soon turned into Saturday night reclaim sex. Sasha’s calves on my flanks, the dig of her heels on my back a mixed blessing.

They made me feel wanted and loved, but I couldn’t help but feel the way she was urgently pulling me closer also meant she wanted more. That she wanted my five-plus inches to reach nearer to the depths that Thomas’s eleven-inch monster had plundered. The way she was looking at me—half love, half tease—making me realize I wasn’t hallucinating it or being paranoid.

“Baby, don’t pretend you don’t love it!” she teased. “Ever since Victor, you’ve loved the embarrassment of knowing they can give me something you can’t…”

Kissing her hard, with a huge dose of sarcasm, I told her ‘shut up woman’ and fucked her as hard and deep as I could. Sasha’s playful response was to use those sharp heels of hers to pull me in even deeper as she kissed me back even harder. Mewling and moaning her teasing encouragement, “come on, Jason, fuck me, fuck me better than Thomas did, reclaim your woman, make her cum harder than Thomas did…”

We both knew how it would finish. But still there was no sense of disappointment as we cuddled like real lovers afterward. Our heads only inches apart, gazing deep into each other’s eyes, only one of the two of us having achieved a climax.

Stretched out and satisfied so thoroughly as she’d already been, Sasha didn’t hold it against me that my fun-size cock had failed to make her cum. In fact, something in that cryptic, Mona Lisa smile of hers told me she was kind of pleased… that it somehow validated and justified the game we played. Maybe it was the balm she needed to apply to quieten down those deeply engrained morals etched into her soul by Professor and Mrs. MacAlister.

I’ve always loved lying nose-to-nose with this wonderful woman—ever since our earliest days as lovers… and now we’d worked our way through all the shit we’d been through with Benson, nothing about this new set-up with Thomas worried me.

Lying there next to this beautiful, loving, and very satisfied woman, I reflected on my earliest thought about Thomas… he really did remind me of a more capable, more mature version of the loose cannon that had been Andre.

He had the same charisma, the same dominant personality and the same raw sexual talent and physical endowment. But he was older and more mature.

If Andre had been too crazy, too hot … and Victor and Benson had been Goldilocks bowls with different problems (too cold, too cloying), then Thomas seemed the perfect bowl. Sexy and fun, able to meet Sasha's and my different needs, but without the risks we’d found with Andre and Benson.

All of which made it more of a mystery as to why Sasha hadn’t suggested he stay overnight on Saturday. After all, when she’d brought him home for that belated pre-Christmas birthday present, he’d stayed virtually the whole weekend.

So how come now—when the pair of them had been apart for nearly a fortnight—she booted him out on Saturday night after just one fuck, barely four hours after he’d arrived?

When I quizzed my loving wife about this happy but rather surprising development, she just kissed my cheek and showed me two matching itineraries. Her itinerary from Monday to Thursday. Detroit, Los Angeles, Salt Lake City, Seattle, Minneapolis-St. Paul, and Denver, before finally she’d be flying home to her loving husband. An itinerary which, if I counted it right, gave her three overnights before she’d be safely back in our marital bed. Three overnights which would no doubt mean three extra-large servings of First Officer Thomas Twana’s manhood for most of the night and the early morning.

When Sasha returned home on Thursday, I found that the details my fevered imagination had conjured up were only half true.

Sasha and her new boyfriend had indeed fucked like bunny rabbits during the early part of each of their layovers. But they’d not actually managed to spend one whole night together—because apparently Captain Benson Grimes was having relationship problems with the soon to be Mrs. Inga Grimes… the current Ms. Larsson and current proud owner of the baby bump Benson would no doubt have preferred to put inside Sasha’s tummy.

And if Benson—such a nice guy—was having relationship troubles, then he was determined to put a kink in the love life of the woman who’d chosen me over him. The words he’d spoken to his young co-pilot had left Thomas in no doubt that unless he was super careful, Benson would find an excuse to report him to HR for sleeping with married cabin crew.

Which meant Sasha had swapped rooms with another attendant so that she and Thomas could spend a few hours together after her nightly call to hubby. But that she and Thomas had agreed it was too dangerous to spend the whole night together while Captain Grimes was in this frame of mind.

Sasha told me all this on Thursday night when we reconnected. A happy hubby—happy to have his wife back for three days—and a happy wife who’d spent the last three evenings having her brains screwed to kingdom come by her young Black co-worker.

Friday, I was working from home, and Sasha did her damn best to distract me. Every couple of hours came sauntering into my office, rubbing her boobs against my neck as she pretended to read whatever was on the screen.

Thankfully, Saturday and Sunday, I didn’t have to fight the uneven battle. I was free to spend the entire day making love to my wonderful wife or keeping her company as we headed into Ann Arbor for her favorite shopping and our favorite walks.

In fact, the only uneven battle came on Sunday when Sasha got a joint summons from her mom and her big sister Kate that our presence at church was required as Phoebe and Adam both had their first solos that Sunday in the youth choir.

As Sasha and I were, at best, intermittent attendees—and as Phoebe and Adam had sent a joint ‘we want you here’ text—the emotional and moral thumbscrews had been well and truly applied.

Never mind—Sunday was great, and Sash and I got the whole late afternoon and evening together before Monday came around again and my minx of a wife was back trying to distract me with those luscious boobs of hers as I tried to concentrate on the three reports I needed to check and issue.

