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Synopsis 
 Married and in our forties, younger daughter of to college, my teacher wife Claire and I were a walking cliché.  Empty nesters writ large. 
 We’d always had a very happy but somewhat vanilla and conventional love-life – I guess in keeping with the conservative upbringing both Claire and I had received. 
 To spice things up in the bedroom, Claire and I had taken to looking at on-line adult websites – including those with ‘adult’ movies and erotic stories. 
 As we explored, Claire was wide-eyed at the size of some of the guy’s cocks that were shown, and she developed a particular fascination for some of the well-hung black studs who were shown on these websites. 
 It’s fair to say that it was Claire who had the first and the stronger interest in this whole well-endowed, interracial sex theme. I did find the movies and pictures of some pretty woman taking a huge black cock arousing – but Claire’s interest was definitely stronger! 
 I began to whisper in Claire’s ear erotic stories made up about the kinds of scenes we’d watched. 
 “Neil honey … you know when you make up those stories in bed … well … I was just wondering ... Do you ever really think of what it would be like watching me going with another guy ….” 
 And what was said – couldn’t be unsaid. 
 Claire’s question took us down a path that was to lead to Ecstasy and Agony, and which would both enrich and test our marriage in ways neither of us could ever have imagined. 
   
   

 






 Chapter 1 
 Claire and I had been married for more than twenty years when the events that I’m about to describe started. 
 The year was 2016 and Claire and I had just bid a tearful goodbye to our younger daughter Caitlyn as she’d headed off to college – like her mother, studying for a degree in education so she could follow in Claire’s footsteps to become a teacher. 
 Claire and I had met while she was studying in New York to be a teacher, and I’m a little bit ashamed to admit that I was a bit of a cradle snatcher as we met and started dating when she was nineteen in the second year of her four-year bachelor’s degree in Elementary Education, and I was a twenty-five-year-old analyst working on Wall St. 
 We met at a party, and we had a nice time talking and laughing – bonding over a shared 'small-town America’ upbringing which allowed us to talk about how we found the ‘big bad city’ of New York. We talked and talked and so at the end of the evening, although I thought Claire was well out of my league, I was hopeful when I asked her if she’d like to meet up for a coffee sometime. 
 And the rest, as they say, is history. Twenty-four-years and two children later, Claire and I found ourselves somewhat bereft empty-nesters. Claire and I were very much doting parents, and Caitlyn and her elder sister, Amy were the centre of our world. When they went off to college, we were proud and happy for them – but it also left a big hole in our lives. And it’s from our efforts to fill this hole that everything else followed on. 
 With more time on our hands and this big hole in our lives, we decided to spice up our love life. 
 We’d always had a very happy but somewhat vanilla and conventional love-life – I guess in keeping with the conservative upbringing both Claire and I had received. 
 To spice things up in the bedroom, Claire and I had taken to looking at on-line adult websites – including those with ‘adult’ movies and erotic stories. 
 As we explored, Claire was wide-eyed at the size of some of the guy’s cocks that were shown, and she developed a particular fascination for some of the well-hung black studs who were shown on these websites. 
 As I guess is pretty normal, when we were new to surf these sites, Claire and I had fairly eclectic tastes and surfing habits. But over the weeks and months as we explored, we homed in on the kind of sites that interested us. 
 And from Claire’s initial fascination with big cocks and especially well-endowed black guys, we developed a particular interest in interracial websites. As we looked at these together, it would never fail to get Claire excited and aroused – and I was the lucky beneficiary of Claire’s arousal! 
 It’s fair to say that it was Claire who had the first and the stronger interest in this whole well-endowed, interracial sex theme. I did find the movies and pictures of some pretty woman taking a huge black cock arousing – but Claire’s interest was definitely stronger! 
 When we made love, I started to tease Claire – whispering in her ear to imagine that it was some well-hung black hunk who was making love to her – a muscular black Adonis with a cock the size of her arm, rather than her slightly under-endowed and decidedly unmuscular white-bread husband of twenty-plus years! 
 My made-up stories about these dominant and masculine lovers for Claire never failed to excite my wife and help bring her to come to a shattering orgasm. 
 It was after one of these lovemaking sessions, as we cuddled and basked in that special closeness, that Claire asked a question which was maybe the second little acorn, casually asking, “I wonder what it would be like to take such a cock and go with a guy like that ….” 
 Well, the seed – or should I say the acorn – was well and truly planted. 
 Or, to be accurate – in the days that followed, that comment and thought took root. 
 Until now this thing had mainly been Claire’s interest, and I’d played along to aid her pleasure. But now that Claire had asked this question, I couldn’t stop myself wondering what it would be like to see my beautiful wife on her back … her legs spread wide … and some big black stud stuffing her full of his over-sized black cock while she squealed and moaned as he brought her to orgasm after orgasm. 
 Unable to shake this picture in my head, our lovemaking was taken to a new height as Claire’s question had fired up my imagination and it was Claire’s turn to benefit! 
 I was on the point of opening up the topic with Claire when my soulmate and best-friend beat me to it. 
 “Neil honey … you know when you make up those stories in bed … well … I was just wondering ... Do you ever really think of what it would be like watching me going with another guy ….” 
 And what was said – couldn’t be unsaid. 
 After Claire’s question, she and I started down the path of discussing what it would be like to do this thing for real. 
 It started off as quite a theoretical conversation … what would I feel and think …. What would it be like for her. 
 But it soon and unmistakably morphed for both of us into a conversation about what it would ‘really be like’ – with the implicit sub-text that, without ever saying it, we were both thinking about whether or not we would do this thing. 
 And as the days and weeks of conversation passed, Claire and I became more comfortable opening up and being really honest with each other. 
 Claire admitted that, only having had two boyfriends before me (both of whom were white and similarly endowed as me), she was inquisitive about what it would be like to go with a man with a very large cock. And she was now, after all the watching movies and fantasizing, genuinely interested in what it would be like to go with a black guy. Were they different? Would the whole ‘black on white taboo’ add extra excitement? 
 For my part, I was at first a bit embarrassed to admit to Claire that the thought of her on her back, legs drawn up and spread wide as some big black stud took her harder and deeper than I ever had was now a big turn-on for me! 
 Claire giggled nervously at my vivid description, and I asked Claire if she thought any less of me for having these thoughts. 
 She kissed me softly – telling me of course she didn’t … telling me that I was the love of her life and best friend, and that she thought it was wonderful that we could be open about our sexual thoughts and fantasies. 
 And then she said something that at the time probably didn’t mean a lot to me, but which looking back now are words which are etched into my mind.  Words that I'll never forget. 
 As she finished saying that she didn’t think any less of me and how great it was that we could share openly, almost as a throwaway after thought she added, “And anyway honey … it’s silly to think that however much you love someone, they can meet all of your needs and desires …” 
 These words were barely out of Claire’s mouth than she was asking me the flip-side of the question I’d asked her, “Neil honey … what about you … do you think any less of me for having these thoughts about what it would be like to go with another man … a big black guy with a huge cock?” 
 I smiled at Claire – my cock hardening as I heard these unfamiliarly crude words coming from her mouth – and told her the truth, “Of course not baby … I love you and nothing you could do could ever change that … if anything, I find the thought of my new, slutty, adventurous wife a real turn-on … after all, what would all of your common-room girlfriends think if they could hear you now?” 
 The answer I got from Claire surprised me initially, although I guess with hindsight maybe I was a bit naïve. Claire smiled mischievously and answered me, “Baby, I think you’d be a bit surprised if you knew what me and the girls talk about in the common-room …” 
 Well, with a look like that I couldn’t let this go unexplored – and Claire was soon confessing that she and her girlfriends often discussed ‘matters of the bedroom’ as my wife delicately called it. And apparently this included all of our latest bedroom talk about well-hung black guys! 
 With Claire and I having moved to a new level of openness and honesty with each other, our conversations moved to a new level on this whole topic. 
 Our conversations had moved from the hypothetical to a place where, without explicitly saying it, we were discussing the practicalities and whether we were really going to do this thing. 
 As was becoming normal, it was my beautiful forty-three-year-old wife who gently nudged things forward, asking me one night in bed, “Neil honey, do you think it would hurt our relationship if we actually did this thing … you know, did it for real?” 
 In truth, I’d been thinking the same thing – asking myself the same question. But I’d been too nervous and hesitant to come out and ask the question – so I was glad that Claire had asked the question. 
 It was a conversation that deserved the utmost time and thought – not the kind of thing where an off-the-cuff casual answer will do. 
 And so, Claire and I talked at some length over several days about the question of whether it would hurt our love and relationship. 
 And in the end, we agreed on a number of things. Firstly, that we thought it wouldn’t hurt our relationship. Over the years of our marriage, we’d both come to realize that I wasn’t the jealous type when it came to Claire. I knew that she loved me deeply, and that our love wasn’t based on her having an overwhelming, unstoppable physical attraction for me. We both knew that there were plenty of guys who she came into contact with who flirted with her and who were a lot more physically handsome and desirable than me. 
 But it was me who had won Claire’s heart – and as an extension of this, Claire and I both thought that if she did go with some hot and handsome black hunk with a huge dick – that it wouldn’t challenge or threaten our love, because our love was based on different things. 
 Secondly, we agreed that it was likely that if we did this that while part of me would enjoy it, a big part of me might feel jealous and threatened – however much I knew it wouldn’t really threaten our love. And so we agreed that if we were going to do this thing, then we needed to keep the channels of communication open. 
 And thirdly, we were both honest and smart enough to know that we didn’t quite know how this thing would feel and play out until when and if we actually tried it! 
 And that brought us to the $64m question – was this a risk that Claire and I wanted to take? 
 Because there was no getting around it, if we did this thing – it would be taking a step into the unknown. We didn’t think it would hurt our love and marriage – but the truth is, we couldn’t be sure. We would be taking a risk! 
 But you can’t go through life never taking a risk and so Claire and I got to a place where we decided that this was something we wanted to try – but that we would take it slowly, to see how we both felt … with both of us able to say ‘stop’ at any point. 
 Claire and I didn’t want to rush into anything – our love, marriage and family were too important for that – and so we decided to do nothing for a month and see if we still felt the same after a month, or we’d changed our minds or felt different about things. 
 But after the month of our self-imposed waiting period, Claire and I both agreed that this was something we wanted to try. 
 I know we both felt nervous and excited as we took this decision. 
 The wording of that fateful ad we placed read: “Beautiful MWF 43 seeks VWE black man to help us explore our fantasy. We are 1st time NY couple seeking genuine guy 28-50. No timewasters please! All genuine replies will receive response. Husband to accompany but not participate.” 
 Ever modest, Claire didn’t want me to use the word ‘Beautiful’ – but as you can see from the masked photos that accompanied the ad, beautiful is exactly the right word to use to describe Claire. I was always amazed she chose me, as with her beautiful face, kind personality and great figure she was decidedly out of my league when we met – and over the years she’s got sexier and more beautiful in my opinion. 
 I wasn’t surprised that we got loads of replies to our ad. As you’d expect, many of the ads were from time-wasters or other cranks. But once we’d weeded these out, we still had plenty of eligible candidates to explore. 
 I could see the excited look on Claire’s face as she started exploring and contacting the guys who were top of her list. I couldn’t help but tease her as in her normal ‘teacherly’ way, my sexy wife had made up a list with pros and cons and her thoughts … and had started emailing back to the top five. 
 As I watched Claire at the keyboard, my gut would knot up and the adrenalin would surge as I’d see her smiling as she text chatted with these various guys. This was the first instance of the bittersweet pleasures and pains with which I was going to become familiar over the next few weeks and months. 
 It was the intensity that was new to me. Over the years, I’d seen plenty of guys hitting on Claire or flirting with her at parties. As a husband of a beautiful and very desirable wife – I’d had to get used to this over the years. And the truth is, while sometimes it had been difficult or hurt – over the years I’d grown to enjoy it, knowing that Claire would be coming home with me at the end of the evening – however handsome or hunky the guy who pursued her was. 
 And as I watched Claire’s fingers on the keyboard, seeing that little excited smile and the slightly flushed expression – it was a similar feeling, but only amped up and on steroids! Realizing my wife was excitedly flirting with these five black guys. 
 At first, I gave Claire her space – wanting to give her some privacy. But after a couple of days I couldn’t control my inquisitiveness and excitement and I got her to talk me through the list of guys and describe to me where the text chats with them had headed. 
 I was a little surprised that as Claire talked me through the five guys she was chatting with – it was pretty clear that Claire was already much more interested in one guy than in the other four. 
 The guy in question was called Jason and was thirty-three-years old, six-ft, five-inches tall and was the classic ‘bad-boy’ type. He was heavily muscled and ripped and was heavily ‘inked’ with tattoos covering most of his chest and back – with some tattoos even on his face. 
 When I expressed surprise to Claire that she was interested in such a ‘bad-boy’ type, she giggled, saying that maybe after all these years being a ‘good girl’ she wanted to try something a bit ‘naughty’ – before adding (on a more serious note) that Jason wasn’t as ‘bad’ as he looked from the heavily tattooed photos. 
 He also had the biggest cock of the five guys on the list – with Claire excitedly telling me that Jason’s cock was, "Just under ten-inches." I’m sure this hadn’t hurt his chances any with my sweet wife when she was making her ‘girl in a toy shop’ top five list! 
 Hearing the excitement in Claire’s voice as she talked about Jason, took things to the next level for me – in terms of both jealousy, adrenalin, fear and excitement. These somehow conflicting and yet inter-connected feelings were all jumbled up as I sat there with an incredibly hard cock and a hollow feeling in the pit of my stomach as Claire talked about Jason; slightly flushed, pupils dilated with excitement and for all the world talking like a high school girl about the star quarterback who she’s got a crush on. 
 Hearing and observing this, when Claire said she wasn’t sure which one she wanted to choose to meet first, I gave my wife a wry smile. “Claire honey, are you for real? Listening to you going on about Jason … it’s pretty obvious you’ve really got the hots for him and that he’s the one that you really fancy …” 
 Claire blushed, and went quiet for a moment. Then, still blushing she spoke, “Well, I guess that’s why they pay you the big bucks sweetheart!” before adding after a pause, “honey … are you upset about it?” 
 I smiled gently at Claire. We’d promised to be 100% honest with each other, and so I thought for a moment to find exactly the right words, “Claire, darling … honestly, I’m all mixed up inside …. I’m excited … at the same time that I’m jealous as hell … at the same time I’m frightened that this big hunk of a guy’s going to satisfy you better than I can and steal you away from me. Honestly, my feelings are all over the place!” 
 Claire’s expression suddenly changed to one of concern and worry. “Honey, I didn’t mean to make you feel like that …. I hate to hurt you …. Do you want that we write to these guys and tell them it’s off?” 
 I suddenly felt like a child who’s just had their beautifully wrapped Christmas present torn out of their hands just as they're about to rip the paper off and play with the toy they’ve been waiting for all year! 
 I looked at Claire, and she looked confused – picking up on my mixed feelings and messages. 
 I loved this woman. She patiently waited for me to explain. 
 Again, it took me some time to find the right words and pull my thoughts together. I felt embarrassed (and was sure I looked it, too) as I stumbled over my words. “No …. It’s okay Claire honey …. All the things I said are true …. But I still want us to do this thing …” 
 What followed was a long and honest conversation, during which Claire started to understand that the whole jealousy and fear and inadequacy thing was intrinsically linked to the pleasure and excitement that I (and I guess many husbands) get from this whole set-up. 
 Even as she realized this, Claire took some persuading that I did still want to go forward with this thing. But in the end, she finally got it and understood that I wanted for us to do this thing.  And so, we went ahead and arranged a meeting with Jason, a meeting that might well change our lives. 