The next week followed a very similar pattern. Benson was still having problems with Inga, so Sasha and Thomas still had to be careful. This time my wife’s Atlanta, Orlando and Boston schedule only gave her and Thomas two rutting-fucking nights together. Sash pulling the same trick as last time to make sure Benson was fooled.

Friday the eighteenth, it was my turn rather than Thomas’s turn to be happy, as I had a happy and sexually fulfilled Sasha return home to me. All mine for the next four days.

That mid-month was maybe the highpoint of January. Because with Benson causing more and more trouble, the rest of the month rapidly got shitty.

Not content with warning Thomas, Benson managed to use his influence to get him rostered onto totally different flights. So for the remainder of the month he arranged for Thomas to be flying various short haul routes while Sasha was flying to Amsterdam, London and Rome.

I still managed time with Sasha, but from what she told me and from her frustrated, antsy behavior, I knew she and Thomas were getting zero time together.

It was early February when things finally came to a head. Sasha had arrived back late on Saturday, and seeing how tired she was, I went into pamper-and-support mode. If she wanted to make love, she’d let me know… but unless she did, I just planned to be as loving and supportive as I could.

Sunday was another MacAlister Dad / Mom and Big Sister summons to church, and as we made the short drive back to Chelsea, I could tell that Sasha had something on her mind.

I waited patiently. Sasha would share when she was ready.

“Hun, I know I’ve only just come home… but would it be okay if we invite Thomas over for dinner…"

She didn’t have to finish her sentence. From our nightly calls, I knew it had been more than two weeks since she’d been together with Thomas. After her earlier two weeks of fucking him nearly every second night, that separation had to be a bitch.

And if I’m honest, I’d have loved to have Sasha all to myself, but it was also now a full month since I’d indulged my kinky cuck-voyeur proclivities.

“Yes…” was all I said, answering her unfinished question. The smile she gave me back making me feel like the world’s greatest husband.

We got back from church and a family lunch around two-thirty. Around two-thirty-one, Sasha kissed my cheek and skipped upstairs to start getting ready for her gentleman visitor.

When Thomas arrived, Sasha was still upstairs, working through all those mysterious womanly preparations that us “showered, shaved, dressed, and out in twenty minutes” guys will never understand.

A few minutes later, my beautiful wife made her way down the stairs in a tiny skirt and a low-cut, almost transparent blouse, and whatever Thomas and I had been talking about died mid-sentence.

She greeted him with a brief, remarkably controlled kiss on the lips. Then, aware, I think, that I hadn’t really had her to myself since she’d arrived late the night before, Sasha made a real effort to keep the conversation open and genuinely three-way.

To his credit, Thomas seemed to pick up on that. Maybe because he knew he was in another man’s home, he made a point of including me too.

But slowly, inevitably, their deep attraction and sense of longing changed the feeling in the room. However hard Sasha tried to keep me included, her attention kept drifting back to Thomas, lingering on his handsome dark face, his lithe, sinewy body, and the half-unbuttoned white shirt he’d clearly chosen to tease her with glimpses of his toned dark chest and arms.

After a while, I gave up the unequal fight. I stopped trying to stay in the conversation, happy to sit quietly in the corner savoring the tense sense of desire between them as my whole body started tingling with adrenaline.

Sensing my acceptance, they changed as well.

They didn’t change their seating positions—they were still at opposite ends of the sofa, but the energy and psychology of the room had changed. Physically separate, they were entirely with each other now - and I, in my chair, found myself on the outside looking in.

Apart from that first kiss, nothing physical had happened—which was weird considering how intimate they’d been before—but I definitely now felt one-hundred-percent the room’s third wheel.

Back for less than a day, the morning had been her family’s, and now the afternoon was turning into his—my wife’s whole attention now totally on Thomas. With the young aviator returning the favor in full. The pair of them playing a game, like dragging out that moment before uncorking the most long-awaited, expensive bottle of wine.

Seeing them like this, I felt that old, nagging voice I’d last heard when things started going wrong with Benson. But I pushed it back. This was just carnal. This was just lust. Two new lovers who’d gorged themselves before Benson had intervened to put them on starvation rations.

Shutting out my fears—an experienced player now, I knew I couldn’t have the pleasure without the pain—I forced myself to enjoy the same anticipation they were savoring. Fears and worry would no doubt push their way back later, but for now I just wanted to try and enjoy my shameful little hobby of watching my wife with other guys.

No longer trying to be part of this, happy just to be their third wheel, I was waiting to see which one of them would lose self-control first… be the first one to pounce and start ripping off clothing.

But I couldn’t have been more wrong. When the verbal sparring and teasing finally ran out of energy, Sasha simply got up and moved to stand in front of her young Black boyfriend.

Then, without a single word, she calmly unbuttoned her blouse, shimmied out of her skirt and reached behind to unclasp her bra.

Her cheeks and chest were flushed with desire and the nipples that would soon feed our children were beautifully swollen and hard. Her eyes sparkled, and she smiled at the way Thomas was looking at her, his look full of desire and lust.

He reached out, and Sasha visibly shivered as he wrapped his arms around her waist. The contrast of his dark hands spanning the pale flesh at the small of her back made me harden instantly, an involuntary moan slipping out of me.

Sasha’s own breath quickened, too—from this alone, before anything more physical had even begun.

For a moment, I thought Thomas was going to look over at me in my chair. But he didn’t. Tonight was about them, not me. Instead, he gently pulled Sasha toward him, slid one hand behind her neck, and drew her down into the slowest, gentlest kiss.