 Chapter 2 
 I remember well the date we first met Jason. It was Thursday, 10th November 2016, the day before Veteran’s Day, so that neither Claire nor I had to go to work the next day. Claire and I live in Lake Success and as Jason lived in Brooklyn, he suggested that we meet at a restaurant he knew in Queens. 
 Both Claire and I were incredibly nervous. For me, one of the most nerve-wracking and also exciting parts was watching Claire dress for the meeting. She’d chosen something that was ‘in the middle’, neither too conservative, nor too ‘slutty’. A mid-length skirt (just longer than a mini-skirt) with a leopard skin-type pattern and a lacy border and a tight-fitting black top. The top was just right as it allowed a hint of her white bra to show through, as well as showing all of the flesh above Claire’s big 36C boobs and my wife’s bare arms. 
 Claire was quiet all the way to the restaurant. I guess the enormity of what we were doing, together with her nerves, combining to strangle all talk. For my part, I was equally nervous at the thought of what we were about to do. 
 Despite his bad boy looks, Jason was the perfect gentleman in terms of arriving before Claire and me, and just like a gentleman, he stood up as he spotted Claire and me as we walked across to the table. He gave Claire a chaste and very proper kiss on the cheek and then a slightly warmer hug, but nothing improper, and then shook my hand. 
 Despite the bad boy looks and facial tattoos he behaved like a perfect gentleman and was funny and charming. As we talked, and also helped by the wine, both Claire and I relaxed. 
 The conversation was the type you’d hear any day of the week in any restaurant like this when friends meet up. We talked about our family and his family, about our jobs, about sports, about anything and everything. Except why we were here! 
 And I think Claire and I were grateful for this. It allowed us to size Jason up and form some kind of bond with him. 
 As we relaxed as Jason told his stories and talked about his car business and his life, it was soon clear that Claire was entranced, barely able to tear her eyes off him. She’d laugh at his jokes, stare into his eyes as he talked. All the signs were there, and I was both insanely jealous but also equally excited at the same time, as I saw the chemistry and animalistic attraction between Claire and Jason. 
 And the feeling was obviously mutual, as I saw the way that Jason looked into Claire’s eyes and took in her womanly figure and full, shapely breasts encased in her white bra. 
 Jason was a real charmer. When he wasn’t telling funny stories at which Claire invariably laughed, he’d charm Claire by asking her lots of questions about her and her life, listening attentively as Claire talked. When Jason had to go the bathroom at one point, I saw the lust-filled way that Claire’s eyes followed his muscular six-foot, five-inch frame as he strode through the tables as if he owned the place. Claire was unaware of how she was gazing at him, and I decided not to say anything. 
 The food was great, but as the meal went on I began to feel like a bit of a spare part, as Jason and Claire seemed so wrapped up in each other. (Claire later apologized for this, admitting that she’d been totally besotted and captivated by the handsome and charming who we were there to meet as a potential future partner for her.) 
 It was only around 9 p.m. when we’d finished coffee and liquors, and Jason suggested that as it was still early there was a great club nearby that he knew that we could head to as tomorrow was a public holiday and none of us had to work. 
 “Neil, honey, what do you think? We don’t have to work or get up early tomorrow!” Claire suggested, the shakiness of her voice betraying her excitement. 
 And if I’d had any doubts about what answer she wanted from me, the way that Claire looked at me made it clear that my wife of many years wanted me to say yes. So that we could go to this place Jason was suggesting and Claire could continue the evening and spend more time with Jason. 
 My feelings were all the over the place. I’d felt increasingly awkward as the evening had progressed and Claire had been so obviously into Jason that I’d ended up feeling almost invisible to the two of them. Yet, I was also insanely turned on, just as I felt incredibly jealous and humiliated by the way they were focused on each other. 
 Part of me wanted to drag Claire home, but part of me wanted this exciting yet painful evening to continue, rather than come to a premature ending. In the end my conflicted emotions took second place to my wanting to avoid embarrassment. Seeing how keen Claire was so in favor of the evening continuing, I knew I really had little choice. 
 “Sure honey, that sounds great!” I finally replied although a big part of me was thinking exactly the opposite. 
 Jason insisted on paying the bill, and as we started to leave Jason turned to me. 
 “Neil, I hope you don’t mind me asking, but as it’s just a short walk to the club, would you be okay if I took Claire’s arm as we walk over there?” 
 Despite asking me in this very proper and polite way, there was something mildly menacing and intimidating in Jason’s voice, as if he was almost daring me to say no! I briefly looked at Claire. Her cheeks were flushed with what I’m pretty sure was excitement and I felt unable to say anything but a simple ‘Sure’. My wife giggled as Jason smiled like a wolf and took Claire’s small hand in his massive black hand and placed it in the crook of his arm. To this day, I can still see Claire’s look of ‘little girl’ excitement as this muscular six-foot, five-inch guy gently led her by the arm towards the door. 
 Coming to this first meeting with Jason, Claire and I had only intended that this evening would be a ‘getting to know you’ evening. And that nothing much would happen, except we’d get to know Jason a bit and work out where we wanted to take things. 
 At least, that had been the plan! 
 But that plan took no account of how much Claire wanted Jason and how Jason took advantage of Claire’s desire for him to move things on at lightening pace. And the truth is that I was pretty much passive, looking on and watching with a whirlwind of emotions swirling around inside me as Jason and Claire grew closer and closer as the evening progressed. 
 It would be wrong to say that Jason seduced Claire because that would suggest that Claire was a passive ‘hunted’ prey or some such. But the truth is that my beautiful forty-three-year-old wife Claire was an eager participant in the evening’s events as they unwound. As this muscular six-foot, five-inch black man ten years her junior pulled Claire away from me bit by bit during the evening. Until there was only one logical destination, and he took Claire to his bed, which was something way beyond what Claire and I had planned for the evening. 
 Jason’s ‘pulling away’ of Claire had started with that simple gesture of taking Claire’s arm as we left the restaurant. And as Claire and Jason walked arm in arm towards the door, I felt myself color up as several guests and restaurant staff looked at me with a variety of expressions. I’m sure they were wondering why my pretty wife had entered the restaurant on my arm. but was now leaving on the arm of the muscular black man who towered over me by nearly a foot. 
 My embarrassment and sense of exclusion continued as Claire and her masculine black friend walked ahead of me, the sounds of their laughter and conversation playing on my feelings of exclusion as they walked at a speed and in a way that wasn’t designed to let me walk with them, but rather to get me to walk behind them. 
 When we got to the club, Jason made sure that I had no chance to be alone with Claire to talk to her as he gave me a fifty and asked me to get the drinks while he took Claire to get a table. 
 When I finally found the table and brought the drinks, I saw that Jason and Claire were sat on one side of the booth, the other side being empty, and the message being clear! 
 I’d barely sat down than Jason smiled at me in a way that suggested I shouldn’t challenge him and told me, “Hey Neil, Claire and I are going to dance for a bit. When we were chatting before, she told me how much she loves to dance.” 
 This last comment seemed not intended as a justification, but rather to remind me that he and my wife had plenty of time talking before this evening. 
 If Jason had started pulling Claire away from me, the other ‘pull’ going on was the addictive pull of what I can only describe as the drug of watching Claire with another man. As my beautiful wife Claire danced with this muscular black guy ten years her junior and towering above her, I couldn’t tear my eyes off them. 
 The way that my soulmate and best friend for these last twenty-four years looked up adoringly into the eyes of another man. A man more masculine and virile than me and sixteen years younger than me. The way she looked at him was a painful but intoxicating drug to me. 
 And describing this as painful doesn’t begin to adequately get cross the level of angst and heartache I was feeling. Although Claire and I had agreed to this thing, and I’d been the one who’d gently rejected her offer to cancel, I was the one who now felt close to tears as I saw the way that Claire looked into Jason’s face. My wife’s expression shouted out how much she wanted this man. And all the time they danced, not once did Claire look across at me, to see how I was or acknowledge my presence. No, she danced, her pale white arms locked adorningly around Jason’s muscular black neck, gazing up at him. 
 From the look on Claire’s face, I knew that it wouldn’t be long before she and Jason would kiss. And when Jason bent his head to kiss Claire, there was no hesitation on Claire’s part, her mouth opened as they kissed hungrily. Jason’s large dark hands were cupping Claire’s shapely ass as they kissed passionately for several minutes, Claire’s arms still locked possessively around Jason’s neck. 
 I don’t know how to describe my feelings as I watched. At the time I was convinced that I was watching the end of my marriage, seeing the way that Claire was so hungry for Jason, seeing how she was ignoring me and had broken our plans for the evening without any discussion. 
 And as I said, I was on the point of tears, adrenalin pumping through my body as I sat there shaking as I watched their coupling. I was full of jealousy and feelings of humiliation, watching my wife of twenty-plus years so hungry for a man other than me. But at the same time, my cock was harder than it had been in many years. And however much it hurt, I couldn’t tear my eyes away from them. 
 Claire and Jason danced and made out like this for what seemed an age before I saw Claire unlock her arms from around Jason’s neck and give him a gentle kiss before taking his hand and leading him back to our booth. 
 As Claire reached the table, still holding Jason’s hand, she smiled lovingly at me. “Neil, baby, I want to go back with Jason to his condo.” 
 There was something in Claire’s expression that set off alarm bells. Alarm bells that she was going to Jason’s place, but that I wasn’t invited. 
 With this fear in my mind, I blurted out, “Am I invited?” 
 There was a pitying look on Claire’s face as she reached down to tenderly stroke my cheek and told me, “Not this time, baby. Maybe next time.” 
 The fact that this was all said as a statement, not a request, or a question for discussion, shocked me. But when I replayed events later, I also realized that Claire’s gentle assertiveness also excited me. It played to a part of my personality that was at the core of my acceptance of this whole situation. 
 And for the first time in a long time, I saw a look of kindness on Jason’s face as his fingers intertwined with Claire’s and he looked at me, “Thanks, Neil, man.  I promise you it will all be alright and that I’ll take good care of Claire. I’ll make sure she gets home okay tomorrow.” 
 My instincts told me that he’d meant all of this in a genuine and reassuring way, but Jason’s last words about making sure that Claire got home okay ‘tomorrow’ sent a 10,000-volt surge through my brain! 
 He and Claire intended to spend the night together, without me, and my beautiful wife seemed happy and contented at the prospect! I wanted to say something. Despite my diamond hard cock, I wanted to scream out ‘STOP!!’ 
 But as I’d been for the last hour plus, I remained passive and a ‘taker’ not a ‘setter’ as Claire bent down to give me a gentle kiss on the lips. The parting knife in the gut came, as my sweet wife told me simply, “I love you, Neil, honey. I’ll see you in the morning.” 
 And with that, Claire gave me a final tender look of pity mixed with love and left the club hand in hand with the man who was about to become her lover. 
 The next hour so was probably the most painful and traumatic hour of my life. Once Claire and Jason had disappeared out of the club hand in hand, I sat there shell-shocked. And this time, I wasn’t at the point of tears, I was a grown man crying, crying in a public place. Tears rolled down my cheeks, as I sobbed like a baby, convinced that this stupid game we were playing had in one night destroyed over twenty years of our love and marriage. 
 I looked so bereft and shell-shocked that one of the bar staff and one of the security staff checked to see if I was okay. It must have been a good half an hour before my tears ceased and I was able to even think of what to do next. 
 At this point, that little voice of self-preservation started kicking in at the back of my brain. It told me that even though Claire had left me to spend the night with Jason, something we’d not planned or agreed, that this was just a physical thing driven by my wife’s obvious physical attraction to Jason. My comfort came from the little voice telling me that this was just a temporary thing driven by physical desire and lust, and that what Claire and I had was something far deeper and more substantial, based on deep love. 
 This little voice and these thoughts provided the lifeline that I so desperately needed as I sat alone in that club, having been deserted by Claire and the guy from the web ad. 
 I’d steadied my emotions enough to be thinking about what to do next (another drink or head home) when suddenly, I felt my phone vibrate with an incoming call. 
 My instincts told me this would be Claire, and this immediately had me brighten up at the prospect of any contact and reassurance from my wife. But as I pulled my phone from my pocket I saw an unfamiliar number. As I hit the green ‘receive’ icon, the screen burst to life with a facetime call. 
 The picture showed Claire’s naked body lying prone on a bed, her full breasts rising and falling with her steady breathing as her beautiful face looked hungrily towards the black figure walking away from the camera towards the bed. In an instant, I knew what was happening, Jason was going to get me to watch as he took Claire for the first time. 
 Just as, despite the pain, I’d been unable to stop myself watching them dancing and kissing earlier, so I knew I’d be unable to stop myself watching their lovemaking. 
 Luckily, the booth that Jason had selected was in a dark and private part of the club, and so with my ever-present blue tooth headset connected, I was able to watch and listen without being overseen or heard by other patrons of the club. 
 The first thing that struck me was the look of desire and need in Claire’s face as she looked at the tall and muscular black figure of Jason as he walked away from the camera towards the bed. I could only see his back at this point, but the way that Claire’s gaze followed him spoke volumes, as she looked at him with hooded eyes. 
 I only saw Jason’s cock as he took up position next to my wife on the bed, and with a lump in my throat, I saw for the first time just how big his ‘nearly ten-inches’ really was as Claire’s dainty hand reached out to touch him. 
 As I watched them make explore each other’s bodies and make love for the next hour or so. I was in hell, my tears returned, but my cock stayed obstinately and embarrassingly hard. 
 The images and sounds from that next hour will be etched into my brain for the rest of my life. 
 The image of Claire’s hand hesitantly reaching out to touch and hold Jason’s huge black cock. The look of fascination and want unmistakable in my beautiful wife’s face. The look of tenderness and emotional connection as, having weighed and stroked his huge manhood, Claire smiled at her black lover and lowered her head to taste his manhood, her ring finger glinting as my wife’s hand cupped and held Jason’s big balls or massaged his huge shaft. 
 The way that Claire and Jason kissed as they looked into each other’s faces and explored each other’s bodies with Jason’s large black hand cupping Claire beautiful big breasts as his other hand tenderly caressed her face. The way Claire responded to him, enjoying her muscular lover’s touch and caresses. The look of invitation and need as Claire kissed Jason softly then lowered her body down and spread her legs to make herself available for the thirty-three-year-old black man who was about to become her lover. 
 The symbolism and pain as I saw the way Claire smiled up at Jason as he responded to her invitation and took up position between her splayed thighs and then took hold of himself as he lowered his muscular black ass and positioned his huge penis at the entrance to my wife’s body. 
 The way the lovers looked at each other as Claire bit her lip as she took the first few inches of Jason’s huge black cock, and the way that this look of pain and discomfort turned to pleasure and ecstasy as my wife adjusted to Jason’s immense size as her vulva stretched to accept his cockhead before he pushed deep into parts of Claire’s body that had never experienced a man before. 
 The look of deep feminine contentment and satisfaction as, after several patient minutes, while Jason gave her more and more of his ten-inch cock, he was finally fully embedded in Claire’s body and their bodies nestled next to each other in the ultimate intimacy. 
 All of these sights I’ll never forget, as in a state of torment and confusion I was the moth, unable to resist the lamp, but knowing that the lamp would hurt and might ultimately destroy me. 
 If these sights will never leave me until the day I die. The sounds from the lovers were equally imprinted on my brain during the next hour as Claire made love with this young black giant. 
 I listened at first to the moans and sighs of pleasure from my wife as she encouraged her lover, telling Jason how wonderful he felt deep inside her body. And then these moans and sighs of contentment turned to squeals and sobs as Claire climaxed several times on Jason’s thick ten-inch cock. 
 And the ultimate picture that will go with to my grave was the look on Claire’s face when she responded to Jason’s question, telling him that she didn’t want him to pull out, she wanted him to cum inside her. 
 As I heard these words, my feelings of loss, bewilderment and excitement hit new depths as I realized this was the ultimate act of Claire giving herself to this new man in her life. As we’d not planned this and I’d had the snip many years ago, Claire was unprotected and knew it. But she didn’t care, she wanted to receive Jason’s virile seed deep in her body, despite the risks and possible consequences. 
 I’d thought that watching Claire give herself so completely to Jason, and watching the way that Jason took her with his huge manhood was the ultimate low and high. But I was wrong. Because, despite how intense and painful this had been to watch, watching the intimate closeness between the couple as they came down from their sexual high and cuddled and exchanged sweet nothings seemed far worse. 
 My desperate brain could rationalize the way Claire gave herself to Jason earlier.  The act of a female giving herself to a virile and better-endowed male. A biological, not emotional act. But watching them gazing into each others’ eyes as they shared the closeness and the moment was something else. This was an emotional act, an emotional betrayal, which seemed many times more painful and significant. 
 And as I listened in with strained hearing to their quiet and smiled conversation, I cried gently to myself, my erection now disappeared with the change in mood and act. 
 Claire spoke first, telling Jason how wonderful it had been. 
 Her six-foot, five-inch tattooed black lover smiled in a gentle and tender way that surprised me, asking my wife, “I’m glad you enjoyed it Claire. How was it compared to what you imagined it would be like?” 
 The smile on Claire’s face increased a notch or two, “It was amazing Jason honey, far better even than I imagined.” 
 Jason’s smile matched Claire’s as he took in her words, “I’m so glad Claire. I’m just a bit sad that you and Neil can’t enjoy it like that every day.” 
 Thinking back later, I realized how clever Jason’s choice of words was, in one go being empathetic and kind, yet also putting me down and inviting Claire to confirm his unflattering comparison between her new man and me. And, much to my humiliation and embarrassment, Claire responded honestly and naturally, taking Jason’s carefully offered bait. 
 Unaware that I was listening and watching, a sad look suddenly appeared on Claire’s face, “I know Jason, but I love Neil, and not every man can be blessed like you. I love Neil and our lovemaking’s really nice.” 
 The expression ‘damned by faint praise’ was invented for just this moment, as I felt a fresh wave of fear and pain as Claire’s use of the word ‘nice’ to describe our lovemaking echoed round my brain. 
 With the lovers still gazing into each others’ eyes, the mood suddenly changed as Jason’s look of mock empathy morphed into his familiar predatory and wolfish smile, “So, Claire baby, is my lovemaking ‘nice’ like Neil’s?” 
 I felt myself blush as my embarrassment rose as Claire giggled and playfully replied, “Yes, Mister Jason, your lovemaking is ‘nice’, it’s ‘very nice’!” 
 The playful banter continued between them. Jason: “I’m glad to hear it, Miss Claire! Tell me, have any of your previous lovers been as ‘nice’ as that?” 
 Cue another light giggle from Claire, “Why, no, Jason. To be honest, your lovemaking is the ‘nicest’.” 
 “The nicest ever?” 
 Cue smile and giggle from Claire, “Yes, my insecure darling, the nicest ever!” 
 Jason’s face had its customary rakish and wolfish grin as he pushed, “Even nicer than the man who’s given you two wonderful daughters?” 
 I got the feeling this was the place that Jason had been guiding the conversation these last few minutes, getting Claire to explicitly say that she enjoyed his lovemaking more than mine. And I held breath as I waited for Claire’s reply to Jason’s question. 
 Claire smiled softly. “Yes, lover - even ‘nicer’ than the man who’s given me two children!” 
 This was what Jason had been waiting to hear, and he playfully rolled Claire over from her position propped up on one elbow looking at him so that my wife was now lying underneath Jason on her back, with Jason supporting his weight above her, his handsome tattooed face just a few inches above Claire’s smiling face. 
 Grinning at Claire, he replied, “That’s the right answer, baby, and now you can have your prize,” as he started rubbing his newly erect manhood up and down Claire’s lovelips. 
 Claire let out a long, low “mmmmm” of satisfied desire as she felt the huge glans of Jason’s cock stimulate her clit and lovelips. Jason continued like this, running himself up and down the entrance to my wife’s body, teasing her, as she wriggled her hips and pushed upwards to try and capture her lover’s huge cock once again. 
 As Jason continued teasing her, Claire’s need was rapidly growing. “Please honey, please Jason, I need to feel you inside me again.” 
 Jason grinned, and lowered his muscular black ass just a little so that Claire received the first couple of inches of his huge dick. Claire tried to push her hips upwards to capture more of Jason, but he placed a large black hand gently but firmly on my wife’s flat tummy so that she could only enjoy the first couple of inches of his manhood. 
 Then with a big grin, he looked down at Claire, “Tell me again, Claire honey, who’s cock is it that you prefer, mine or Neil’s?” 
 Despite all that had gone before, I held my breath as I waited to hear what Claire would say. While the conversation before had been cloaked in playfulness, Claire knew this was a more serious conversation, I guess instinctively recognizing that Jason was trying to get her to cross some kind of emotional watershed, admitting that she preferred him over me. 
 Claire paused, aware of the significance of the moment, and again Jason surprised me by his sensitivity and emotional intelligence. He leant down to kiss Claire softly, and then with one smooth, deep stroke, stopped teasing Claire and gave her all ten-inches that she’d been seeking. Claire moaned in satisfied fulfillment, all the time her eyes locked on the dark brown eyes of Jason, her new lover. 
 As Jason’s expression softened into a tender and loving one, he spoke seriously but gently to Claire. “It’s important Claire, trust me, it’s important that you’re honest with yourself and with Neil. I know you love Neil, but you have to be honest with yourself and him, tell yourself the truth, Claire. Whose lovemaking is it that you want more after what we’ve shared tonight.” 
 Claire looked up at the handsome six-foot, five-inch black man supporting his weight above her submissive white body, and I think this was a moment of incredible significance when Claire took another big step down the path of giving herself to Jason. 
 Claire’s words were incredibly prophetic, and if I had even a tiny doubt about whether or not she knew I was watching, that doubt was smashed into a million pieces in the next moments. 
 Gazing up at the new man in her life, Claire finally answered his question, “It’s not easy to admit, Jason. Neil and I have been together since we were nineteen. He’s my husband and my everything, and he’d die if he heard me say it, but yes, you’re right, it’s your lovemaking that I want more.” 
 I felt my world was collapsing as I heard these soul-destroying words come from the mouth of the woman who was the other half of me, who completed me and shared my life - my all. 
 A couple of times already I’d thought things couldn’t get any worse and then reached a new low of pain and despair. I thought it couldn’t get any worse, but now that Claire had admitted it, it was like a dam had burst, as she shared openly with Jason and unburdened herself. 
 Looking up tenderly at her handsome six-foot, five-inch black lover, Claire continued, “I love Neil with all my heart, Jason, but I love the way you make me feel. I love the masculinity of your big, muscled body, all the tattoos. The way you go so deep in me, the way your thick cock stretches my pussy out. The smell of you and submission to your strong, big body.” 
 Claire had unburdened herself. That moment was special between Jason and Claire. 
 (Looking back now, I realize the significance of that moment in what was to happen in the coming weeks and months. I didn’t think it at the time, but in the coming days when I reflected on these events, the clinical, dispassionate part of me marvels at how, after just a few days of calls and internet flirting and one night of intimacy, Jason was able to make such an impression on my wife. But whenever I think this, I also think back to how Jason was so obviously ‘top of Claire’s list of five’, and how even then, even before they met, how she looked flushed and excited when they spoke or whenever she’d talk about him. But these thoughts weren’t part of that night, they were to become clearer to me in the coming days and weeks.) 
 As Jason listened to Claire’s confession of how she felt about him, he smiled softly. “Claire baby, I’m not going to lie to you. I’ve known quite a few ladies, but this is special to me, You’re special to me, I’m so glad that you and Neil decided to open up your marriage, and I want this to be just the first of many magical days and nights we spend together, Claire honey.” 
 I didn’t know if these were the words of an experienced and smooth lothario, blowing seductive smoke, and seducing my wife as he’d seduced a hundred women before. A big part of me hoped that this was Jason just blowing smoke. But my instincts and fears told me something different. I knew that Claire was a beautiful and wonderful woman, and even though she was ten years older than Jason, my guess was that such a gap didn’t matter at all to either of them. 
 With Jason’s words about how special Claire was to him, different to his other women, hanging between them in the air, the talking between Claire and Jason was over. And they showed their need and attraction to each other in a more physical way. 
 With Jason’s huge manhood resting deep and fully sheathed within my wife’s body, the two of them kissed, as Jason enjoyed stroking and teasing Claire’s big boobs. Their kissing was soft and tender at first, but the little soft, butterfly kisses soon gave way to passionate and urgent and needful open-mouthed kissing. 
 And then the inevitable up and down motion of Jason’s muscular ass rising and falling between Claire’s pale spread thighs started, causing my wife to lock her shapely legs tightly around the small of her lovers’ back to make sure no-one would steal away the man that she wanted to give her body to. And for the next hour or so, my bewildered pain and excitement continued as the lovers showed their need for each other and their mutual attraction, as they made love in a number of positions. 
 And the pictures and sounds that would forever be etched in my mind were a different set than those from the first time Claire and Jason made love. Different, but just as intense, haunting and exciting. 
 I honestly don’t know which was the worst or the best of the sights and sounds that came from their lovemaking. There are so many intense memories. The memory of the way the lovers kissed. The memory of the way that Jason stroked and cupped Claire’s full breasts which until tonight had been mine, but were now shared with a man whose loving-making I knew my wife preferred to mine. 
 I have so many memories from Claire and Jason’s second coupling. The way that Claire’s legs wrapped themselves around the muscular, tattooed back of her lover. The sight of Jason gently unhooking Claire’s ankles and raising her shapely legs fully all the way over his muscular shoulders, allowing them both to enjoy his even deeper access and penetration of Claire’s body. The sight of how Claire’s big boobs bounced and swung in time with her lover's deep thrusts as Jason bent my wife over the end of the bed and took her doggy style with the loud ‘slap-slap’ of his thighs on Claire’s shapely ass. 
 And the way they finished in the classic missionary position, allowing them to kiss and hold each other, as Jason’s dark muscular body lay between my wife’s pale, spread thighs as once again, he drove his seed deeper into Claire’s body than I’d ever be able to. 
 And then, the painful calm as they kissed and cuddled, looking lovingly deep into each others’ eyes. And then before I realized what was happening, Jason was walking towards the camera and with a practiced hand, he’d ended the call without Claire realizing what he’d done. 
 And then I was left all alone. Alone in the club, suddenly excluded again from this strange and painful and intoxicating threesome. And I wondered what to do. 
 With the sights and sounds from Jason’s condo gone, I was back to the shell-shocked state that I’d been in when Claire and Jason had first left the club hand in hand. 
 Looking at my watch, the analytical part of my brain pieced together the timeline that had changed my life forever. It was my sad way of trying to impose some control, discipline and understanding on an evening that had spun out of control and taken us far further and deeper into this new life than either Claire and I had intended this first night of exploring. 
 At least, further and deeper than I had intended! It was a distressing and disturbing thought, but maybe Claire’s attraction to Jason had been such that this is how she’d intended the evening to end all along! I knew this was a difficult and painful conversation that we needed to have, as I needed to know the answer to this question. 
 As I sat alone in that booth in the club, I looked at my watch again and continued working out the timeline, stunned at just how quickly events had spun out of control. We’d met Jason at the restaurant just after 7 p.m. We’d finished dinner just after 9 p.m. and arrived at the club just a few minutes later after Jason and Claire’s arm in arm walk to the club. 
 Jason and Claire had danced and made-out for around an hour at the club before Claire had gently told me that they were going back to Jason’s condo and that I wasn’t invited to come with them this first time. Looking at my phone’s call log, I saw that Jason’s facetime call had started at 10:42 p.m. and had lasted all of two hours, finishing abruptly after Claire and Jason’s second lovemaking session at 00:51. 
 Sat alone by myself in the booth in this club that I’d never visited before, the thought struck me that in the six short hours from 7 p.m. to 1 a.m. Claire and my marriage had been changed forever. We’d intended this night to only be a ‘getting to know you’ night, but Claire’s desire for Jason had been so strong and his ability to use this so skillful that in six short hours, he’d seduced my wife, got her to agree to go alone back to his condo, and then taken her and pleasured her in ways that she’d never experienced before. 
 I didn’t know where my marriage was headed, but I knew it had changed forever. 





 Chapter 3 
 When my shell-shocked state allowed me to, I finally upped and left the club and headed home to our lonely home. Our daughters were gone to college, and now their mother was gone too. Gone to the condo of a well-endowed black guy who we’d found on the internet. We’d only planned to meet for a meal and to get to know him a little. But by the end of the evening, Claire was gently telling me that she’d agreed to go back to his place and that this time I wasn’t invited. The house would be a lonely and cold place tonight. 
 When I got home, I didn’t know what to do. I knew I couldn’t sleep, I had too much going on in my mind. I knew that drinking was a bad answer, but I felt like I needed something good, some kind of a treat after the evening that I’d just been through. And so I poured myself a large glass of my favorite single malt, put on a warm coat and sat where I always sat when I needed to think, in my favorite chair on the rear decking. 
 I sipped my whiskey, looked out on our back yard in its sad winter state, and tried to make sense of all that had happened over the last few hours. 
 As I sat there trying to make sense of things, I felt so alone. More alone than I’d felt in many years. And for good reason as this was the first time in more than twenty-four years that I was without Claire. Sure, we’d been physically separated by work and other things during those twenty-four years. 
 But this was different. We were apart now, and I was alone, as she was in another man’s bed. A man I’d allowed her and maybe even encouraged her to meet. A man who was a caricature for masculinity and virility, and who had bedded Claire that night and given her more pleasure than she’d ever had from me in bed. 
 My tears started up again as these thoughts surged through my brain, like the destructive and panic inducing flood waters of a Tsunami. And as these thoughts and tears returned, my mind’s eye replayed the sights and sounds of when Claire had told Jason how much she loved his body, masculinity, and big cock, and told him that his lovemaking was better than mine. I cried like a baby, grateful that there was no one to hear or see me. 
 As I went into the house to refill my glass, I couldn’t help but stare longingly at the images of Claire in our family photos: Claire by herself, Claire with the girls, Claire with me. And now Claire was gone. Spending the night with the new man in her life, her muscular six-ft, five-inch African American lover, Jason. 
 I felt a wave of depression surge over me at this thought, and suddenly the idea of ringing Claire came to me. I walked back out and looked at my phone, desperately wanting to call Claire, but also aware that this would make me look desperate and needy to her. I was literally being torn in two by the decision and my indecisiveness. In the end, however great the extreme pain I was in, I knew I couldn’t allow myself to look so weak and pathetic in the eyes and mind of the woman I loved. She was in the bed of a man who was a picture of masculine strength, if I wanted to win her back and keep her, there was no way I could let myself look so weak and feeble. 
 I fought back the tears and comforted myself with the knowledge that Claire and I would talk this thing through when she returned in the morning, and then when I’d gotten my feelings under a bit more control, Claire and I would discuss everything and put it right. I knew this was the way to go, not to demean myself in the eyes of the woman I loved. 
 It was only with half a bottle of whisky inside me that I finally managed to find sleep, just as the first light was starting to appear around 5:30 a.m.. Despite the whiskey, I’d had the sense to move out of the armchair and lay down on the sofa, and so I managed to get a few hours of sleep before the bright winter sunlight and my throbbing head woke me up at around 9:30 a.m. 
 My priority was water and headache tablets, followed by strong coffee and some food to settle my stomach. When I’d managed all of this, my mind turned back to my missing wife. As I stared at the clock in our lounge, I thought that now was a respectable hour at which to call Claire, and I wouldn’t seem weak like I’d have done if I’d have called the night before. This conviction grew in me that now was an okay time to call Claire and still seem strong and in control in her eyes. 
 I found myself practicing what I’d say on the phone, how weird having been married to Claire for twenty-four years! When I was finally ready, I placed my facetime call, desperately wanting to see the face of the woman I loved. Claire’s phone rang several times, and then someone accepted the call. 
 I got to, “Hi Clai…,” before I realized that there was no-one at the other end for me to talk to. Instead, what I saw in the screen was a close-up of a pair of muscular black thighs pumping back and forth behind a shapely white behind and back. This image filled the screen for several long moments, before the holder turned the screen to his face and I saw Jason’s smiling face as he said nothing but just held his thumb up to tell me how much he was enjoying doing my wife. 
 As the grinning African American winked at me and turned the camera back towards Claire, I was pretty sure that she was unaware of the call. She was leaning forward over the end of Jason’s bed, supporting her weight with her arms and moaning loudly, as her big breasts swung in time with Jason’s deep thrusts and she told him over and over again how good it was and how deep he was. I thought to myself that Jason was a total bastard for letting me suffer in this way. But the bastard took things to a new level as he placed the camera down and started squeezing and playing with Claire’s big boobs as he trash talked in a way designed to belittle me. 
 “Come on Claire, is that good baby?” 
 “Oooh yes, yes, Jason honey, it’s wonderful, You’re so deep in me, it feels wonderful …” 
 “So are you and Neil going to come back and get some more of this black lovin’ baby?” 
 “Oh yes, yes baby, Yes …” 
 “What if Neil doesn’t want to let you come back for more of my big black dick?” 
 “Don’t worry lover, Neil loves me, He wants what I want baby.” 
 “OKAY Claire baby, Tell me again, Tell me who’s pussy this is now, tell me owns your pussy now, Claire baby!” 
 “You do baby, You own it lover.” 
 “Damn right I do Claire, Damn right I do, And tell me why I own it, baby!” 
 “Because you fuck me so good, Jason honey, because you fuck me so good.” 
 “Best ever, baby?” 
 “Yes lover, best ever!” 
 “Better than your sweet husband, Claire?” 
 “Yes, Jason baby, better than Neil, better than my hubby.” 
 “And that’s why I own your married white pussy, baby?” 
 “Yes lover, Yes, baby.” 
 And with that, Jason turned the camera back to himself, and with a repeat of the thumbs-up and wink he closed the call. 
 So much for my much-rehearsed call to Claire. 
 The call had meant to comfort me and re-connect me with my wife. Instead, it had just poured petrol on what was already a raging inferno. My tears started again as Claire’s words, telling Jason he owned her pussy as he fucked her so good ricocheted around my brain in a way that was beyond pain. Bastard. Jason was a fucking bastard for tormenting me in this way. 
 I finally had the call I wanted with Claire about thirty minutes later that Friday morning, when I saw my phone screen light up with the text ‘Claire’. I was like a child at Christmas as with a shaking finger I pressed the green ‘Accept’ button. I’d wanted to seem calm and cool on the previous call, but I couldn’t hide my excitement as I heard Claire’s voice and looked at the beautiful and excited face of the woman who had shared my life these last twenty-four years. 
 Hearing Claire’s voice and seeing her was a soothing balm to my spirit. She asked me if I was okay. I said yes, but after twenty-four years, Claire knows very well when I’m lying and my voice carried no conviction, with my face told a different story to my words. Hearing my lie about being okay, I immediately saw the look of worry and concern on Claire’s face as she said that she was coming home immediately. 
 There was a silence between us, and then the strangest thing happened. Despite all that happened over the last fifteen hours, and despite all of the hurt and tears, I was back to being that little boy at Christmas again. About to have his toy snatched away. 
 As Claire and I looked at each other through the small images of our IPhones, nothing was said as I was aware of the weirdest thought forming in my brain. 
 And finally, I was able to speak, and I blurted out what I wanted, “Claire baby, some of the last few hours has been hard for me, but I don’t want you to rush home just because of me. I want you to stay there a while longer with Jason. After all, we’ve got all of today’s holiday and the weekend, and I know how much you’ve been looking forward to Jason. So honey, stay a while longer and I’ll see you a bit later.” 
 Part of me wanted Claire to ignore me and tell me that she was coming straight home. But another part of me wanted her to do exactly what I’d said, and stay a while longer with her new African-American lover. Claire looked at me thoughtfully for what seemed an eternity. 
 “You are a strange man, Neil Green, but I love you, and if you’re telling me that despite your feelings you want me to hang out some more at Jason’s place, then I guess, who am I to disobey my loving husband?” Claire delivered these last words with a teasing smile and intonation. 
 Having pushed all my hurt and tears temporarily to the back of my mind, the addict in me was in full flow and control now. And so I asked the question I was dying to ask, “Tell me Claire honey, how was it last night with Jason? Tell me honestly, how good was it with his big black dick? Was it better than you imagined?” 
 Claire grinned, unable to hide her schoolgirl excitement, “It was wonderful, baby. Jason took me like I’ve never been taken before. His penis is so long and so thick, it took some time for my poor pussy to stretch wide enough to take him. And wow, he went so deep, honey, he reached places in my tummy I never knew existed. He made me cum over and over again. It was a million times better than I ever imagined!” 
 With Claire having unburdened herself, she suddenly looked concerned, worried that her enthusiastic words about how great the sex with Jason had been had wounded and hurt me. “Neil honey, are you okay? Sorry if it was difficult to hear that baby .. but you wanted me to be honest with you.” 
 I looked at Claire’s worried face, trying to find the right words. “It’s okay honey. It is hard to hear, but it’s also hot, they’re two sides of the same coin, sweetheart. I always want you to be honest with me, Claire honey, even when it’s hard and you think it might hurt me.” 
 Claire still looked a bit worried and concerned, “Okay, honey, I promise I’ll always be honest with you.” 
 I saw Claire momentarily look away from the screen, and then I saw Jason’s huge and muscular frame appear in the screen, sitting next to Claire. He looked a different person to the one I’d seen when he’d taunted me about owning Claire’s pussy. 
 “Hey, Neil man, How ya doin’? Sorry about earlier! I get a bit carried away sometimes, you know, when I’m ‘in the saddle’, especially with someone as beautiful as Claire. Sorry man, I’ll make it up to you.” 
 I accepted Jason’s apology as he continued. “And thanks for letting Claire stay a little longer. You can ignore all of the trash-talking from last night man. Claire only loves one guy, and that’s you, man. Promise you, chicks say all kinds of weird shit when they’ve got ten-inches of black dick deep inside their tummies, they don’t mean anything by it ….” 
 Jason’s monologue was obviously designed to reassure me, which it did, a little. And then he pulled the camera back and I saw that Claire was sitting naked from the waist up in his unmade bed, her lower half covered by the sheets. 
 It was Claire who spoke next, with a tender and loving look on her face, “Neil honey, I’m sorry that I didn’t feel able to let you come back here with me last night, and Jason’s told me that you saw a lot of what happened anyway, and he’s right when he says it’s only you that I love and that all the things I said don’t mean anything, it was just the heat of passion.” 
 Even as Claire was talking to me, I saw Jason’s large dark hand snake up to Claire’s right breast and gently roll the nipple, causing Claire to moan even as she was talking to me. Claire paused, turned to look at Jason and with a nod of the head turned back to look at me, “Neil honey, I want to do it properly now, I want you to watch while Jason does me, while I give myself to him.” 
 Claire had a loving, tender look on her face as she said these words, with Jason gently playing with her big boobs. This whole scene was so insane, and yet so hot. Without giving it any thought I blurted out, “Hang on Claire baby, I want to come over there, I want to be in the room with you while you take Jason.” 
 Claire giggled, “Wow, Mr. Green, that’s kinky, you better get a move on as I’m feeling so horny I’m not sure I can wait that long, I’ll try my best baby.” 
 I drove like a lunatic to cover the sixteen miles from our home in Lake Success to Jason’s condo in Brooklyn. They’d left the door unlocked, in case they couldn’t control their desire for each other. And when I nervously reached the slightly ajar door, I realized from the sounds coming from inside that I had the right place and that they’d been correct in their prediction. They hadn’t been able to control their desire for each other and they’d started without me. 
 As I peered into the bedroom where the lovers were. The door was positioned in such a way that neither Claire nor Jason could easily see me and realize that I’d arrived. And after barely a moments consideration, I decided that I wanted to stay quiet and watch them to see how they were together when they thought I wasn’t there. 
 I saw that Claire was lying back on the bed, her long white legs spread as wide as she could push them and the muscular dark body of Jason was slowly pumping up and down between my wife’s splayed legs, his black ass moving up and down rhythmically as he pumped his huge cock in and out of Claire’s body. Hearing Claire’s moans of pleasure and contentment caused me to feel jealous and humiliated, and at the same time incredibly aroused. 
 “Yes. Yes. You feel so good in me Jason, you feel so deep in me baby,” came Claire’s soundtrack of commentary as I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the scene on Jason’s bed where he was once again having his way with my very willing wife. 
 “Do you like my big black cock, Claire baby? Tell me how much you like the feel of me inside you, baby,” came Jason’s reply. 
 There was no hesitation in Claire’s reply. “Yes baby, yes, you feel wonderful and so deep in me.” 
 Happy with my wife’s praise, Jason leant forward and kissed Claire passionately, with Claire meeting him halfway as she returned his kiss with equal passion. Jason and Claire kissed like this for long minutes as his black ass continued its steady up and down motion between Claire’s splayed legs. Then Jason whispered something in Claire’s ear and I saw a broad grin appear on my wife’s face, and then Jason lifted himself up and I got my first view ‘in the flesh’ of his huge black cock. 
 I’d seen it in the photos that he and Claire had exchanged, and I’d seen it last night on my IPhone screen when he’d had sex with Claire for the first time. But seeing it up close was something else. It really was a monster, straight out of a porn movie set. It looked twice as long and twice as thick as my humble little white dick! No wonder Claire had been enjoying Jason so much and had kept telling him how deep he felt in her body. 
 Jason then helped Claire to turn over and take a new position, standing at the end of his bed and leaning forward with her hands supporting her waist as she leant forward, her big breasts hanging invitingly there as Jason took up position between Claire’s legs and pushed his big black cock back deep into my sweet wife’s body. 
 Jason’s deep re-entry into Claire’s body brought an immediate moan of contentment from my beautiful wife. “Oh Jason, that feels so good, I can’t believe how deep you feel and how good the width of your cock feels.” 
 Hearing these words from Claire, who didn’t know that I’d arrived yet and was watching and listening, was like a dagger through my heart. Hearing her tell this thirty-three-year-old black guy how great his cock felt inside her made me feel insecure about my own manhood and ability to satisfy Claire after this. 
 Jason resumed his steady in and out motion, but in this position, I was able to see every stroke of his long and thick black cock, which was now glistening with my wife’s juices. In this position, Claire’s beautiful tits would swing forward with every thrust of Jason’s, and even in my confused state, I had to admit that this was a beautiful and very erotic sight. 
 Every so often Jason would grasp Claire’s hips firmly and give her a dozen or so extra deep and extra hard thrusts of his big black cock, causing Claire to moan and whimper, as she obviously enjoyed this. 
 Claire’s breathing was becoming shorter and more ragged, and I knew that she was approaching orgasm, and as Jason realized this he started to speed up himself, before thinking better of it and once again withdrawing that big cock of his from inside my wife and taking up position between Claire’s legs again as she eagerly spread for him. 
 Jason stroked the large glans of his cock up and down Claire’s labia, causing her to moan and push her hips upwards to try and get Jason’s big black cock back in her. Jason smiled down at Claire and pushed all ten-inches of his thick cock deep into my wife, causing her to moan with fulfilment. 
 As Jason built up the speed of his strokes again, I could tell that Claire was again coming close to coming. With her excitement building towards her orgasm, Claire wrapped her long white legs tightly around the small of Jason’s back as his muscular black ass continued to rise and fall. Once again Claire and Jason kissed deeply and passionately as they approached their shared orgasm; Jason crying out with a loud cry as Claire squealed as they kissed deeply and Claire’s intense orgasm washed over her. 
 Jason gave one final, deep thrust, pushing as deeply into Claire’s body as he could, and then held himself there, as I could see his black ass twitching as he unloaded millions of his potent sperm cells into the depths of Claire’s body. As the lovers held each other, I felt that same bittersweet confusion that had become a familiar friend these last hours, 
 Several minutes went by before Jason started to remove himself from Claire, and as her body came into view I could see that my wife’s normally delicate vulva was gaping and a white froth surrounded her pussy and coated her upper thighs. 
 With the height and passion receded, I suddenly felt like an awkward interloper, and I quietly retired back to the lounge. 
 I tried to gather my thoughts and calm myself, and then after a few minutes Claire appeared at the doorway wrapped in a sheet with Jason, still nude, right behind, his huge and now limp black cock hanging like a licorice hose between his legs, half-way to his knees. It was obvious that Claire too was naked beneath her hasty cover, and she looked at me with a wicked grin. Claire came over to me, still covering her modesty with the sheet and kissed me, 
 “Hi honey, I love you so much, I’m so glad you let me do this, I hope you enjoyed the show, honey.” 
 I remember looking at the clock as Claire, still with the sheet in place, put her arms around my shoulders and cuddled up to me as she sat on my lap. It was just after twelve noon on Veteran’s Day, Friday, November 11th, 2016. 
 Claire didn’t see the inside of our family home again for another 56 hours, as the rest of that holiday weekend descended into a sex marathon. It was 8 p.m. on Sunday evening when Claire finally arrived home. I was there with her and Jason for much of the next two and a half days. (The only times I wasn’t there was when I had to make a trip home for clothes and toiletries for Claire and me.) 
 The long weekend was a mash-up of all kinds of things. Some of the time I’d watch as Jason bedded Claire, making her squeal and moan as he took her to the heights of climax time and time again with his huge cock. Some of the time I’d watch as Claire would lovingly worship Jason’s big black dick, willingly drinking down his seed in a way she rarely did for me. Some of the time we just hung out together as a threesome doing normal stuff like watching TV. Sometimes with Claire snuggled up with me, but more often with her snuggled up next to the exciting new man in her life. 
 Claire and I had little chance to talk as a couple, as we were seldom alone just the two of us, especially as at nighttime, Claire slept with Jason. The talking that did occur included Jason sharing with us about ‘the lifestyle’ as he called it. And during these conversations, which seemed natural and unabashed, he said that if we decided as a couple that we were okay with it, he’d like to make it a regular thing with Claire, and that he wanted to help her explore her sexuality fully. 
 Honestly, it didn’t seem rude or presumptuous the way that Jason talked about it. He talked about other couples he’d known who’d really gotten into the lifestyle, where both the husband and wife had really enjoyed it. With the wives exploring all kinds of kinky stuff that was on offer to a couple when they pushed the normal conventions of society and marriage to one side. He described other couples he knew who had explored all that was possible and enjoyable, only limited by their own limits of what they liked and didn’t like! 
 I could see the excitement in Claire’s beautiful face as Jason described this kind of lifestyle. And I knew that we had to talk before Claire and I made any kind of decisions or commitments. But I think I knew in my heart that Claire had her heart set on this new type of lifestyle that Jason was describing. 
 And I knew that we had some huge life choices to discuss as a couple and decide on when we got home. 