Sitting there in my chair, transfixed by how attractive and right they looked together, I could see how different they were—and how, somehow, that difference worked.

When the kiss broke, Sasha stood nearly naked in front of a fully dressed Thomas, and I swear I could have stabbed myself or fired a gun and neither of them would have noticed. They were so wrapped up in each other, I felt like an intruder in my own home.

The tension between them was so tight that something had to give. And what gave was Thomas finally acknowledging my presence in the room.

“Hey, Jase, I’m fine with you watching and being part of things later… but would you be okay giving Sash and me a little time alone? Just a little time to reconnect?”

“Uh… yeah… of course. Sure, man,” I mumbled. He’d asked so politely, I hardly felt I had a choice.


Chapter 14 


Thomas stood, smiled at me, took Sasha by the hand, and led her towards the staircase. But instead of leading her downstairs to the couch or bedroom the pair of them had used on their two previous times in the house, this time he stepped onto the staircase that led upstairs.

Fuck! He wasn’t going to fuck her in our marital bedroom was he? My heart leapt right into my throat. Fuck, that was out of bounds, well out of bounds. That was our inner sanctum, our special place. And now I was fricking shaking at the thought of Thomas desecrating this special place… stealing it away from me, making it his and Sasha’s.

Fuck! With her previous men, this had only ever happened after many months or as part of a wider powerplay… so this happening so early in their relationship had my heart beating with trepidation… even as my disloyal cock went in the other direction.

Thankfully, when they reached the top, my spot on the second living room couch allowed me to see Thomas pulling Sasha into the bedroom next to our room.

Relief washed over me. Relief with a small side order of disappointment for the hardcore deviant within me…

What now?

For several seconds, I sat there alone just listening.

Nothing. No footsteps across the floor. No voices. No movement from the bedroom whose position next to ours meant we’d planned it to be the nursery sometime later this year.

Hearing nothing, I tried to distract myself by reading.

But that was a bust. What man alive could concentrate on a book while he knew his wife was upstairs with another man. Another man several years younger than him… another man blessed with a more glamorous career and a higher-paying salary… not to mention blessed with a cock twice as long and twice as thick as his own…

Fuck! Still no sounds.

What the hell were the two of them doing? Were they kissing, caressing each other’s bodies before the main event? Maybe Thomas already had his meaty eleven inches balls deep in Sasha... the two of them making love so slowly and sensuously that I couldn’t hear from down here.

Or maybe, after two weeks apart, they were just lying together, kissing and canoodling? Was Sasha curled against him, enjoying the warmth of his body before they really got going?

But then, after ten minutes, the sounds finally started.

As I’d gone into our open plan kitchen to make a coffee, I’d not thought about it, but my move had put me directly underneath the bedroom they’d chosen—our future nursery room.

At first, the sounds from upstairs were nothing more than the faint movement of the bed, followed by the squeak of a floorboard. Then I heard Sasha’s voice—at first the volume so low that I couldn’t  make out words.

Coffee in hand, at first I paused, not quite certain what I was hearing, still thinking they were maybe just kissing and sharing whispered confidences—which as I thought about it, made my chest ache more than the thought of them fucking.

But as I stood stock still and strained to understand whether this was real or imagined or just a false alarm, I soon realized they’d finally started.

The sounds did not stop. In fact within minutes they were so loud and different from anything I’d ever heard before that my mind soon went back to when I’d seen the two of them together just after New Year.

I’d thought it then—that Thomas represented the most complete of all of Sasha’s lovers—and now listening to the sounds from upstairs, I was more certain than ever that a month ago I’d been right.

Thomas had the excitement and danger of Andre, but without the lies and immaturity. A focus and earnestness that made Victor and his last-minute cancellations look like amateur hour. And a focus on the physical over the emotional, and a youthful energy that showed Benson for what he was. A lovely, lonely guy looking for a woman to replace the wife he’d loved and lost. Not wrong, but not exactly true bull or boyfriend material.

Sat in the lounge just listening—trying my best to stop my shaking hands spilling my coffee—the sounds I was hearing from upstairs achieved that familiar emotional double whammy. My cock was super hard while my chest and throat were tight from the fears and jealousies hearing your wife like that will always generate. Will always generate unless your stupid or emotionally stunted…

Those sounds… even with her other big-dicked Black boyfriends, I’d never heard anything like it. Sustained in a way I’d never heard before. Thomas had said they just needed a little time together… but I swear, he seemed to have her climaxing non-stop for more than an hour. I felt too frightened to go upstairs and call in his promise that I’d be welcome after a while.

And it wasn’t just how long it went on that shredded my emotions. That it was Sasha’s voice was clear and unmistakable, but what was unfamiliar was her total lack of restraint.

It was like their hotel layovers when they’d had to avoid Benson’s suspicions had forced them to be quiet and discreet. But now they could really let rip… vent their true passion and feelings for each other.

For more than an hour, I sat downstairs shaking as Sasha’s moans and climaxes rose and fell in waves that didn’t end the way waves usually did. Each time I thought the sounds from our soon-to-be nursery went quiet, it was only moments before I’d hear the next tsunami start to build. A low cry, then a gasp from Sasha. Then Thomas’s South African accent urging her on.

I watched the clock go past an hour and a half—still too nervous to go and see. Sweating and shaking on the couch, I was listening to Sasha being taken apart piece by piece by her young co-worker who was blessed with a cock twice as long and twice as thick as mine.

The thought should have cut at me, have made me storm up there and throw them both out. But instead, I felt something that mixed love and awe. Love for Sasha that she was receiving sexual fulfilment greater than I could ever give her. And awe for the young South African aviator who was fucking her better than any man she’d ever known.

As I was lost in this deep reflective and emotional moment, the ceiling above me creaked in a way that was different. The cry from Sasha was different. And the furniture sounds were different. Rougher sounds of wood against wood, of something breaking.

Utterly confused, I froze. Then Sasha laughed. The sound came through the ceiling. Thomas said something I couldn’t make out and Sasha laughed again, louder this time.

I realized I’d been holding my breath. Recovering from my shock, the laughter allowed me to breathe again.

And I wasn’t the only one recovering from surprise—moments after I started breathing, the sounds from upstairs resumed, but this time from a different part of the room.

I’d been listening as bit-by-bit the young South African aviator had remapped my wife’s ideas of what sex could and should be. And it had been the most erotic but painfully destructive of experiences. And somehow watching it, but not seeing a single thing, made it all the more powerful—giving my mind and imagination full rein to do their thing.

But now, after more than an hour and a half, my instincts kicked in and propelled me up the stairs. Thankfully not to the room Sasha and I shared—but I’m not sure if the room of our planned nursery was much better.

Having worked out the noises were some kind of accident, as I went upstairs, I told myself I was checking that nobody had been hurt. But that was the flimsiest of alibis. My cock was far too hard to deny it was anything but lust and inquisitiveness that was driving me to see exactly what was happening.

Thank heavens, they’d left the bedroom door half-open. Pushing it open, intruding in my own home with my own wife would have been way too shaming.

I approached quietly, aware of my own breathing and the hard, emotionally-conflicted pounding of my kink-inspired heart.

The instant I looked in, I saw what had happened. Thomas and Sasha—it was a joint effort, it wasn’t all on her new boyfriend—had been fucking so vigorously that the bed frame had given way at one corner. One of the wooden supports had split and the mattress now sat downwards at an angle, no use for either fucking or sleeping.

I might have been shocked, but the couple who’d skipped up the stairs ninety minutes ago were the picture of unconcerned disinterest. They’d moved on from the broken bed—that was just furniture, a means to an end—Thomas had Sasha pressed hard against the wall, right next to the bed.

She might have been happy to tease and to wait during that first hour the three of us had been downstairs. That hour when three had gradually and inevitably become two. But now, after an hour and a half of being driven crazy by her boyfriend and his huge cock, she was in a different universe.

Restraint, patience had been things for when she was teasing me and Thomas. Now he’d led her upstairs and bedded her, things were far more carnal, far more honest.

Sasha’s legs were wrapped high around the waist of her younger South African boyfriend. And even if he wasn’t as heavy or muscular as some of her previous boyfriends, his lean muscularity meant he could support her weight as if it were nothing.

One of his dark, ebony arms supported beneath her weight while the other braced against her collarbone, pushing her hard against the wall while he kissed her and fucked her hard. Sasha’s head was thrown back. Her dark brown hair fell loose across her shoulders, and her mouth was open, her eyes closed. One hand was planted against the wall above her while the other gripped Thomas’s shoulder hard enough that I could see the whiteness of her knuckles from the doorway.

Thomas moved slowly. That was what struck me first. Despite their time apart, he wasn’t frantic, wasn’t desperate. His strokes were slow, deep and deliberate—like he belonged here, belonged here with Sasha. Like he and she fitted, like a key fits a lock.

Each upward thrust lifted Sasha slightly against the wall. Each time Thomas pressed fully into her, a sound escaped her that I had never heard before. Not with me nor with any of her other men. Something between a moan and a sob, as though every movement was almost more than she could bear but that she wanted it anyway.

Standing in the hallway shadows, I remained completely still.

These last four years, I’d seen Sasha with other men plenty. And I’d already seen her three times with Thomas. But I sensed this was different.

Before Benson had changed the rosters, they had all those evenings together, those evenings growing close. What I was seeing was the consequence of that. Her body was responding differently to last time and she was throwing off a totally different vibe.

Sasha had simply gone inside herself, gone inside the physical and emotional bond Thomas had created with her.

Thomas murmured something against her neck. Whatever he’d said, her legs tightened around him. The next sound she made went through me so sharply that my hand closed around the doorframe. The sound of a wounded but happy animal. Somehow he was going even faster and deeper and even if her animalistic squeals told me she was struggling, Sasha was loving it. Her nails digging into him, her legs wrapping tighter, demanding more.

Thomas turned his head. His hips still hammered, but our eyes met. His expression was serious. Focused. It took me right back to that first time we’d met.

“Come in, Jase…”

It wasn’t a question, it was an order. A polite but firm order.

“You like watching, don’t you?”

No smile, no teasing. Just a serious, accurate statement.

I blushed. Stammered the quietest of yeses.

“Okay… we’re okay with that… Sash and me don’t mind… but there’s a price, Jase… if you want to watch…”

Now motionless, still effortlessly holding Sasha mid-air, suspended at the end of his cock, he continued. “Sash told me all about your Easter deadline… that she and I get until Easter, then everything stops so you guys can start playing happy families…”

I don’t know why, but I blushed again as he continued.