 Chapter 4 

Claire’s view

 Hi, this is Claire. So far, it’s been my loving husband Neil who’s described what’s happened to us since our younger daughter Caitlyn left for college. I’m happy for my beloved to carry on doing all the heavy lifting (After all, that’s what husbands are for!). But I’d like to add my two cents' worth before Neil continues. 
 I guess I’d like to really expand on and give everyone a better understanding of my feelings and thoughts. Neil’s done a great job giving a good summary of where I was coming from and how it was for me. But as in many ways it had been my desires and wishes that had led us into this new episode in our lives, and so I’d like to share a little more about my side of the story. 
 But the truth is he can’t climb inside my head to fully explain how I’d felt through those days in October and November 2016. When things had built up and up until I threw away twenty-four years of monogamy to sleep with a man other than my beloved Neil. 
 To share a little background. Forty-three years old, a married elementary school teacher and mother of two grown-up daughters.  I guess I’d had a pretty ‘vanilla’ sex life up until now.  I’d had a couple of serious boyfriends before I met and started dating Neil.  My experiences with them had been the typical high school and college fooling around and exploring.  It was only during my twenty-four years together with Neil that I really learned about and started enjoying sex. 
 Right from the get-go, Neil was a considerate and thoughtful lover. Neil had never been drowning in female company but being six years older than me he was a little more experienced.  We were young and in love, and we enjoyed exploring and learning about sex together.  Even when our wonderful daughters Amy and Caitlyn arrived early in our marriage, somehow Neil and I managed to find the time and energy to maintain a satisfying love-life. 
 Girls always talk. And the topic of our love-lives and significant others was a common theme when we’d have a girls’ night out to escape from the worlds of motherhood, work, and husbands! Comparing my love-life with those of my girlfriends, it seemed pretty average.  That might sound a bit disparaging, but it’s not meant that way.  It’s just that with a young family and a busy, demanding teaching job that I loved, sex wasn’t the central preoccupation of my life. With everything else going on in my life, my love-life was just a nice side dish in an otherwise busy and very happy and fulfilled life. 
 Our girls, my job and my love for Neil were the ‘holy trinity’ of my life.  Putting them in that order, with Neil third, might seem a bit unfair to Neil – but that’s not how it’s meant.  The truth is that from the day we started dating, right up until today, Neil has grown to be the loving and caring backbone of my life, around which everything else fits. 
 That’s one of the many reasons I love him so much.  He’s not showy or self-absorbed or in any way selfish.  His first instinct is always to think about what our girls or what I might want, or what’s best for us.  He pretty much always puts himself last.  This isn’t to say that he’s a pushover or a wimp.  Rather it’s meant to describe this wonderful, funny, loving man who I grew to love and share my life with. 
 Neil has described us as best friends and soulmates, and I couldn’t agree with him more.  Ours is a deep and wonderful love that has allowed me to raise two wonderful daughters and to enjoy a deep and caring relationship with a great guy who loves me with all his heart.  What more could a girl ask for? 
 If I’m honest, Neil’s also right when he described that over the years I’ve come into contact with plenty of guys who were more handsome or taller or more masculine than Neil.  And, without being immodest, plenty of these guys made it clear over the years that they fancied me, which a married girl with kids in her twenties or thirties or forties likes to hear sometimes! But even if Neil isn’t the next George Clooney and is a bit lower than my level in physical looks, I love him with all my heart and wouldn’t change him for any of these various hunks who’ve shown an interest at parties or school or other events. 
 Empty nesters spice things up 
 As the girls grew up and headed to college, Neil and I decided to try and spice things up a little in the bedroom.  I gave my loving hubby carte-blanche to buy some sexy new lingerie and outfits for me that appealed to him.  And when we knew we had the house to ourselves for a few hours, we’d often sneak off to bed and have a wonderful evening of lovemaking.  With the time and energy that we’d not had when the girls were younger, we’d luxuriate and enjoy each other's bodies. 
 Neil had always been particularly good at oral sex, and at his request I kept myself shaved except a little ‘landing-strip’ above my pussy.  I was happy to do this as it had the dual benefit of making me feel sexy and encouraging my hubby’s eager tongue and lips to work their magic.  He’d often bring me off a couple of times as he’d kiss and stimulate my pussy with his mouth and tongue.  And then when he knew I’d cum, I’d feel the man I loved take up position between my legs and push himself into my body. 
 Missionary was our favorite position, allowing us to kiss and look tenderly into each others’ eyes for that special emotional connection.  But then we’d often switch to doggy or cowgirl. Neil loved to see my big 36C boobs swinging in time with his thrusts when we were in doggy or bouncing up and down as I rode my husband to find just the right spot. 
 Having already introduced sexy lingerie and outfits, I think it was Neil who first suggested we explore the internet to see if there were things there we could enjoy as a couple.  With two teenage daughters and the type of mandatory training teachers receive on the internet, I thought I wouldn’t find much new that I didn’t already know.  But wow!  It might have been Neil’s suggestion, but my hubby soon had a willing and enthusiastic student. 
 Neil’s reaction was a mix of amusement and a little, surprised shock as he saw the eagerness with which his formerly disinterested wife attacked all of the things that the web had to offer.  As Neil described in the first chapter, my favorites soon became the movies and stories about guys with big cocks and those which involved black guys. 
 One of the great things about our relationship is the way that we’ve always been able to be open about all kinds of things.  And so as we explored these various sites on the web, Neil and I were able to openly talk about why it was I seemed most interested in these big-cock and interracial themes. From various discussions with girlfriends about our men, I’ve always known that Neil’s cock is slightly smaller than average and that some guys do indeed have much bigger cocks than others.  
 Until I started seeing on the web just how big the cocks that some guys were blessed with, Neil’s slightly small size was a total non-issue. In fact, until then, the whole subject of penis size was more a source of humor rather than arousal for me and my girlfriends.  Sitting around with a bottle of wine or at a favorite bar, we’d sometimes have a good laugh.  It was funny to us how insecure and obsessed our other halves could be when it comes to the size of their precious wedding tackle.  But, as most girls will tell you, a ‘good big one’ will always beat a ‘good little one’.  And as a group, we’d agree that provided he’s a considerate lover and knows how to use it, we all enjoyed the pleasure that comes from a bigger than average cock. 
 But as we started looking at the web on a pretty regular basis, I was taken at the size of some of the cocks. Always being open as a couple, I couldn’t hide from my loving husband how fascinated I was with the scenes starring these big-cocked guys, especially when the guy in the scene was both well-endowed and black.  Seeing these pictures and reading these stories always got both Neil and me worked up.  And when we made love afterward, my ever-imaginative hubby would whisper in my ear to imagine that it was some huge black guy with a monster cock making love to me.  You can imagine the reaction as Neil whispered stuff like this to me until we’d both cum with a wonderful intensity. 
 But at this stage, this was all fantasy play in the bedroom. It wasn’t the same as saying that I wanted to do this for real.  Neil and I were both sensible and realistic enough to know that there’s a huge difference between fantasy and reality, and that many a strong and loving marriage has been ruined by confusing fantasy and reality or by the introduction of a third person to spice things up, when in many ways it is naturally designed as a two-person gig. 
 It was initially I, rather than Neil, who was more inquisitive about this ‘well-endowed guy’ thing, but my interest seemed to spark something in my loving hubby and we both soon realized that he was becoming just as intrigued as I was. So when Neil got to the point of admitting that the idea of me on my back taking a pounding from some massively endowed black guy was a real turn-on for him, part of me was excited, while the other part of me felt confused.  Like most women, I’d been brought up from a young age to believe that her husband or boyfriend should fight to protect and keep her safe.  Not stand there all excited, watching and jerking off while another guy did her! 
 Honestly, to me, it seemed natural that a girl should fantasize and wonder about a buff, well-endowed guy.  That’s just nature, isn’t it?  The woman wanting the strongest and biggest mate in the jungle, able to sire strong offspring and then protect them. 
 But for a boy or husband to fantasize about giving his woman to another man, a man bigger and more virile--what’s the rationale for that?  How does this propagate his genes? 
 But as we talked about it, I got to better understand why Neil found the idea of me going with a better-endowed guy so exciting.  It was his way of giving me what he couldn’t.  In his mind, he’d be that other, better-endowed guy.  As we discussed it, and Neil even shared things from the internet backing up his theory, I got it and became more understanding of his emerging wife-watching fetish. 
 (I sometimes still felt a bit two-faced, thinking my big cock fantasy only natural whilst wondering at whether Neil’s similar fantasy was a healthy and good thing or not.) 
 Anyway, time to prattle a bit less and cut to the chase on giving you my side of some of the things have happened over the last few days and weeks. 
 But I’m sure all you wives and girlfriends out there will easily understand, despite all of the internet porn and common room conversations, actually thinking about placing an ad and doing this thing for real was a huge deal for Neil and me.  Married more than twenty years, with a wonderful family and great husband, of course, I was inquisitive, but this step was a huge one which might ruin everything and break the hearts of four people who loved each other dearly. 
 With all these worries and risk, I’m sure I’d not have had the courage to try this thing without the support of my loving husband, knowing that he was now equally turned on by the idea of me going with another guy, a guy who we both wanted to be bigger than Neil where it mattered. 
 Neil and I had some discussion about whether or not to advertise for either a white or black guy, but in the end, we decided to advertise for a black guy.  We knew this cut down the pool of guys who might respond, but we reasoned that the whole ‘black guy’ thing was a huge turn-on for both of us, so if we were going to do this thing after twenty-four years of monogamy it didn’t feel right to ‘settle’ or compromise.  Hell, if we were going to do it, let’s do it right! 
 Neil’s already described how he teased me about how although I went through the motions of making a ‘Top Five’ list it was pretty obvious from the get-go that I had a real thing for one of the guys, Jason.  Even from his first email and photos, there was something about him that really got to me.  I suddenly felt like a lovelorn high school girl as I looked at his handsome face, his ripped six-foot-five-inch frame and took in his size and physical appearance.  His bad-boy persona with all of those tattoos only made me want him more; he was so different from every man I’d known before in my very normal, safe and conservative world. 
 And when Jason and I started exchanging texts and then calling each other, this feeling of attraction and desire only got stronger and stronger.  That first night when I was getting dressed to see my prospective new lover, even though I knew this was meant to be only a first meeting to get to know each other a little, I pretty much knew that unless Neil changed his mind, I would be going to bed with this handsome thirty-three-year old black guy who was ten years my junior.  From all the texts and talking, I knew that Jason was equally hungry for me, telling me he found me incredibly beautiful and sexy.  I tell you, hearing this from such a stud as Jason who could have his pick from women much younger and prettier than me, made me feel wonderful and even more excited. 
 I could have just about turned back if Neil had changed his mind, as he nearly did when we discussed his last-minute mixed feelings, but it would have been a close run thing, and thankfully Neil stuck to our plan to meet up with Jason on that fateful November evening in 2016. 
 As we shut the door to our family home behind us, I distinctly remember thinking to myself ‘are we really doing this’.  The idea that, after twenty-four years being exclusive with Neil, I was about to head down a path to share my body with another man was incredibly profound.  And not just any man.  I didn’t like to admit it, but we were planning to share me with a man who I had the physical hots for in a way I’d never experienced with my own sweet husband. 
 Looking back, I am a bit embarrassed about how I acted that first night when we met Jason.  Even before went seriously off-plan, I was totally besotted with him and pretty much ignoring my husband Neil, who was also meant to be part of this evening.  And when Neil agreed for Jason to take me by the arm and we strolled together over to the club, like we were a couple on a date, I was all but lost.  In the club, I offered no resistance at all and was a willing participant as Jason and I went a lot further than Neil and I had planned. 
 I was going to say that Jason seduced me, but as Neil said earlier, that would give the wrong impression, because I was a very willing participant.  Every time I think back to how I treated Neil on that first evening, I color up with embarrassment at how badly I behaved.  The truth is that I was totally infatuated with my hunky African American date.  And despite my conservative, elementary school teacher lifestyle, if Jason had wanted to take me right there and then on the dance floor, I’d probably have let him!  My behavior was totally out of character for me, I was so hot for this six-feet-five-inch black Adonis. 
 I feel terrible when I think back to how I behaved before we left that club.  The way that I made my poor husband suffer when as I threw away all our plans for a fairly modest evening just talking to Jason. And instead, I headed off with Jason to his condo, making it clear to Neil that I planned to spend the night with Jason.  I feel awful about this and am just amazingly glad that somehow things managed to work out as I called Neil and he spent the rest of the weekend with me and my new man in Jason’s condo. 
 I won’t give you a blow-by-blow account of that weekend between me and Jason.  Neil has already done that.  Suffice it to say, the sex with Jason was amazing.  And this whole experience, both the physical and the emotional side of it, had a profound and confusing effect on me. 
 And so, as Neil and I settled down that Monday evening to talk about what the future held, I was in a strange and confused mental place.  All of the certainties of the last twenty-plus years of my life seemed to have been blown away in a whirlwind of desire for Jason and then the amazing sex he and I had shared.  If I’d been besotted with Jason at the start of that Thursday evening, you can imagine how I felt by the end of the weekend.  Yes, I had spent some of the weekend cuddling and reconnecting with my poor Neil.  But the bulk of the weekend had been spent with me and my new man exploring each other's bodies, as Jason took me to heaven and back more times than I can count with that beautiful huge black cock of his. 
 And on that Monday evening as Neil and I talked, the fact that it was more than just a sexual thing with Jason really heightened my confusion. Jason and I had really connected ever since he’d first replied to our ad.  And it was a connection that had grown and grown, to a point where it was causing me confusion and anguish as Neil and I sat down to talk things through. 
 On the phone in the days leading up to that first date, Jason and I had connected as two people, as a man and a woman who enjoyed talking and flirting, and who found each other very attractive.  And when we’d met up at the restaurant and then at the club, that connection just became stronger the more we talked.  
 But I think it was on the Thursday night while we rested between lovemaking and then as we talked before I fell asleep in his bed, that the connection really took root.  Neil has described the pain he felt as he listened to me telling Jason that I preferred my new man’s lovemaking over his own, and how it cut him to the core to hear me blurt out to Jason how much I loved his big body, muscles, and masculinity.  Well, I don’t know what my poor husband would have felt if Jason had left the Facetime on for the rest of that Thursday night, as Jason and I talked and shared through most of the night, only stopping when Jason’s libido had recovered enough to allow us to make love again. 
 For men, sex is maybe three-quarters physical and one-quarter emotional.  But for us gals it’s maybe the other way round, and so having given myself so totally to Jason and enjoyed wonderful sex with him, I couldn’t help but open myself up emotionally as we lay in bed together that Thursday night.  Especially as Jason opened up about himself and how he felt about me.  He told me a little of his life story, about growing up in the Bronx where a pretty unstable home life with drug use in the family and an absent father didn’t aid his progress at school.  But given his size, he was soon running with a gang and being good with cars had finally worked really hard to make something of himself and was now the proud owner of a small chain of custom car shops. 
 As a woman and a mother, how could my heart fail to go out to him as he told me about how his tough upbringing and years of hard work to escape from the gang life to make something of himself, which had pleased his rather fearsome but loving mom who seemed to have been the key figure in raising Jason and trying to keep him out of trouble.  And when Jason shared with me about the loss of one of his kids which had started the rocky road to him and his wife splitting and divorcing, my feelings of tenderness and empathy towards Jason increased more than I can describe. 
 And our closeness and connection carried on growing through that Thursday night as we alternated between amazing lovemaking and just talking and sharing, as we opened up to one another.  I learned that Jason still had one little boy of six who lived with his mother in Queens, and that things were better between him and his ex-wife now that they’d split and as time had allowed the pain of their child’s death to become more bearable. 
 And naturally enough, Jason asked me about how Neil and I had got to this position where we were opening up our marriage.  He’d asked a good question, and so I explained how Neil and I now had time on our hands with the girls both gone.  And how we’d realized that although we were happy and loved each other deeply, we’d never really explored much in our sex lives.  And this had led us to the web and various movie and story sites which had sparked my interest in big cocks and interracial sex, with Neil then getting bitten by the bug and wondering what it would be like to share me with a well-hung black guy. 
 After one particularly amazing bout of lovemaking, we were laying entwined in each other’s arms with my head submissively laying on my new man’s chest. Jason asked me if I’d meant what I’d said earlier about his lovemaking being better for me than Neil’s.  And if this was true, what did it mean for us seeing each other again? 
 I raised my head and looked up my handsome black lover, as he continued to slowly stroke my hair which had been covering his chest.  The first thought that raced to the front of my mind was just how honestly should I answer Jason’s question.  Earlier, I’d been in the throes of passion when I’d made my bold declaration.  About just how amazing Jason’s cock was and how I preferred his lovemaking to my husband’s.  But now it was different.  I was no longer in the throes of passion, and whatever answer I gave now would be of far greater significance. Whatever I told Jason now had the potential to make me feel far more guilty in my betrayal of Neil, delivered as it would be in the post-lovemaking calm. 
 This thought was pulling me to be diplomatic and not wholly truthful with Jason.  I looked up at Jason’s face and thought how he’d shared so openly with me about the most painful episodes in his life.  And I knew that, even if I felt like I was betraying Neil, I wanted to be honest with Jason.  
 Moving my head closer to Jason’s handsome tattooed face, I kissed his lips softly and smiled softly at him.  “Yes, Jason.  Yes, your lovemaking is better than Neil’s.  Don’t get me wrong, Jason.  I love Neil, he’s my best friend and soulmate.  But if we’re just talking about sex, then yes, your lovemaking is better than this.  I enjoy it more.” 
 Hearing my words, Jason tried his best not to look like the cat that got the cream. He then repeated the second part of his question.  “What does that mean for us seeing each other again after tonight, Claire?  I really loved getting to know you these last few days and tonight’s been amazing.  And I want us to carry on seeing each other, but I don’t know if you and Neil will be comfortable with that if our lovemaking might be a threat to you and him.” 
 I looked deep into Jason’s eyes.  At the start of the evening, before I’d gotten to know the deeper side of him, I’d have been surprised at Jason’s question.  For a guy whose bad-boy tats gave him the look of an aggressive thug, his question was remarkably deep and considerate.  Asking about how what we had just shared might affect or harm the relationship between Neil and me. 
 But I’d seen the sensitive and thoughtful side of Jason as he’d shared with me about his childhood, lost infant and painful divorce. And so, his question didn’t surprise me so.  And I smiled affectionately at him and kissed him softly. 
 “I don’t know, Jason baby.  I just don’t know.  It’s something that Neil and I are going to have to talk about.  Talk about honestly, warts and all.” 
 Jason looked at me with a look of sadness and regret on his face.  I instinctively wanted to make him feel better, and I also wanted him to know the truth. Even before Neil and I had talked about things. 
 “But Jason, if Neil’s okay with it, I’d love for us to see each other again.” 
 I paused to let my words sink in and was rewarded as Jason’s sadness retreated and the start of a smile appeared. 
 “And honey, if Neil’s okay with it, I’d love for us to see each other on a regular basis.” 
 And something in me kicked in, and without planning it, I found myself opening up to Jason about how I felt we’d connected and how the night had affected me emotionally.  I didn’t plan it.  And later I worried that it felt like I was betraying Neil by being so open with Jason before I’d even spoken to my husband about it.  It just came blurting out. 
 “Jason, I’ve loved every minute we’ve spent together tonight.  The way you made me laugh as we talked at the restaurant.  The way that you looked at me there and in the club, that makes me feel so sexy. The wonderful feeling of our naked bodies next to each other, and the way that you touch and stroke me.  I love the way that your head feels between my thighs and the way that your fingers tease and open me up.  And I love the way that I feel when your cock starts to stretch me, and then I feel you going deeper and deeper until my whole body just feels full of you.  And I love feeling you hold me tight, pull me to you as you pump your seed deep into me.” 
 I felt spent and vulnerable having shared these most intimate thoughts and feelings with Jason.  Trying to ignore that nagging feeling of guilt at having shared with Jason before Neil. 
 Jason looked at me with a serious and yet loving expression, and I knew he was going to share with me his feelings.  I braced myself.  Part of me, hopeful that he felt a similar connection.  Part of me, fearful at the complications this might cause. 
 “Claire honey, I feel the same.  I’m not going to lie to you.  I’ve dated and had sex with plenty of women since I got back on my feet after my wife left me.  But ever since we started texting and chatting, this has felt different.  It’s like we’ve got a special connection.  And I have to be honest with you, Claire.  I’ve not felt that way about anyone else after my wife.” 
 Jason paused and looked intently at me to judge my reaction.  I remained silent because it felt like he wasn’t done yet and I wanted to hear everything before saying anything. 
 Jason continued, “Claire, sex is fine and great with all kinds of women.  But with you tonight, it’s been more than that.  More than just physical.  I’ve felt that we really connected emotionally.  As two people who really like each other, and who really want each other.  Tell me I’m not wrong, Claire!  It’s felt amazing and special for me.  Whether we’re enjoying our bodies joined together, your body surrounding me and cumming for me.  Or whether we’re just kissing and holding each other and talking about all kinds of shit.  Claire honey, tell me this isn’t special for you and I’ll believe you.  But I think this is special for you.  I think you feel the same as me.” 
 Jason had finished and I knew that he was waiting for my reaction to how he’d bared his soul and told me how he felt about our connection. 
 Taking a deep breath, I looked into Jason’s eyes. “Jason, I do feel the same.  But it’s simpler for you, honey.  You’re single, I have a husband and two daughters who I love with all my heart.  Neil and I have been together for twenty-four years, and he’s my life. 
 “Neil and I weren’t looking for a romantic experience when we placed that ad.  We were looking for something fun and sexual to add to our love-life.” 
 Jason’s face betrayed a mix of sadness and a hint of anger, as if I was saying he was nothing more than a good fuck to Neil and me.  I reached out and touched his face softly. 
 “Jason, that’s what we were looking for.  But it’s not what we found.  It’s not what I found,” and then I paused before saying something that was incredibly difficult for me to say as a married woman who loved her husband. 
 “Jason, you’re right when you say that you can see that I feel the same way.  That we have a connection.  And the truth is, I love what’s happened.  But it also frightens me to death, Jason.  Because you and I both know that if we carry on seeing each other, then this thing could grow and grow, until it hurts someone.” 
 Jason and I both knew what I meant.  I didn’t want to spell it out, it would have been too painful.  But both Jason and I knew who I meant.  That this connection between us could grow to a point where it would hurt my wonderful husband. 
 ***************** 
 I’m sorry if I’ve rambled a bit, but I think it’s important to understand all of this.  It’s important because this was how I was feeling on the Thursday night when Jason and I held each other in his bed and talked about our feelings and how we’d connected so deeply. 
 And this was how we felt just a few hours after we met on that Thursday night.  You can imagine how we felt by Sunday evening when I kissed my new lover goodbye and Neil and I headed home to Lake Success.  Most of the weekend, as all three of us had been around, there had been little opportunity for either Jason and me or Neil and me to talk.  But as I slept with Jason on both the Friday and Saturday nights, we did have some time to talk, just the two of us.  And again I felt guilty at these times.  Jason made a point of closing the door to the bedroom as we said our goodnights and Neil either stayed in the lounge or headed off to the guest room, alone.  Although I did feel very guilty at the sound of that shutting door, I did nothing to stop it and went along with Jason’s plan to give us a few hours of privacy.  With the door shut and by speaking softly, Jason and I were able to talk more without Neil being able to hear us.  
 Looking back, I feel terrible and very disloyal to Neil at having behaved like this.  But at the time, my guilt was overruled by my happiness and need to have a few hours to be close to Jason.  Just the two of us.  Me and the new man in my life.  And as we talked and shared, we both knew that the feelings and connection that we’d discussed on Thursday night were just growing stronger and deeper. 
 And as I said before, I wanted this and enjoyed it, at the same time that it frightened me.  But I lived for the moment, pushing these fears to the back of my mind, telling myself that there was plenty of time for Neil and me to work these things out when the weekend was over. 





 Chapter 5 

Claire’s view

 Hi, this is Claire still. Neil’s going to share his perspective and thoughts on those deep conversations that started that Monday evening, just after Veteran’s Day 2016.  But as it was me who first took the lead in those conversations, it makes sense if I share my memories first.  You never fully remember conversations as they were actually said, however important they were.  But even now, nearly two years on, I have a pretty good memory of what was said on those November evenings. 
 Setting the scene a little, you won’t be surprised to hear that I’d been all over the place at school that Monday.  I felt sorry for the kids, as Mrs. Green was not much use to them that day.  There was precious little learning that day in my classroom.  A couple of the teachers I’m closest to even asked if I was okay, and I brushed it off claiming to be just a little tired after a busy weekend. 
 I got back from school around 4 p.m. and felt I needed a drink. So I poured myself a glass of white wine and, just as my hubby does, I put on a warm coat and sat looking out over the peaceful scene in our backyard. 
 Now that I was back in my familiar world, I knew that I had to share openly with Neil everything that had happened and everything that I was feeling. Most of all, I knew that I needed to share with Neil two things. Things that he needed to know and that we really needed to talk about.  However hard it might be for me to tell him, and for Neil to hear. 
 Firstly, I needed to be honest with my loving husband about how amazing the lovemaking had been with Jason.  When we’d role-played about me being with a much better-endowed man, Neil had described in vivid detail how this hung guy would pleasure me as never before.  But all my knowledge of my loving husband told me that for Neil to move from fantasy to reality would be a big deal.  It’s one thing to fantasize about another guy pleasuring your wife better than you.  I was sure it would be altogether different to hear about the actual experience.  No longer just fantasy with an un-named, imagined man.  Suddenly very real.  With a real man, with a real name.  Who Neil knew, and who was still around as a potent male competitor. 
 Hearing from his loving wife just how amazing Jason was in bed was likely to be much more challenging than the fantasy we’d shared.  As part of this, I pretty much knew that Neil would ask me who was better, and that I’d have to tell him the truth. My intuition and knowledge of how Neil’s brain worked told me that, in the end, he’d probably be okay hearing how great the sex with Jason was.  After all, that was part of my loving husband’s kink.  
 But I expected the second thing I needed to tell Neil, about the connection between Jason and me, would be altogether more difficult for Neil to deal with.  Neil already knew that he was over-matched physically compared to my new man.  But to hear that there was already a personal, emotional connection between Jason and me would surely frighten Neil. Just as it scared me, however embryonic that connection.  I knew Neil and I would think about this issue in the same way.  The connection today didn’t really matter.  It was more where it might lead in the future that was the thing to be rightly afraid of. 
 Neil came home at his usual time, around 7 p.m.. After all that had happened this weekend, there was a strange awkwardness between us.  It hadn’t been there when we’d been together Friday through Sunday at Jason’s condo.  I guess the whole experience and situation was so overwhelmingly erotic and new that it had blotted out any awkwardness (I was too busy making out and being screwed by a new African American lover to have time for any awkwardness!) But it was definitely present now, with the weekend’s passion and excitement gone, and normal domestic life had resumed.  Neil and I now had to deal with the aftermath, the reality of where we would take things after the momentous events of the last few days. 
 As I greeted my returning husband, I hugged Neil closely, and after a while, he gently pulled back and just looked lovingly into my eyes. 
 “It’s going to be okay honey.  I promise you,” my wonderful husband said, giving me just the words I needed to hear. 
 I hugged him again, not wanting ever to let him go, feeling wonderfully safe in his tight embrace.  Enjoying the comforting smell and feel of the man I’d made my life with these last twenty-plus years. 
 It was hard telling Neil what I had to say to him.  As I predicted, he was pretty relaxed and not surprised when I told him how great the sex was.  I had to smile inwardly when, just as I’d thought he would, Neil asked me if Jason was better than him. Knowing that my kinky little husband wanted to hear that my new black lover was indeed his superior, I pandered to his kink. 
 With a playful smile, I told Neil the truth. “Oh baby, what a silly question.  Of course, Jason’s better than you are!  You spent most of the last three days beating off while I enjoyed Jason’s monster cock.  You saw how many times he made me cum.  Honey, do you really have to ask me if Jason’s better than you in the bedroom?” 
 Neil blushed, and I wondered if I’d taken it too far.  I looked down at the tent in the front of his trousers.  I smiled, as this told me that even if my stinging words had hurt a little, they’d also appealed to my sweet husband’s kink. 
 It’s pretty cliched, but I used those infamous words ‘honey, you’d better sit down’ as I opened the second, more difficult subject. 
 “Neil sweetheart, there’s something else that we need to discuss.” 
 I’d thought long and hard about exactly what words I was going to use to tell Neil about this challenging subject.  I was really glad that I’d prepared, seeing the worried look on my husband’s face. 
 “Neil, when we went into this thing, we were just looking for some physical fun.  But I have to be honest with you honey,  I’ve really got the hots for Jason and he feels the same way about me.  I don’t love him or anything. That would be a silly thought after just a few hours.  But honey, I have to be honest with you.  There’s a connection between Jason and me.” 
 Neil started to speak, but I held my hand up to stop him gently, as I’d not finished.  This was hard enough, without having to stop and start.  I needed to get this off my chest, just as I’d rehearsed it. 
 “And darling, I’m frightened by it, because of what it might become and what it might do.  And I need you to know about this honey, because it’s something we have to think about.”  And finally, I was done.  Exhausted from the raw emotion of saying these difficult things to my husband. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