“So if me and Sash only got a couple of months, then it doesn’t seem fair that you take up too much of that time… fuck Sash too much…

“So, if you want to watch, then we’re gonna put some limits on you… twice a month seems plenty enough to me… twice a month times two months means four times… you wanna watch, you get to fuck Sasha only four times between now and Easter…”

He’d finally put Sasha down. She was standing at his side grinning—they were together in this.

I felt my face color up, but my cock inexplicably jumped enough to be noticed by both of them, making Thomas finally smile.

“See, Sash… didn’t I tell you your kinky husband would love the idea… just like he loved putting the condom on me that first night…”

Fuck, Thomas. Stop talking! This is embarrassing enough already without you seeing into my soul… shredding the few remaining threads of my self-respect…

“Talking of condoms… to show you what a nice guy I am, why don’t I move over and let you take my place… have your first go on your wife today?”

Grinning from ear-to-ear, with Thomas’s help, Sasha pulled the mattress away from the broken frame and lay down. Spreading her thighs, she blew me a kiss before waggling her crooked finger to beckon me over.

Never mind my self-conscious shame at the inevitable comparison she’d make between my thin, smooth five inches and her new boyfriend’s heavily-contoured, arm-thick eleven inches, I was too horny and needy to resist.

Kneeling between her thighs, shivering at the softness of her flesh, I jumped as I felt Thomas’s hand on my shoulder.

“Hang on, Jase. You guys aren’t trying for a baby until after Easter… if I have to wear a latex hat, then so should you!”

Fuck! His upturned hand was offering me one of his Magnum XLs. My cock would be lost in that thing. I wouldn’t feel a thing. My meat would be swallowed whole. It would probably fall off, end up lost in Sasha’s now gaping pussy. So why were my veins surging with extra dopamine? Why had my cock hardened even more.

“Hold the base… use the extra latex to go round your balls… attaboy… good job, it won’t fall into Sash now,” he grinned, reading my mind again, slapping me on the shoulder like this was some kind of sports event. A let’s-fuck-Sasha relay race.

Dropping down, my slender cock sank all the way in with Sasha hardly noticing it. Her smile was teasing and playful. She wasn’t being mean, knowing I was weirdly excited by this new side of her affair with Thomas, she was just getting into it like I was.

Despite the lack of friction and the deadening effects of the latex, I came almost instantly. The moment I felt Sasha’s heels on my back and her hands on my flanks, I felt my cock expand as I spat my seed into the over-sized condom.

“There you go… doesn’t that feel better?”

It was Thomas again. His hand back on my shoulder as he patronized the fuck out of me. Knowing it would likely excite me, but most likely that wasn’t his real motive. I knew in my soul this was all about him loving playing the Alpha. The Alpha dog. The Bull. The Bull with the big cock. Showing his dominance and primacy with the most beautiful female in the herd.

The first few times had been physical—but after all their time together in January, things had definitely changed. This was physical welded to mind games. Welded to Thomas showing Sasha who was definitively the better man.

He coughed and gestured towards the wall. “Why don’t you stand over there, Jase… we know how you love to watch…”
There it was again. His constant use of we to make clear it was him and Sasha together who were playing these mind games was yet another part of his domineering powerplay.

I started moving, but felt that dark hand on my shoulder again.

“Before you go, could you give me a hand with this one… could you take it off for me…”

Fuck! He was pointing at his latex-clad dick. He was expecting me to debase myself by me being the one to grasp his throbbing horse cock and remove the latex covering.

“Don’t look so shocked, Jase… Sash tells me everything… I know all about you loving it when she’s ready for her guys to go bareback with her…”

His eyes never leaving mine, his hand left my shoulder and moved my hand to the base of his cock.

“Come on, Jase… be honest with yourself… isn’t it a thrill to feel how big and heavy my cock is… to feel its hardness and heat… the cock you wish you had… the cock that’s gonna be ravishing your wife just as soon as you do the honors…”

Why couldn’t he just shut the fuck up!? Why did he keep calling out what I wanted left unsaid? All part of his mind games. He’d only been in Sasha’s life for two months, but he was already pushing way past what her other guys had done. He was Andre on steroids, but more mature…

My face burned with heat as I did what he told me. The act itself was debasing enough, but the physical and mental excitement I felt surging in my veins was even more embarrassing. The bastard was exactly right. I wanted a big, throbbing, heavy cock just like the one I was holding as my other hand rolled the thin latex up and off. Thomas’s extreme thickness making the material extra tight, extra hard to remove, making my contact with his engorged member last longer and sink to new depths of shame.

Fuck, why was I so excited? I wasn’t gay. I knew that much. I’d never been remotely attracted to men—it was just like Thomas had said. This was all about the weird push-pull tension between deeply ingrained homophobia and the thrill of touching the very thing I would’ve given my right arm for. The thing that pleasured Sasha far better than my humble little cock ever could… the thing that had lit up her life in the weeks since Christmas, when she and Thomas had started getting together regularly.

Despite my part-allergy to touching that beating monster, as I rolled the latex ring up over all those gnarled, knotted veins… rolled it up over the ridge where the thick shaft gave way to its brown plum-like cockhead, I felt my own cock throb and twitch. And I knew with certainty what was coming next.

“See, Sash… didn’t I tell you your hubby would like that too…”

Fuck, fuck, fuck… would my shame never end. Even arrogant, spoiled, conceited Andre had never pushed things this far.

“Thanks man,” he grinned, slapping me on the shoulder again, gently nudging me towards the wall, where he wanted me stationed while I watched him fuck Sasha bareback for the first-ever time.


Chapter 15 


Whilst she’d taken me missionary, Thomas wanted Sasha on all fours. One dark hand gripped her hip while the other pressed between her shoulder blades, pushing her chest low against the sheets, squashing her big boobs flat, hiding her swollen nipples.

Her pussy was already ripe and gaping from the hour-and-a-half of fucking he’d already given her. So Thomas’s newly bare cock slid all the way in with one smooth, easy motion.

Like a shark’s fin in the water, the depth and size of him forced a visible bulge in the skin just below Sasha’s belly button.

Damn, this was hot. Standing there naked, stroking my sticky, hardening cock, I couldn’t deny my excitement was stronger than my sense of shame. I knew the doubts and fears would torment me later, but for now I was like any other addict enjoying his high. Arousal trumped risk and judgment… never mind the price to be paid tomorrow.

All eleven inches fully in, her young South African co-worker was soon taking my woman with deep, relentless strokes. Every time he went faster or slammed in harder, the slipperiness of the wooden floor meant the mattress shifted beneath them.

She never said anything, but after Victor, Andre and Benson, I knew this first time taking Thomas bare was extra-special for Sasha. She’d never hidden the psychology of it from me, so even if I’d not seen the way she was reacting, I’d have known just how special this moment was.

Every thrust, Sasha pushed back to meet him, her mind and body on fire, her whole torso moving with a passion and energy that made my throat tighten.

The way she reached back towards him each time he withdrew totally primal. A mare being mated by the stallion, even though she was on the pill, her mind was telling her to reach back to pull the stallion’s horse cock back in each time she felt even the shallowest of withdrawals. 

Thomas’s hand tightened at her hip. Somehow he found another gear, went even faster. It was raw and feral, his strokes were now truly savage, but Sasha loved it, her fingers clawing at the mattress.

The two of them were so wrapped up in their first bareback mating that they’d totally forgotten I was there as I just stood by the wall stroking and sweating—my eyes on stalks as I watched the muscles in Thomas’s back and shoulders work.

The sheer physical difference between them and between me and Thomas made me wince with jealous fear and arousal. Thomas’s lean frame and huge cock seemed purpose built to give any woman he chose the kind of prolonged sexual ecstasy I could only dream of giving.

The comparison hollowed me out. But it didn’t erase me. It just helped me zero in on my true role. Lover and best friend, a role to complement the latest boyfriend giving Sasha something I never could. The truth of it made my heart beat extra fast. This was precisely why we’d started this game all those years ago.

Without the sense of being less, without the pain, I knew there'd be no pleasure. And the way Thomas and Sasha had driven everything tonight told me they knew this and knew how much the dangerous, painful parts excited me. Even if I hated them as well.

By now, Sasha was incapable of words… she was so lost in the experience of the fucking Thomas was giving her. She was just one continuous babble of sobs and sighs… every so often giving way to squeals as another minor wave took her.

Standing there, seeing what Thomas could give her that I never could, I started to have doubts that come Easter time Sasha would be able to stop. But maybe we could find a solution. A solution where we’d be extra careful, where Sasha could still see Thomas but she and I could try for the family we planned.

Maybe she sensed my thought, because for some reason Sasha suddenly turned her face towards the doorway. Her eyes unfocused at first. Then they found me.

“Jason.”

My name came out broken. But I didn’t care. My heart leapt. Just one word, but it meant the world to me. It was a lifeline.

“Yes, baby?”

Thomas did not slow. He didn’t care as Sasha reached blindly towards me and I moved over and gave her my hand. She clung to it.

“Hold me, baby, hold my hand while I take Thomas’s first load…”

Her eyes were almost pleading, almost begging. I squeezed her fingers extra hard, my heart bubbling over with joy that Sasha didn’t want to exclude me from this special moment… that she saw it as a moment for us to share together.

My new position meant I felt the mattress move beneath Thomas’s force every time he thrust, the connection somehow reminding me of the feeling of holding his cock.

Those begging eyes worked on me again. Between sobbing, panting breaths she just about squeezed out her words. “Jase… Jase… stroke yourself… make yourself cum… I want both my men to cum together…”

Such a dirty, naughty slut… who’d swallowed up the sweet Professor’s daughter and given me this depraved harlot in her place…

I loved it. I loved her and did exactly what she asked, holding her hand and using my free hand to stroke myself, just seconds away from cumming all over Sasha and the mattress.

Now just inches away from my wife’s beautiful face, I saw every change in Sasha’s expression as the young South African continued to fuck her towards their shared climax.

Never mind how many times she’d already cum, I felt her

body start to tighten yet again. She tried to say something to me, but her eyes went unfocused again and her words collapsed into a cry as she started shaking.

“Baby… bayyybeee… he’s so deep, he’s fucking me so good,” she panted before looking from her old man to her new man. “Thomas, Thomas, baby… fill me up… fill me up with your hot cum! I want all your cum in my pussy!”

Sasha squealed, her little pink toes curling as she started cumming. Thomas didn’t care. He showed no mercy, he just held her in place and kept moving through her. An almost cruel look on his face as he watched Sasha writhe like a fish on a quayside—her climax taking all of her as her free hand dug into our mattress. Our mattress that would soon be stained by the leftovers of another man’s cum.