Neil’s view

 This seems a natural place for me to pick up our story.  Claire had just dropped a bombshell.  Most husbands would have been angry or pissed at their wives for telling them this kind of thing.  But I found my feelings were very different from ‘most husbands’ as I listened to Claire’s words. 
 I knew Claire had been dreading telling me about the connection between her and Jason.  But in many ways, she was just telling me what I’d been forced to confront already, during those fifty-six hours at Jason’s condo. I couldn’t ignore the evidence of my own eyes, of how close Claire and Jason already looked over the weekend they’d spent together. 
 I was glad that Claire had owned up about it, and that rather than try and hide it, she’d shared it with me as something we needed to talk about. 
 And the fact was I’d already started thinking about this closeness throughout much of the weekend.  Especially at night when I was alone in the guestroom, and Jason and Claire were together behind the closed door of his bedroom. 
 I’d not confessed it to Claire yet, but the closeness that I saw between my wife and Jason didn’t just frighten me.  It also sent a shiver of excitement and adrenalin through my body.  I almost physically shook when I thought about it. I’d thought about this closeness a lot throughout that Monday, when like Claire I’d been pretty useless to my employer.  But this cocktail of fear and excitement was at the heart of the whole adventure we’d started with Jason. 
 I knew that, just as Claire had been entirely open with me, I needed to respect her enough to do the same. We were now cuddled up on my favorite armchair, with Claire snuggling in my lap.  I kissed her softly and stroked her long brown hair as I started my confession. 
 “Claire honey.  Thanks for sharing that with me, I know it wasn’t easy.” 
 Claire gave me a loving look that melted my heart and made me realize all over again how much I loved this woman, and never wanted to lose her. 
 “And sweetheart, I’m not surprised by what you told me.  The closeness between you and Jason was pretty clear for me to see all weekend.” 
 Claire blushed at this, and with a wry smile, I continued. “And I think we’re on the same page, Claire.  The closeness and connection between you and Jason does frighten me a little.  Or maybe even a lot.  But it also excites me and makes me happy for you.” 
 Claire looked a little confused and even upset at this, and so I tried my best to explain. 
 “Honey, watching you with Jason at the weekend was the most amazing experience of my life.  I don’t fully understand why. But seeing you being so thoroughly pleasured, giving yourself so totally to another man.  Well, it was at the same time the most amazing and the most scary thing I’ve ever seen.  And seeing the closeness between you and Jason was just the icing on the cake.  If you’re going to give yourself to another guy, then I want us to do it totally.  No half measures.  I want you to totally let go with him and give yourself one hundred percent to him.” 
 Claire looked at me.  Two people, equals in a relationship and trying to work this thing out together.  She asked me in a very matter-of-fact way, “But darling, aren’t you worried where this will head?  That Jason and I might fall in love?  That I might leave you for him?” 
 I didn’t answer immediately.  Claire and I just carried on looking deeply into each others’ eyes. And then I cleared my throat and spoke to this woman who was the love of my life. 
  “Yes, honey.  A small part of me is frightened that you’ll leave me for Jason.  But I don’t think it will happen. Seeing the two of you together this weekend and knowing you sweetheart. I’ll be honest.  I’m pretty sure that you will develop feelings for Jason.  But I know you darling, and I know you’ll still love me.  And I trust in who you are and in our love.” 
 There was another long pause as Claire and I looked at each other, not saying a word with her still snuggled on my lap. 
 I sensed the time was right to continue. 
 “Claire baby, please don’t misconstrue anything I’m about to say.  I love you with all my heart. You’re my everything.  And I’d die if I ever lost you.  But honey, we’re in our forties, and the girls have fled the nest.  We’ve always played it safe.  Until now.  And that’s fine.  That’s okay.  It’s one way to live our lives.  And we didn’t go looking for this thing with Jason.  Well, not this anyway.  But it found us, and it’s here, and we have to work out what to do, baby.” 
 Claire was still looking intently into my eyes, waiting for me to finish. 
 “The way I see it, darling, is we can either play it safe like we’ve always done, or we can take a risk, and trust ourselves to deal with anything that comes along.” 
 The way I’d put it, made it sound so simple.  But honestly, in my heart and mind, it felt anything but simple.  I’d been useless at work that day and had spent most of the day thinking about what had happened in our lives since we’d met Jason on Thursday night.  I knew that Claire and I had some huge, life-changing decisions to make, and I’d wanted to get my own mind straight before Claire and I talked things through.  My eyes were open to the risks we would be taking if I allowed or encouraged Claire to carry on seeing Jason.  But despite these risks, by the time I’d arrived home I’d resolved in my own mind what I wanted to happen.  Unless Claire was really anti the whole idea, I wanted her to start seeing Jason as a regular thing. 
 I’d reached this decision for all kinds of reasons.  But the top three were most important.  One, I loved watching her being pleasured so thoroughly by Jason.  Two, I wanted this woman who I loved so much to have this amazing pleasure.  She’d already enjoyed this pleasure over the whole weekend, and I wanted her now to enjoy it as often as possible. And three, I believed that as long as we were open and communicated, we could handle any risks and difficulties.  
 And having worked out what I wanted, now I needed to help Claire work out what she wanted.  That’s why I’d explained to her my feelings and how I wanted her to give herself totally to Jason. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

Claire again

 When Neil had told me how the connection between Jason and me both excited and frightened him, I’d been a bit confused and upset. But as my husband took me through his thinking, I began to understand where he was coming from.  And when he described me giving myself totally to Jason, one hundred percent, I have to admit my panties started getting a little damp at the thought. 
 Like Neil, I was worried about the risks we were taking.  But as we talked, the truth was that I wanted Neil to persuade me.  I fully understood what my sweet husband said about having always taken the safe path, and that we were at a fork in the road where we needed to make a decision.  To either play safe or take a risk. And so, just as we’d done these last few weeks, both Neil and I conspired to push the risks to the back of our minds.  Persuading ourselves that we could handle them. 
 And as Neil and I came to a final, shared decision that I would see Jason on a regular basis, I felt a surge of confidence.  I felt like a new chapter of my life was about to start.  A chapter where I’d have a husband who I loved dearly.  But a chapter where I’d also share my body with the new man in my life.  My thirty-three-year-old African American lover, Jason. 