I felt my own orgasm shudder through me, and for some sick reason I chose to direct it up onto my own belly rather than onto Sasha. Like in some way I wanted the burn, the humiliating thrill of knowing I was unworthy and that it was only Thomas’s seed that belonged in or on my beautiful wife. A sick, depraved thought—especially in the room we planned as our nursery—but I can’t deny that was undoubtedly the thought that was going through my head as I felt my sticky seed spurt onto my belly.

When I came back to earth just moments later, I realized Thomas had kept thrusting as they both screamed their way into a simultaneous, shared orgasm.

Sasha yelling ‘yes baby, yes’ and nearly bursting my ear drums while Thomas just let out a deep, steady groan as he rammed into her with a final push.

Sasha sagged against the mattress, breathing in ragged, uneven pulls as I looked at her with total love and brushed the hair back from her spent but happy face.

She looked at me with an expression of dazed disbelief as she felt Thomas withdraw his shrinking but still huge cock from her gaping pussy. He pulled her ass cheeks apart so he could enjoy his handiwork.

The sight of my wife’s pussy swollen, distended and puffy was one he’d become familiar with since Christmas.

But this was his first-ever time to watch his white cream drip out of his fellow airline co-worker. His first time to see the seemingly endless stream of his frothy white load gushing out of Mrs. Sasha Spencer’s gaping pussy. He’d filled her so much that the little spasming aftershocks sent little spurts of their mixed cum out from her red folds to drip down her thighs onto the bed.

I tried to tear my eyes away from the scene, but I was powerless to resist.

Rolling onto her back, my exhausted wife looked over at me, all heavy-lidded eyes and a smile that shouted ‘sexually fulfilled’.

“Baby, come here, hold my hand,” she purred, her big brown eyes doing their best puppy dog impression directly at me.

“Being as you so enjoyed taking the condom off Thomas and the whole denial thing…how’s about you show me how much you love me…”

My mouth went dry. I felt that terrible dropping feeling in my gut. From the way she was looking between her legs, there was zero doubt as to what she meant.

“Come on baby… don’t pretend it doesn’t excite you like crazy! I know you’ll hate it as well… but don’t tell me your little cock won’t get hard at the thought… at the thought of licking out Thomas’s superior sperm… at the thought of licking out another man’s baby batter while that man’s standing right next to you watching…"

Oh fuck. She was for real. After all our years together, I knew when Sasha was teasing and when she was for real… and this was definitely Sasha being for real.

“Show him baby! You’ve already broken so many taboos already today… do this last thing… for me, and for yourself… show yourself how much you love me and how you’re not embarrassed to do the things that really excite you…"

I’d never done this for any of Sasha’s previous boyfriends, but her pleading look and the words she’d spoken started breaking through the last anchors of my shame.

Pulling me across, she kissed me and whispered just between us, “Love you, babe… I love this game we’re playing, and I love knowing my hubby almost enjoys me getting Thomas’s big cock as much as I do…”

Stroking my cheek, with a final kiss she gently and symbolically pushed my head downwards, knowing I’d have to be the one to continue if I was really ready to cross this final line.

Fuck, fuck, fuck… I was really doing this, my head slowly and reluctantly heading lower. Sasha spread her legs wider as she knew I was doing this, making sure Thomas had a perfect view as I crawled between her thighs.

As I started licking, she reached down, one hand holding mine and the other one holding my head in place.

“Thank you, baby… but go slow,” she said, loud enough for Thomas to hear. “I want my boyfriend to see you cleaning up what he left in me.” She glanced at Thomas with a small smile.

In my peripheral vision I saw Thomas start to move just as I felt Sasha let my hand go, a small adjustment to my mouth angle allowing me to see her grasp Thomas’s hand as he sat next to her on the mattress. The two of them looking down at me like I was some curio from Ripley’s believe it or not.

“Thanks babe,” she sighed, my gut doing an extra flip as I saw her pale shoulder next to Thomas’s ebony frame. “You’re so much better at that than Thomas… I think it’s a South African thing… you’re better with your tongue, he’s better at fucking… better with his cock…”

Thanks, Dear, I thought to myself, even as my cock hardened from her humiliating backhanded compliment.

Already tentative, I could have packed up, taken my ball home. But she was right, however humiliating and embarrassing this was, now I was down here smelling the musky scent of their combined juices, I was too aroused and inquisitive to stop.

Aware of my limited penile dimensions, all through our marriage, I’d always loved using my tongue to get Sasha off… but the presence of her new boyfriend’s jizz put a totally different emotional flavor on things.

Seeing his sticky white semen bubbling up—fuck, how much had he pumped in there—made me realize this was the ultimate sign of submission. Short of bending over and letting him butt fuck me, could there be a more humiliating and demeaning way to show the truth of my secondary status?

Fuck, as my nervous tongue made its first lapping motion, I felt like a man dangling a scorpion by its tail—excited, but knowing I had to handle this thing carefully. My concern was what Sasha would think about me after. So far, through all the games we’d played, she’d never thought any less of me, no matter how I let her play, no matter how much I got off on seeing her pleasured by guys who always out-cocked and out-fucked me.

But this… licking, sucking and tasting another guy’s sperm… all my instincts told me this had the potential to seriously backfire… to seriously have Sasha wonder if the kind of guy who licked another guys seed was really the guy she wanted as the father of her offspring.

After everything we’d done, at one level the fear felt irrational and silly. But we were dealing with the very core of relationships and marriage here… the need to procreate and protect… so even as my kink drove me past my barriers, I was still nervous and wary of blowback.

At first, I tried to find areas of her gaping pussy that were just Sasha. But a sadistic, self-destructive part of me kept looking for other spots, kept goading me to take the final step.