 Chapter 6 
 That Tuesday Claire and I headed off to work as normal. I knew it would be a crazy day of meetings and people needing my time. You know, one of those days you never quite get under control. 
 Just before 5 p.m., I was about to head into my last meeting of the day, when I saw my phone light up with Jason’s name. My pulse immediately quickened, and my muscles tensed. I could calmly deal with all kinds of stress at work but seeing this guy’s name on my phone gave me a huge mix of angst and adrenaline. 
 After over twenty years of loving monogamy, Jason was the guy we’d chosen to be Claire’s partner as we entered the wife-sharing lifestyle. We’d met him for the first-time last Thursday. In six short days, our experiences with him had touched real highs and lows, turning our world upside down. 
 We were totally new to this lifestyle and felt Jason had taken advantage. Some of the things Jason had led Claire to do had hurt me deeply. Apologies had been given and accepted, from both Jason and Claire. And as the weekend we spent with Jason progressed, my hurt diminished and gradually I started to enjoy the eroticism of this new lifestyle. 
 I hesitated, hoping Jason would ring-off. I didn’t have the emotional energy to deal with this now. This was work, and I needed to concentrate, not be dealing with personal complications. 
 But the phone carried on ringing, so with considerable trepidation, I hit accept. 
 “Jason. How are you?” I said, trying to sound calm. 
 “I’m fine, man. Are you okay Neil? Are you both okay?” 
 His asking after Claire caused an immediate reaction in me, but I tried to be calm. 
 “We’re both fine Jason, thanks for asking. Don’t take this the wrong way Jason, but to what do I owe the pleasure?” 
 There was a pause at Jason’s end. 
 “Well Neil man, I was thinking it would be good to meet up. Just you and me. You know, talk about things. I know you and Claire are pretty new at this game. And I still feel bad about some of the stuff last Thursday. I was thinking we could meet up for a drink after work tonight. You know, talk ‘man-to-man’,” and then his voice trailed off as he waited for an answer. 
 He’d really put me on the spot here. And I had to rush for my meeting. 
 “Look, Jason, honestly, I need to think about it a bit. I’ve got a meeting now. Let me think about it, and then I’ll drop you a text or give you a call. I just need to think a little. Is that okay?” 
 “Sure man, that’s fair. I’ll wait for you to get back to me. Speak to you later,” Jason’s deep voice replied, and then he ended the call. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 During that last meeting, I really struggled to concentrate. Luckily Steve, my number two, handled much of it. But I did get some funny looks from colleagues. During the meeting, I considered my current thoughts and feelings about Jason. 
 By her own admission, Claire had drawn close to Jason through the intense weekend we’d shared. In her words, there was a connection between them. A connection which both scared and excited me. 
 As the meeting dragged, I started wondering about where Jason and I stood. Jason and I had been through a real roller-coaster ride. There was all the shit he’d pulled on me on Thursday night. When he’d encouraged Claire to break all the rules. And then how he’d taunted and humiliated me with those clandestine Facetime calls he’d made. Forcing me to hear Claire telling me how great Jason was in bed, and that his lovemaking was better than mine. 
 But after he’d apologized for the stuff he’d pulled and the things that had been said. And some strange bond started to slowly form between us, as we were almost co-conspirators in the pleasuring of my beautiful wife over the rest of that intense weekend. Don’t get me wrong, this guy wasn’t suddenly my best buddy. The whole Thursday night deal was still festering away. I still had a helluva lot of unresolved pain and hurt from what Jason had done Thursday. 
 then we’d spent the rest of the weekend together. And I’d gotten to know him a little and to realize he seemed an okay guy. We’d discovered we were both Brooklyn Nets fans. We talked about our recent fourteen-point loss to our archenemies, the Knicks. And then we’d bonded while happily watching the Knicks losing both of their weekend matches, to the Celtics and Raptors. This was made even better when our beloved Nets beat the Phoenix Suns on Saturday, right after we’d laughed at the Knicks losing to the Raptors. 
 Claire had told me something of the pain Jason had been through when he and his wife lost their elder son and had then split-up, because of the difficulty of dealing with the loss. Of course, I felt sorry for the guy, and it did reduce my unresolved anger towards him a little. 
 As the meeting ended and I watched Steve return to his office, I was relieved to be by myself. Taking a deep breath, I pulled up call history and called Jason. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 It was just before seven when I found the bar in Brooklyn. As most short guys will tell you, from an early age you can develop a habit of being physically intimidated by guys as big as Jason. And, however successful you might be, and however big your salary or your home, it’s difficult to shake these deep-rooted behaviors sometimes. 
 But I tried my best to not be physically intimidated by the guy. I puffed myself up a little, lowered my voice and put my hand on his shoulder with feigned confidence. 
 “Hi, Jason, how ya doing?” I greeted him, with superficial confidence. 
 I was in his world. Manhattan was my world. With the math quants and Ivy-leaguers. I was at home there. But this was Jason’s territory. 
 “I’m good Neil. I’m good,” he said. “Thanks for coming. I know you’re probably whacked. I know you banking guys start really early.” 
 “Don’t mention it. It’s fine. Actually, I’m glad you called. I think you’re right, you and I could do with having a talk after everything that happened at the weekend.” 
 I’d not meant this as an aggressive statement. But something in the tone of my voice, or maybe Jason’s guilt, made him respond with a pained look. 
 “Yeah. I’m sorry about that man. I’d really had a bad day, and I was so into Claire. I kinda let things get away from me. Behaved like a jerk. I totally forgot you guys are newbies. Is everything ok between you? I know for some couples, there can be a bit of a ‘hangover’, with bad shit coming out afterward.” 
 Jason looked awkward as he said this. His apology and awkwardness seemed genuine. 
 “No, we’re fine. But thanks for asking.” As I looked at this man mountain in front of me, I decided to open up a little about the conversation Claire and I had on Monday night. 
 “Claire and I have talked a lot, but we’re in a good space now. And we decided we’d like to meet up on a regular basis if that’s okay.” 
 Jason’s big smile told me he was extremely ‘okay with it.’ 
 “I’ll take that as a yes then!” I teased him, breaking into a matching smile, and glad the tension was broken. 
 Jason carried on smiling, and then for some reason, a cloud descended on his face. He grasped his glass and looked deep into it, before looking up at me with a serious expression. 
 “After what I did on Thursday, I thought I wouldn’t hear from you or Claire again.” 
 Hearing his guilt-ridden tone, I shared a little more of Claire and my feelings. “Jason, you know some of the stuff was really painful for me. You know that. But aside from that, we found most of the weekend incredibly exciting. I loved seeing Claire enjoying herself so much. And I loved watching. But yeah. We had a few heart-to-hearts before deciding to carry-on going.” 
 Another deep look into his glass before his serious face turned to mine. “Neil man, I’ve been doing this thing for a while. Since me and Hannah split. You have to be careful in this lifestyle. You have to keep talking. You have to make sure you don’t let anything, or anyone, get between you and your lady. Otherwise, what started as a good thing can really quickly become a bad thing. However, much you love each other.” 
 Looking at Jason, I knew his advice was both true and well meant. And then Jason started opening up about himself a little more. 
 “Neil, Claire’s probably told you how I split up from my wife after we lost a child. Because of that, despite the jerk I might have been, I’d never do anything to really hurt another couple’s marriage. Some guys get a kick out of the stuff I pulled on Thursday. After what me and Hannah went through, I’d never forgive myself if I caused another couple to suffer.” 
 “I get it, Jason. It’s good to know. And it does help put my mind at rest.” And after such a serious conversation, I tried to lighten the mood a little. 
 “It’s good for me to know you’re not after Claire for yourself! Seeing how she was with you on Thursday, when the two of you couldn’t take your eyes off each other. You can understand why a husband might feel insecure!” 
 Jason grinned. 
 Something possessed me to share more with Jason. “I don’t why I’m telling you this, Jason, but from the first, I knew Claire would choose you from all of the ads.” 
 Jason smiled, trying not to look too conceited. “Thanks, man.” 
 I was about to add something, but Jason stared telling me what he thought about Claire. “I’m really glad she did choose me, man. You’re a really lucky guy Neil, you know that? Claire’s one helluva woman. She’s beautiful and classy. She’s sweet and kind, with a great sense of humor. And to top it all, those titties … and those long legs and ass … I thought I’d died and gone to heaven!” 
 To be sitting in a bar in Brooklyn hearing another man talking about Claire in that way was bizarre, but it also felt incredibly exciting. I’d never talked to anyone about Claire in this way. Sure, I’d talked to plenty of friends about how beautiful and sweet and smart Claire was. But with my conservative upbringing, I’d been taught to never talk about women in such a sexual way. And it felt good to be sitting here in a sports bar with Jason discussing Claire in such a sexual way. To be discussing her ass, and long legs and ‘titties’. To be discussing them with a man who had enjoyed all three. A man whose upbringing made it the most natural thing in the world for him to sit there and describe how great my wife’s body was. And how he’d enjoyed it. 
 I guess this was exactly the kind of ‘guys locker room talk’ that I’d never really been part of back in High School and college. And it felt good to be ‘one of the cool kids’, albeit thirty years too late! 
 I felt like we were a couple of grinning adolescents as we discussed Claire’s charms. 
 Jason had to pay a visit to the restroom, and while he was gone suddenly, I couldn’t stop thinking about bringing Jason back to our place tonight. 
 The idea felt good to me. A world away from the painful Thursday night memories. This time, I’d be the one in control. It wouldn’t be the pain and angst of another man ‘taking’ Claire from me. It would be the opposite. It would be me ‘giving’ Claire to another man. And giving her to him for the pleasure of all three of us. 
 A little bit of me worried about bringing Jason to our home. He didn’t know where we lived. But we’d spent the whole weekend at his place! So, my nervousness seemed hypocritical to say the least. 
 When Jason returned, I told him my idea and he was all in favor. I warned him I’d need to check it with Claire first, as she’s often busy with schoolwork in the evening. 
 Jason winked at me, picked up my phone and handed it to me. “No time like the present, Neil.” 
 With shaking fingers, I called my Claire. 
 Claire picked up. “Hi, honey. I wondered where you’d got to. I was just about to send out a search party to look for you!” 
 “Yeah, sorry honey. Something came up.” 
 That was the easy bit of the conversation. I was more nervous about the next bit. 
 “Claire honey, Jason called and asked to meet for a talk. We’ve had a couple of beers and a great talk. And I was just wondering, would it be okay with you if I brought him back with me tonight?” 
 I don’t know if she was intentionally teasing me, or was genuinely trying to make up her mind, but it seemed to take Claire an age to answer. 
 “I am kinda busy preparing some activities for the kids tomorrow.” 
 I felt a wave of disappointment wash over me, but thankfully Claire was only half-way through her answer. 
 “But I guess, if you promise to get up early in the morning and help me before you go off to work, then I could finish it then.” 
 She’d been playing me. She’d never had the slightest intention of saying no to my suggestion. She just wanted to wind me up. This felt good and exciting. Claire and me playing together. Me offering Claire to Jason. Me in control. Jason gestured for me to hand him the phone. 
 “Hey, Sugar. Did you miss me?” 
 I couldn’t hear the answer, but I could guess. 
 “Yeah, me and Neil had a great talk. Everything’s cool. I was just going to ask you to put something sexy on, for the two men in your life. You know, something that shows off that wonderful body of yours. Something to cheer up a couple of tired working men!” 
 I could hear the sound of Claire’s giggle, even over the background noise in the bar. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 The journey seemed to last an eternity, but eventually, we arrived. 
 I unlocked the door and called out. “Hi, baby, where are you?” 
 “I’m here in the lounge,” Claire shouted back. I headed into the lounge and wrapped Claire in my arms and kissed her passionately. 
 I smiled wickedly at her. “I brought you some take-out from Brooklyn. I hope you like it.” And with that, I moved to one side so Jason could take Claire and envelope her in his huge black arms. He physically picked Claire right up off her feet. Their mouths were immediately open, their tongues probing and dueling in their hunger for each other. 
 Jason then put Claire back down, and she looked across at me. “Thanks, baby. I love you, sweetheart.” 
 Claire then pushed her big boobs out and twirled around so we could enjoy the dress she’d chosen for Jason. 
 Jason gave a long wolf-whistle. “Daddy likes. Daddy likes very much,” Claire may have been ten years older than Jason, but his desire to touch, caress and posses my wife’s body was clear. It oozed from every pore of his tattooed, six-ft, five-inch frame. 
 Claire’s dress was a sleeveless blue denim mini dress, with a deep V cut front, which meant much of Claire’s succulent boobs was on display. It also had straps below the bust which accentuated the size of Claire’s boobs. 
 She looked amazing in that dress, not the typical elementary school teacher. And a strange part of me was pleased that, although I’d bought the dress for my enjoyment, Claire was now using it to flaunt her charms for another guy. 
 Jason turned to me smiling. “You’re a lucky fucker, Neil. You’ve kept this hot little body all to yourself, all these years.” 
 With a lecherous grin, he continued. “Neil, would it be okay with you if I take your hot little wife upstairs and give her some of this,” he said, clutching the huge bulge in his pants. 
 I was incredibly aroused. I wanted us all to head upstairs, and to watch as Jason had his way with my beautiful wife. Claire’s trance-like expression told me how hungry she was to feel Jason’s hands on her body again. To feel him sink his huge black cock deep into her body. 
 As we’d talked in the bar, Jason had told me there can often be bumps along the way in the wife-sharing lifestyle. But tonight felt good, and I didn’t care. 
 Jason scooped Claire up in his strong arms as if she weighed nothing and then strode up the stairs. Claire’s pale arms hung tightly around his muscular neck, in a gesture of submissiveness. When he reached the top of the stairs, Jason turned and asked, “Hey Neil, which bedroom? Some guys get pissed or all excited if I do their woman on their marriage bed! Which are you? The guest room … or something a little kinkier?” 
 Shit. He knew how to press my buttons. I was incredibly excited already. But the thought of Jason taking Claire on the bed where she and I made love and slept was so hot. 
 “Do her in our bedroom, Jace!” 
 Jason laughed, “Your wish is my command. I’ll be happy to remind your little lady of what a brotha can do for a sexy married fox like her.” 
 He turned left and carried Claire into our bedroom, placing her gently at the end of the bed. “What do you think Neil, shall we get your sexy wife out of all of these clothes? Seems a shame to cover such a great pair of titties and wonderful ass!” 
 I just smiled and nodded my head. Jason just pulled Claire’s mini-dress up and over her head. She stood there in front of this towering African American, naked except for her heels and very damp panties. 
 Like me, Jason noticed the dampness of Claire’s pretty blue panties. Looking at Claire like a wolf looks at a lamb, he chuckled, “See how wet she is Neil? Good job you invited me home tonight, or I think she’d have half killed you, man!” 
 Claire was so excited she was almost hyperventilating, which made her large breasts rise and fall in an incredibly enticing way. I planned to watch mainly, but her tits looked so good I walked past Jason and started squeezing and playing with them. 
 Jason gave a mock protest, “Hey man, what ya doin’ with my woman.” Before smirking, “Knock yourself out man!” 
 Despite her extreme arousal, Claire blushed at Jason’s crude comment. She’s always been self-conscious about her big boobs, but tonight she had two guys who were determined to enjoy them. 
 Still squeezing Claire’s boobs, I leaned over and kissed her passionately. From her kiss, I could tell how excited she was. I broke the kiss to whisper in her hear. “You want him bad, don’t you honey! Tell me how bad you want him. I want to know.” 
 Claire looked at me, her pupils dilated, nervously chewing her lip. “Honey, I’m sorry, I really do want him sooooo badly. I need to feel Jason inside me again. Sorry honey.” 
 “Hey baby, don’t apologize. There’s nothing to say sorry for. I know how bad you want him. That’s why I brought him here. I want you to have him.” 
 Claire smiled at me with a mix of nervousness and love. “Thanks, baby. I love you. I really wish there was something I could do for you, honey.” 
 I kissed her softly. “I’m fine. Just knowing how much fun you’re going to have, and being able to watch Jason and you together, that’s more than enough for me baby.” 
 I gently brushed Claire’s matted hair away from her eyes and said my last words to her. “I’m going to enjoy every minute of watching you and him together. You make an awesome couple together, and I’m going to love watching.” 
 With those parting words, I kissed Claire and gave her nose a playful tweak, which is a special little sign we sometimes use between us. Claire smiled at this little gesture. A link and safety line to the more normal part of our lives. 
 With that, I sat and watched as Jason started disrobing. I was again struck by just how much of his ripped torso was inked. There were tattoos with names, and crosses and cartoons and all kinds of other stuff. I swear, this guy had more ink than skin. 
 As he stripped, Jason’s huge black dick sprang into view. He was so hungry for Claire that there was pre-cum glistening at the top of his uncut cock. With his huge cock bobbing in front of him, Jason closed in on Claire as a stallion readies himself to cover a mare. My wife was no longer looking at Jason’s impressive physique, she only had eyes for the huge cock she was about to accept into her body again. 
 And for the next half hour, I sat back discretely playing with myself and watched a beautiful scene of erotic sex. Jason gently lowered Claire down so her feet were still on the floor, but her back was flat on the bed. He then stepped between Claire’s splayed legs and lowered his own torso. As he did this, Jason’s well-defined pecs brushed and then squashed Claire’s big boobs. A split-second later Claire felt his mouth on hers, and Claire grasped either side of Jason’s handsome head and tenderly held him there as they kissed. 
 They kissed softly, gazing into each others’ eyes. Claire then took the initiative. She gently grasped Jason’s massive dick and slowly rubbed it up and down her love lips. She did this two or three times, each time lingering to let his sizeable glans rub over her little bud. She was telling her man she was ready to accept him into her tight body again. 
 Jason smiled lovingly at my wife, “Tell me what you want Claire. Neil and me want to hear you say it, baby.” 
 There was no malice or ill-will in his voice. He was just adding to the eroticism of the game the three of us were playing. 
 ‘I want you. I want you inside me, Jason,” my beautiful forty-three-year-old wife declared with simple honesty. 
 And Jason slowly lowered his hips. Claire sighed with contentment as she received her lover’s over-sized cock. I could see from my wife’s blissful expression just how much she was enjoying being so completely possessed by her well-hung black lover. 
 Claire’s eyes were closed all the time, as Jason sank inch after inch deep into my wife’s body. But when he was fully embedded, all ten-inches in Claire’s tummy, my wife opened her eyes. “Jason baby, that’s amazing. You’re so big, darling. You make me feel so good down there. I feel so full. It feels so wonderful to be just full of you” 
 Claire and Jason were gazing at each other as my wife told her lover how great it felt to be so thoroughly possessed by him. And as they looked deeply into each others’ eyes, I knew they were again barely aware of my presence. They were so wrapped up in each other. But I didn’t feel bitter or upset. Maybe a bit jealous, but this just seemed the natural way, as my wife was sharing such an intimate moment with this man. I remember, she’d told me many times before how intimate it is for a woman to physically have a man in her body. And that was the intimacy Claire and Jason were sharing. It was no wonder Claire had forgotten me at that moment, and only had eyes for Jason. 
 And this beautiful but contrasting couple moved as if one, as their lovemaking started up. Their mouths were soon locked together in that most close and personal of bonds. And Jason’s muscular black ass rose and fell, with all the power and regularity of some mechanical device. Causing Claire to moan, her moans even being audible through their locked mouths. 
 As Jason’s hips continued their plundering and possession of my wife, I thought about approaching the bed and involving myself in some way. But it struck me as wrong. This was an intimate and special moment for Claire and Jason. I’d have my involvement and fun later. For now, I was just happy to watch the lovers, enjoying the delights of each other’s bodies. 
 Claire soon climbed through her first climax, and Jason just held her close and covered her mouth with kisses, as my wife went up, and up - and then slowly returned to earth. 
 As Claire’s eyes opened after her cum, she smiled tenderly up at Jason, stroked his face and mouthed a simple ‘thank you’. Jason said nothing, but just returned Claire’s tender look. Seeing them like this reminded me of the long conversation Claire and I had about the closeness and connection between the two of them. Seeing this closeness at such close quarters made my cock harder still, at the same time as a knot of jealousy tore into my stomach. 
 The pace of Jason’s deep thrusts had slowed right down as he let Claire recover. But now she was recovered, the pendulum rhythm of his black ass started slowly building up again until he was taking Claire with rapid, deep thrusts. I marveled that such a deep penetration by such a large object wasn’t painful for my beautiful wife. But her expression told me it was anything but painful. She was enjoying Jason’s thick, stretching cock penetrating her, to twice the depth she’d been used to these last twenty odd years. 
 And barely four or five minutes after her first cum, Claire was climbing ever higher again. The signs were clear from the shortening of her breath and the way she clung even tighter to Jason’s body as he thrust at her fast and deep. 
 Earlier my mind had conjured the picture of a stallion covering a mare, as Jason with his big bouncing cock had approached Claire on our bed. And this same mental picture returned as Jason brought Claire up and over the mountain-top for a second shattering orgasm. Claire came again, with such squeals and sobs I was afraid she’d wake the neighbors. 
 Jason was a real master cocksman. He’d fucked my beautiful Claire to two shattering orgasms and there had been no sign he himself needed release. But as he started building up speed again, I sensed this time he’d allow himself to complete the stallion’s job, as nature intended. His body seemed a little tenser. And he was driving into Claire with a little more vigor and depth. All of this told me he was readying himself to seed my wife. 
 Without breaking stride, he turned to me and asked, “Neil man, whose call is it, where I cum? Do you want to make the call, or do you want Claire to decide?” 
 Shit, I wanted to shout out, to tell this black stallion to finish his job and shoot in Claire, to ‘cover’ her as she so desperately wanted. But I realized it would be far more erotic to get Claire to make the call. I was pretty sure I knew what she’d decide. But rather than make the call for her, I wanted to hear my sweet wife declare to both Jason and myself exactly what she wanted. That would be so hot. 
 “Claire’s call, Jay,” I said in a shaking voice. 
 Claire seemed lost in another world. Her legs wrapped tightly around the small of Jason’s back. Her arms were around his shoulders, lest anyone should tear him away. Her eyes were shut, as she panted and moaned, announcing she was close to a third orgasm. Jason slowed his moves and gently tried to bring Claire back into this world so they could talk. 
 “Claire baby, I can’t hold off much longer. Neil and me want to know where you want me to finish. Do you want me to push all my seed into your womb, or shall I cum over your tummy?” 
 Claire had been so out of it from Jason’s blissful fucking of her body, it took her some time to come down to earth and understand the question. 
 When she’d finally rejoined planet earth and understood the question, she looked over at me with a look of pure love and affection. “Neil baby, is it ok if I let Jason cum in your pussy?” 
 I think Claire was too out of it to have deliberately played word games. But her use of the words ‘your pussy’ caused my cock to twitch and my bittersweet jealousy to return. 