I’d already held his huge cock. Already opted to wear a condom before I removed his condom. So wasn’t licking his man juice out of my woman’s love hole just the next logical step on a journey I’d already started?

Fuck it! The demons in me took control. I saw a big, juicy, white frothy glob of his cum sat there right in the middle of Sasha’s swollen vulva. I went for it. Lapping like a labrador on a hundred degree day… I fought my urge to retch and vomit as I tasted the strangely salty but sweet taste of another man’s baby soldiers.

“Ohh... baby,” Sasha moaned, nails piercing my scalp as she pushed me closer, “fuck, baby… fuck, Jase, that’s good…”

Encouraged, the double barrels of my wife’s praise and my own sick, perverted pleasure drove me on. I went from hesitant to labrador to full on drowning man in seconds as I licked, sucked and lapped as if I was trying to prove a point. Prove I wasn’t scared, prove I could give my woman pleasure in a way she loved.

Sasha loved it… squirming, using my scalp as a pin-cushion, then going all the way to two small, rolling cums… not the mighty cums she’d had with Thomas… but certainly enough to make me proud and feel I’d done my bit.

After a third mini cum, she finally tugged me up, kissing me deeply, tasting everything on my lips and tongue, her hand squeezing my painfully hard and leaking cock.

She gave me a few slow strokes, then stopped, grinning with loving mischief.

“Look how hard you are,” she teased, glancing at her South African co-worker with a small smirk. “Cleaning me up while Thomas watches really does it for you, doesn’t it, baby?” My embarrassed, blushing grimace telling her everything she needed to know.

Now that my role pleasuring her and submissively cleaning Thomas’s discharge was complete, there was an awkward moment.

While I’d been cleaning his jizz, Thomas had taken my place by Sasha’s side. Now I was standing at the base of the mattress as they lay together as—with youth on his side—Thomas’s cock was already showing signs of life.

Sasha and I exchanged glances and I retreated downstairs. Not because I wanted to stop watching, but because even before the look we’d shared, I understood that the rest of the evening belonged to Sasha and her new boyfriend.

They’d let me watch, and let me participate, but now it was their time to be back alone after their Benson enforced two-week separation.

They didn’t need me inside the room to make them complete—the opposite was true, they needed me gone so they could re-consummate their relationship and undo the damage Benson had temporarily caused.

Thomas had arrived just after three-thirty and it was just after six that I gave Sasha a gentle kiss and headed downstairs to give them their privacy.

The evening was still young. Sasha wasn’t working tomorrow. I was under no illusions as to how late Thomas was likely to stay.

For the first few minutes, I felt like a man in shock. Just trying to process and mentally deal with every redline I’d just eviscerated. Just sat, deep in thought, at the island in our kitchen, directly below the bedroom I knew they still occupied

Even as I struggled to analyze and make sense of everything, I had half an ear on the floorboards above and the open staircase through which conversation might carry.

But I heard nothing. So I made myself dinner. Wondering whether to offer them food. After all, I’d already been so voluntarily submissive and helpful, what was one extra gesture?

In the end I decided against it—just prepared and ate a meal for one. Trying and failing to read a book as—still listening, still wanting involvement—I kept an ear on the new couple.

Still hearing nothing, I headed out onto our deck to indulge my other guilty secret. Although, in truth, the odd Cuban Half Corona was nothing compared to my main guilty secret.

Sasha had long ago banned me and my friends from smoking inside the house—hence my need to head out onto the deck even in the middle of a Michigan winter.

I was just savoring the first rich flavors of the densely-packed tobacco when I realized that without planning it my new location put me directly under the open bedroom window where they were.

A fact that only dawned on Mr. Stupid when I heard the soft rise of Sasha’s laughter followed by the indistinguishable words of their half-laughed, half-spoken conversation.

I craned my neck… listened as hard as I could… I just wanted the solace of being included… but it was a struggle, when I managed to hear five words, the other twenty, which were only sounds, drove me wild with frustration and a painful sense of exclusion.

Just when I thought I’d go crazy, there was a sudden burst of sound. Sounds of kissing and bodies moving.

Despite my earlier self-promise that I’d give them privacy, I lasted less than ten minutes before creeping quietly back upstairs.

Sasha was lying on her back. Her dark hair spread like a beautiful fan across the mattress, her legs open and locked tight and welcoming around Thomas’s ebony body.

She held him by the back of the neck, her fingers rubbing at the faint shadow of stubble on his shaved scalp as he moved over her.

If before he’d been savage and furious, now his strokes were languid and slow, matching the way they looked at each other and kissed. Each slow, deep thrust forcing the most satisfied of long moans from her smiling lips.

I felt the heat rise across my face. I should look away. That’s what I’d promised myself I’d do when I’d gifted them their privacy. But I couldn’t. I was too hooked, too desperate to feel involved.

When he went deeper and a little quicker, their kisses became more involved and Sasha started crying out Thomas’s name every time he was fully in her, her back arching as her face creased with sexual pleasure.

I loved it. I hated it. I so needed to feel involved. There was no way on earth I could stick to my pledge and give them back their privacy.

But then she saw me. I must have moved. There was a brief moment in which neither of us moved but in which our eyes locked. Thomas didn’t notice.

I waited for embarrassment to cross her face.

But it didn’t.

Something had shifted.

To be continued…

(The story end book is already written and will be published on 11th September 2026)
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