 ‘My pussy’ sounded good. Claire was still my woman. But didn’t that just double up on the bittersweet pain of what she’d just requested? She was asking me to allow another man to cum in ‘my pussy’. Which, if I agreed, would mean it would no longer be my pussy. It would be Jason’s pussy. 
 Shit! But I knew I’d say yes. I’d say yes because I knew it was what Claire wanted. And I’d say yes because it was definitely what the addict within me wanted. 
 This time, I did get up from my chair and approach our marital bed where Jason and Claire were in residence. I stroked my beautiful wife’s sweaty brow, bent to kiss her and whispered to her, “That would be so hot baby. If my naughty little wife would take her black lover’s seed deep inside her married body, shooting it all the way into the womb that had given me two daughters. So hot baby!” 
 Claire gave me a weak smile, and just about had the strength left to return my tender kiss, and then she lay back down and let Jason have the only part of her he’d not already possessed tonight. 
 I stayed by the bed, holding Claire’s hand as Jason and she kissed, with an intensity born from how close Jason was to cumming. And as they kissed and looked deep into each others’ eyes, Jason roared loudly and shot his seed deep into my wife. Claire clung tightly, shaking violently through yet another orgasm. 
 I’d forgotten just how it looked as Jason climaxes. His ass twitched and his buttocks contracted, as I saw him push himself just a little bit deeper into my wife. As I watched this amazing spectacle, I was grateful for the morning-after pill Claire’s new contraceptive pills weren’t yet effective in preventing a little mixed-race baby. 
 The lovers slowly came down from their shared high. And Jason then moved them up from the foot of the bed where they’d fucked, to a position where they could lay together, kiss and share those special moments. Seeing them propped up on their elbows, facing each other like a black and white mirror of contentment, I suddenly felt a little bit surplus to requirements. 
 They were just content to look into each others’ eyes, occasionally sharing a soft kiss, each just looking at the other. I wondered if they even knew I was here. There was something pleasurably masochistic in the thought of leaving them alone. And so, I quietly got up from the armchair I’d been watching from and moved quietly to stand behind my wife’s back. As she still gazed longingly at her new lover, I reached over and kissed my wife on the cheek. 
 I whispered in her ear, “Take your time my love, enjoy the moment, I’ll be downstairs when you’re ready, but no hurry.” Giving Claire a second soft kiss to let her know I really was fine with things. 
 As I walked around the end of the bed, Claire momentarily stopped gazing at Jason. Just long enough to give me a tender, loving smile and to mouth the words ‘I Love You.’ 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 As I left our master bedroom, I quietly closed the door behind me, smiling to myself as I left a small gap so that I could still look through and hear Claire and Jason if I chose. I wanted to give them their privacy for a while. It seemed the right thing. But I wasn’t quite ready to give up the pleasure of secretly observing and listening if the mood took me. Such is the lot of a husband with a budding voyeur and wife-watching kink. I wanted to give Claire and her new man their privacy, but at the same time, I wanted to share their privacy. Go figure! 
 Having left the room, I then waited a while in the hallway, happy that with the way their heads were pointed, Claire and Jason were unlikely to spot me. As I lurked outside and looked onto their bed through the gap between door and frame. 
 For several moments, the picture was unchanged. Claire and Jason just remained propped on their elbows, gazing longingly at each other. And then Claire spoke. 
 “That was amazing Jace,” she declared, reaching out to touch her lovers’ face as she gazed at him. 
 This was the first time I’d heard Claire use the shortened ‘Jace, instead of ‘Jason’. And this small symbol of another step forward in their closeness caused another knot in my stomach. I loved it, but it hurt. A motto that was fast becoming my adopted anthem. 
 Jason smiled at the compliment, and replied, ‘I’m so glad we could get together tonight Claire baby. Since you left my condo, I’ve been climbing the wall, waiting to be able to get together again.” 
 Claire gave a little, coy smile, enjoying the power she seemingly held over this huge bear of a man who was ten years her junior, and who could have his pick of women. “I know, lover. I was so glad when Neil rang and said he was bringing you over. It seemed forever, waiting for you to arrive after that call.” 
 Jason leaned in, his hand now behind Claire’s neck as he pulled her in for the softest and tenderest of kisses. Happy to have shown his feelings to Claire and tasted her lips, he pulled back, so they could again look into each others’ eyes. The silence returned. They obviously didn’t need the help of words to say what they wanted to each other. They just enjoyed this quiet intimacy, that comes after a man and a woman have been physically united. 
 This time I decided to give them their privacy for real, and I quietly padded down our hardwood stairs to the lounge. I went as quietly as I could, as I didn’t want the lovers to know I’d remained, silently watching their growing closeness. But as I’d told both of them before, their closeness was both hot, and painful to me at the same time. 
 I poured myself a drink, and sat in my favorite armchair, turning it so I could enjoy the view out onto the quiet tranquility of our garden. My wife was upstairs, in our marital bed, with another man. But it felt okay. Jason and I had made our peace. And tonight, it had been me who had invited him into our home, and into our bed. Something given is a million times better than something taken, and that’s how I felt about the couple upstairs in bed at that moment. 
 I couldn’t hear any sounds coming from upstairs. I was pretty sure the lovers were talking, but their words were too quiet for me to hear. I savored my drink and contemplated the strange pain and pleasure of my situation. Here I was, a successful man soon to hit fifty, blessed with a beautiful wife six years my junior. A wonderful woman, the real deal with a loving heart, great looks, and a sexy body. And rather than be upstairs on this cold November evening, making love to her, I’d given her to another man for the evening. A man much younger and more virile, able to please in her ways I never would. 
 It was a weird and kinky thought. But I felt comfortable with it, knowing Jason might have Claire’s body, but I had her love. And the truth is, I was more than comfortable with it. As my choice meant this wonderful woman, who’d loved me all these years, got to enjoy amazing sex with her well-hung African American lover. 
 These contented musings were interrupted when I heard a gentle cough, and I looked up to see Claire standing to the side of my chair. I was so lost in my thoughts I’d not seen or heard her come down, or enter the lounge. She was naked and looked tired but contented, as she lovingly looked at me. 
 My beautiful wife sat side saddle on my lap, wrapped her arms possessively around my shoulders and kissed me. “Thanks, honey. Thanks for letting me have that.” 
 At that moment I recalled how it was Claire’s initial interest in big cocks, and especially big black cocks, which had sparked this whole life change for us. My interest had only come a little later when I’d seen how fascinated Claire was by it. And I also recalled how, from day one, it had been clear she’d choose Jason to be her lover. And the infatuation and special connection there had been right from the start. 
 Feeling the warmth of Claire’s body on mine, and enjoying the feeling of her arms possessively draped around my shoulders, I kissed this wonderful woman. “Don’t mention it, honey! That’s what it’s all about, your pleasure.” 
 Claire smiled in acknowledgment before a grin broke on her lips. “My pleasure, but also my naughty husband’s kinky pleasure, watching me with a big black man, deep in my body!” 
 I grinned like a fool. “Yes, that too.” And Claire hugged me close, as we shared some much-needed humor after all the evening’s erotic intensity. 
 With Claire hugging me tightly, her big boobs were now crushed against my chest. Enjoying the wonderfully soft, spongy feel of her 36-Cs against my own skin, I couldn’t resist. I reached out and lifted one of her boobs to feel it’s full weight. Claire knows I love her big boobs, and she just smiled as she felt my hand weigh and squeeze her. I wanted to roll her nipples, to hear the contented moan she always gives when I roll and tweak her sensitive teats. I wasn’t disappointed, as my beautiful wife closed her eyes and moaned softly. Maybe it wasn’t as great as the shattering climaxes she’d just enjoyed with Jason, but it felt good to be back. To be the man giving pleasure to the woman I loved. 
 I continued to weigh her tit, and roll her hardening nipple for a while, and then I had an urge to explore Claire’s pussy. To see the evidence from the recent ravishing it had received from Jason’s ten-inch monster. I stood up with Claire now in my arms and moved to put Claire on the large sofa. I dropped between her knees so I could be close to her pussy, to get a good look. Claire immediately looked a little embarrassed, covering her trimmed pussy with a hand and a show of modesty. I smiled inwardly. It was a little late for such a display of modesty. Gently pulling her hand away, with masochistic pleasure I looked at the source of Claire’s embarrassment. I felt jealousy and arousal as I gazed at her previously tight and neat pussy. 
 Jason’s monster had definitely done its damage. Claire’s previously snug and tight love lips were puffy and distended. Still lewdly formed in the shape of a large ‘O’, even though Jason was no longer in her body. And Jason’s seed was clearly bubbling up and slowly seeping out of Claire. 
 Claire and I looked at each other, her expression still embarrassed, as if to say ‘sorry honey, but I did warn you!’ And then a weird idea entered my head. Should I go down on Claire and clean her out, taste their mixed juices. When Claire and I had role-played and fantasized, this had never been something I’d even thought about. It just wasn’t even on my radar as something erotic. When I’d read about it in stories, I’d thought it rather gross. But now I was confronted by the reality of my beautiful wife’s well-used pussy, oozing with Jason’s potent seed, I couldn’t get the idea out of my head. 
 I tried to push the idea away. I think deep down I worried it was vaguely homoerotic, or that Claire would think less of me. But the idea had taken root. And so, with a shaky voice, I looked and Claire and asked, “Honey, would you be ok if I go down on you?” 
 I don’t know why, but it seemed like I should ask Claire’s permission. After all, it was her pussy, and it was her lover’s seed bubbling away, and I was her husband. So it seemed necessary to ask her, as everything belonged to her. 
 “You really want to do that darling?” came her nervous answer, the tone of her voice telling me how surprised she was. 
 I paused for a moment and then kissed her softly to re-connect, before smiling and telling her, “Yes honey, I do. I don’t know why, but I think it would be really hot to taste you and Jason. To kiss and soothe your battered pussy.” 
 And then a thought occurred to me, and I grinned and lightened the mood. “After all darling, as I gave you Jason, it’s almost as if I put it there in the first place! It’s like I’m cleaning up after myself!” 
 Claire and I giggled and shared a moment. (As a teacher of second graders, Claire was always telling me how she had to tell the kids to ‘clean up after themselves’. Like me, both our girls were untidy and needed the same nagging as the second graders. And so ‘cleaning up after yourself’ had become a bit of a family joke. But now the meaning was far kinkier than ever before.) 
 Claire blushed, kissed me and then teased me, “Come on then big man, put your money where your mouth is!” And she opened her legs a little wider, the invitation clear. 
 I hesitated. I’d gone down on Claire thousands of times. I loved orally making love her to sweet pussy. I loved using my lips and teeth and tongue to tease Claire and build her up until she pulled me in. Trapped me with her legs and came all over my face. This had always been a big part of our love life. But that seemed a million miles away from what I’d said I’d do before these doubts set in. 
 As I hesitated, I looked up at Claire’s loving face. And that was it. I knew I wanted to do this. I knew this act would cement our love. Cement the togetherness, in this game we were playing. Telling Claire, in one simple step, I accepted her being with Jason. And more than just accepting it, I loved her being with Jason. For the amazing pleasure it gave her, and for the pleasure, I got from watching. 
 Together we’d brought Jason into our lives. And tonight, it had been me who had brought him back into our family home. Into our marital bed. And as Claire and I looked into each others’ eyes, I think we both sensed the significance of this act. And as I hesitated, I sensed no pressure from Claire. It was if she was saying, ‘it’s your decision honey’. She would be happy to receive the gift, but only if I was ready and willing to give it to her. 
 I don’t know why, but what had been hesitation was replaced by a burning urge to complete the act. To cement our husband and wife closeness in this new three-way relationship we’d started. It was like some kind of husbandly contract, I’d still love my wife and do all the things I’d done before. Even if it was another man who’d sometimes be the one sharing Claire’s body and bed. 
 As I lowered my face towards Claire’s distended and puffy vulva and love lips, the mix of the scent of Claire’s fishy juices and Jason’s salty cum hit me. And as I pushed lower I realized my tongue would soon be touching and licking at Jason’s sperm. For the first time ever, I was going to taste another man’s essence. 
 Honestly, I felt a strong gag reflex and a sense of revulsion. In some ways, it was as hot as hell. But in other ways, every ounce of my masculinity told me not to do this. Intellectually, I knew doing this didn’t make me gay. But it still seemed to go against so many things I’d been programmed with growing up. 
 But I forced myself to do it. And the instant my tongue lapped at Claire’s love lips and found her love-bud, I was rewarded with a moan of pleasure from my beautiful wife. She’d not put any pressure on me either way, but now I was down there, she gently encouraged me. 
 “That’s it, baby. Yeah. Yeah. Just there, that’s amazing honey. So hot, it feels so good … I love you Neil, darling, I love you so much,” and then Claire’s words trailed off as my tongue did its work. Once I’d overcome my initial revulsion, I found a strange satisfaction in knowing I was now joined to Claire and Jason by this act. My act of pleasuring and cleaning Claire, with her lover’s seed already inside her body, seemed to create a bond between the three of us. I was now physically linked to their lovemaking. 
 And a strange, kinky part of me even started to enjoy the salty tang of Jason’s seed. Not because I was gay or anything, But because it was something I was sharing with the woman I loved. If his seed had been anywhere else - not interesting, no fun. But as it was bubbling out of Claire’s pussy like lava from a volcano, experiencing it just seemed another kinky part of this game of sharing Claire. 
 As I lapped away, I sensed Claire’s excitement building up. And as her breath shortened, and as she pulled me in tighter and wrapped me in her legs, she came with a series of squeals and sobs. 
 As I always did, I continued to gently lap at her pussy, until she returned to the land of the living. When her fingers released themselves from my now tousled hair, I raised my body up to kiss Claire. 
 I don’t think I’d ever seen such a loving expression on her face before, for what I’d just done for her. “Thanks, baby, that was immense.” 
 We continued to exchange soft, tender kisses. Not needing to talk, content to just look into each other’s souls and enjoy the moment. 
 As we were kissing, I saw Claire stop looking at me, as she looked past me at the doorway instead. I twisted around to see the six-ft, five-inch body of Jason filling the door frame. He was grinning, “Hey guys. So this is where all the fun is at!” 
 I could see Jason’s cock was fully erect again, and as I pushed myself up to the standing position I helped Claire to her feet. I kissed her softly and said in a voice Jason could also hear, “Honey, I think our guest needs your help with something. He seems to need some relief. Do you think you could help him out a little? You know, show him some hospitality!” 
 Claire giggled, gave me a chaste kiss on the cheek, and without saying a word lead Jason by the hand back upstairs into our master bedroom. As I saw them disappear up the stairs hand-in-hand, I was struck by how erotic the contrast in their size and colors was. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 Jason took Claire twice more before all three of us eventually admitted defeat, and it was Jason who suggested we all could do with getting some sleep. 
 When the lovers had recovered from their third bout of lovemaking, Jason gave Claire a deep and soulful kiss. He then lifted his large tattooed body from our bed and headed for the guest room, wishing us a good night's sleep. But having come so far tonight, and broken so many taboos already, I decided to ask Claire about one final taboo. 
 In terms of sleeping arrangements, I wasn’t ready to go the whole hog yet. After all, this was our family home. So I wasn’t prepared to give Claire to Jason so they could spend the whole night together without me, as they’d done at his condo. But the thought of the three of us sharing our marital bed for the night struck me as incredibly erotic and exciting. A final barrier smashed, as the three of us shared one final guilty secret within the privacy of our home. 
 Claire looked longingly at Jason’s muscular back as he headed to the guest room, and I whispered to her, “Honey, what do you think to all three of sleeping together in our bed tonight? Would you like that? Do you think it would be hot?” 
 Claire looked at me nervously. “Neil, honey. Are you ok with that?” 
 I held my beloved wife’s hand, feeling the adrenaline rush as I thought about what I was suggesting. 
 “I’d love it, Claire. The three of us spooning together,” I answered. I lightened the mood a little by adding, “But, of course, I call dibs on your beautiful boobs. Lover-boy will have to make do with your great ass while he spoons you!” 
 Claire smiled, and I had my answer, without any further words being needed. Jason didn’t need any second asking, and before long the three of us were spooning and trying to get comfortable. 
 It took some time for us to drift off. Obviously, we weren’t used to having a third person in our bed, especially not someone the size of Jason. And Jason, divorced from his wife Hannah, certainly wasn’t used to having to sleep with two other bodies in his bed. But, eventually, we all finally managed to drift off to sleep. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 I’m not sure quite how long I slept for, but I gradually became aware I was in that hazy state of being half-asleep and half-awake. As I slowly came to my senses, I was aware it was no longer my wife’s soft and feminine body that was next to me. The body next to me was altogether harder and more masculine. And very black, sporting a myriad of tattoos. With my senses now fully restored, something told me to play dumb. And so I pretended I was still asleep as I took in the sights and sounds around me. 
 But as I took it all in through my slit eye-lids and barely moving head, I realized there really was only one thing of relevance to take in. And that was the black and white couple making love to the right of me, in our marriage bed while they thought I was asleep next to them. 
 And it was an amazing sight. You would have thought I’d have grown used to it, as I’d lost count of how many times I’d now seen my wife making out with her African American lover. But the clandestine nature of their nighttime rendezvous, whilst I slept next to them, just seemed to take things to a whole new level. 
 That psychological pain and pleasure was big enough, but the physical spectacle only made it more erotic. The lovers were trying their best to not wake me. They made precious little noise as Jason lifted Claire up and down, using his immense strength so Claire had to do no work. Her six-ft, five-inch lover raised my wife up and down, as if she was as light as a feather. Claire just sat upright on Jason, feasting on each slow and deep penetration of her lovely body. As Jason’s thick ten-inches entered and left Claire’s body each time, my wife’s enjoyment was clear on her face. Both she and Jason were struggling to keep quiet as they enjoyed each other’s bodies. 
 But after a while, Claire lifted herself off Jason’s cock and looked at Jason. “Come on lover, this is no good. I can’t keep quiet for much longer. That was nice, but I want it how you normally do me.” 
 Even in the dark of the bedroom, I could see Jason’s grin as he allowed himself to be led by Claire to a different bedroom. Seeing Claire and Jason disappear out of the room brought a familiar twinge of pain and jealousy. Tonight, there had been little pain or jealousy. And strangely, I missed these feelings. I didn’t want a return to the heart-ache of that first Thursday night. But I knew some element of masochistic pain was necessary for me to get maximum pleasure from our new lifestyle. What do they say? ‘No pain, no gain.’ Maybe that should be the official chant for all men who share their wives! 
 And so the little sense of betrayal I felt as Claire and Jason left the room actually felt good. Like the buzz of a chili which is hot, but not too hot. I knew I’d follow them, and I found they’d gone to the guest room, which was right at the far end of the house. The room furthest from where they thought I was sleeping, allowing them the maximum freedom to make noise as they enjoyed each others’ bodies again. 
 I could only have been a few seconds behind them, but even that small time had allowed the lovers to do what they wanted to. When I gently opened the guest room door, the sight that greeted me was Jason’s black ass pumping in and out, behind Claire’s shapely white behind. 
 Freed from the restraints of being next to me, Claire was now moaning and sighing at the pleasure Jason’s thick ten-inches were once again giving her. The way her African American lover was making her big tits swing in time with his rhythm was almost hypnotic. It was so beautiful, as was the sight of Jason’s dark hands squeezing the breasts that had fed our daughters. 
 I watched this beautiful, erotic show for nearly twenty minutes. As the beautiful white woman allowed herself to be pleasured by the big black bull. And then I saw the signs that Jason would cum soon, and the final erotic act of the night started unfolding. Claire must have sensed it too, as she pulled herself away from Jason’s huge cock, and turned to look at him. 
 “I want something different this time baby, I want you to cum on my face, to mark me with your seed.” 
 Thinking back, I recalled how, when we’d watched porn together, Claire had been excited by the women who let guys cum on their faces. But nonetheless, hearing Claire’s words came aa a bit of a shock to me. I heard the mother of my kids asking this big black bull to shoot his essence all over her face. To mark her as his territory. Hearing these words made my cock throb harder, just as I felt my gut cramp from the masochistic pain. 
 Jason did exactly as Claire asked, and Claire lay there submissively as Jason stood by her head and milked his huge manhood. To fire shot after shot of hot white semen over the face of the woman I loved. My formerly conservative and respectable teacher wife, her face now covered by another man’s jizz. And when there was no more to come, in a final gesture of ownership, Jason rubbed his seed into and around Claire’s face. I wish I’d been able to see the expression on her face, but the darkness didn’t allow it. That would have to wait for another day. 
 Thinking the lovers would soon be returning to our shared bed, as quietly as I could I padded barefoot back to our room and lay down, pretending to be asleep. 
 I didn’t have long to wait. It was only minutes before I saw the slight change in light, as Claire opened the door and then led her lover by the hand back into our bedroom. Before rejoining me on the bed, they wanted one last taste of each other’s mouths and bodies, as they stood by the side of the bed kissing. 
 Before they came in, I’d deliberately positioned my ‘sleeping’ body so I could see their side of the bed. And it was a struggle to still feign sleep as I watched them. Silhouetted against the outside light, the difference in their height and stature was incredibly erotic as they kissed. Claire on tiptoes and Jason stooping down. As they enjoyed a last kiss, I could see Claire’s small hand tenderly holding and squeezing Jason’s huge limp cock. It was finally limp, having given me sweet wife a fourth load of cum. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 Eventually, they rejoined me on the bed, and they were so spent that Claire and Jason soon drifted off to sleep, hugging as they slept in each others’ arms. 
 I remained awake for a while yet. My mind was full of thoughts. We were already in the early hours of Wednesday. It was truly amazing to think how much had happened in the seven short days since we’d started this new lifestyle. 
 I’d experienced the agony of being discarded, belittled and humiliated. 
 I’d enjoyed a mix of agony and ecstasy as our weekend with Jason had scaled highs and lows. 
 And now, finally, things seemed to have righted themselves. The three of us together, rather than two and a side-kick, had enjoyed an amazing night. 
 And with these thoughts stalling any chance of sleep, I wondered where the next days and weeks were heading. 
 But now I needed sleep. The next days and weeks would have to take care of themselves. I knew Claire loved me. And I knew that as a couple we had found an amazing way of spicing up our love-life. As I drifted off to sleep, I just hoped and prayed these next days and weeks would contain more ecstasy than agony. 





 Chapter 7 

Claire’s view

 The next morning the alarm buzzed, and I had to reach across Jason’s massive body, as he was sleeping on my side of the bed. With neither of my men showing any signs of life, I had to shuffle awkwardly between their two sleeping bodies, underneath the duvet and out of the bottom of the bed. Not very elegant or lady-like! 
 After showering and coffee, I saw the boys who were still sleeping soundly. The way I saw it, they were both responsible for my backlog of school work. (And of course, I was totally blameless!) They’d had their fun with me the previous night, and now it was time to pay the piper. As I turned the lights on, I was greeted with a chorus of protests. 
 “Come on, sleepy heads! You guys promised to help me with my Thanksgiving prep. Now it’s time to deliver. Downstairs in five!” 
 I got two sets of dirty looks as they headed to the shower, and they received my best ‘stern school-marm’ look. It was difficult to stay stern at Jason, as my eyes were drawn to the swinging motion of his huge dick between his legs as he headed for the shower. I had some very ‘unteacherlike’ thoughts as I remembered last night’s fun. 
 Over the years, Neil has become well practised in helping me. His Pilgrims, Indians, and Turkeys looked passable. But Jason! Owning a chain of auto shops, I thought he’d be a practical guy. But my seven-year-olds could have done better. As I assessed their work, it was a real role reversal from last night. Neil got the plaudits, Jason the brickbats. Jason might have been great in the sack, but he made a lousy school helper. 
 Neil left for work giving me his customary goodbye kiss. Jason and I chatted about ordinary stuff, but with Neil now gone it did seem a bit odd. All of our earlier conversations had been part and parcel of his role as my first partner in this new lifestyle. But now we were standing around in our family home, talking about everyday stuff like school absence reports and his supplier problems. 
 And it felt like we’d crossed some boundary. We’d crossed from the world of fantasy into reality. Jason was no longer just some big black guy with a huge cock, only there for our sexual gratification. 
 Standing there discussing domestic and work stuff, he was a real, living, breathing person. With the same kind of day-to-day concerns and issues as Neil and I had. Maybe that’s why it felt strangely more intimate. Our fantasy world had just jumped the ‘species barrier’, over into our real lives. Hell, I’d be giving my sweet little seven-year-olds cardboard characters made by a man who’d fucked me, while my husband watched and played with himself. 
 As we left the house, I was thinking about this barrier we’d just crossed, and all I could bring myself to do was give Jason a very chaste goodbye kiss on the cheek. Last night, I’d asked him to pull out of me and spray his hot semen all over my face. But today, anything more than a chaste kiss seemed wrong. This was Neil's and my real world, not some fantasy. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 The kids loved the assorted characters we’d prepared, although they did laugh at the ‘funny looking ones’. They knew Neil helped me, and one little girl called Cynthia asked me if it was me or Mr. Green who made the ‘funny looking ones’. As a rule, I never lie to the kids, and so I had to tell Cynthia ‘my friend Jason’ had made these strange looking Turkeys and Indians. Little Cynthia told me I shouldn’t ‘use Jason again’ as he was ‘not as good as Mr. Green’! Out of the mouths of babes… 
 Later that evening, as Neil and I cuddled up on the sofa, he chuckled when I told him about little Cynthia. He joked it was about time he won one contest with Jason. The weather was particularly bad, and It felt good to be snuggled up with my loving husband as the wind and rain beat on the windows. 
 We were lying together with my back against Neil’s chest. It felt good to have my husband’s arms around me, enjoying some little piece of our old, comfortable life. Of the last seven days, I’d spent all or some of the day with Jason on five of those days. Neil and I alone together felt good. The safe, comfortable world that I loved. 
 Neil has very warm hands, and as we talked I was enjoying their warmth as his hands rested on my tummy. After a while, I felt Neil’s hands go higher until he was caressing the front of my boobs through the silky fabric of my bra. I moaned appreciatively, turned to look at him with my eyes telling my husband I wanted him to take me to bed As we lay and kissed in bed, I pulled back the duvet and kissed my way down to Neil’s crotch. 
 I took him in my mouth and smiled as he sighed. I love giving Neil head, knowing how he enjoys it, and enjoying the sense of power it gives me over him. As my head started bobbing up and down, I couldn’t help but compare the two cocks I’d enjoyed this last week. I loved Neil’s cock. I loved sucking it and I loved the feeling of it sliding into me as we made love. 
 As I sucked my man, I couldn’t help but this about the differences between the two cocks in my life, and the differences I felt when I fellated them. Jason’s cock was about twice as long and twice as thick as Neil’s cock, which strangely excited both Neil and me. It was so manly, it’s size conveying power and virility. The whole length of Neil’s cock fitted snugly in my mouth. 
 With Jason, I struggled to take more than a few inches. Giving oral sex to my two men, my whole mindset was very different. With Neil, it was a tender, loving act for my life partner. With Jason, it felt like I was worshipping his huge phallus. A necessary act of worship before I could receive my reward, the amazing sex as that huge cock stretched me and reached new places in me. 
 I suddenly wanted to feel Neil’s cock inside me – to be physically united with my husband. I pulled my mouth off his cock and straddled him. In one smooth movement, I sank all the way down onto his cock. I couldn’t stop myself thinking about the difference between riding the two different cocks. I felt incredibly guilty, and Neil must have picked up on something in my expression. 
 “It’s okay, honey. I know what you’re thinking, and I promise you it’s okay.” Then he confused me, as he started grinning. “Last night, watching the two of you together, I was thinking he might have your pussy, but I’ve got your heart!” 
 I smiled at this wonderful man. What had I done to deserve such a wonderfully generous and unselfish husband? I kissed my darling and gently lifted his hands to my breasts. From when we first started dating, Neil has always loved my big breasts, even more so as they’ve got bigger with motherhood. This was my way of telling my husband just how much I loved him. I slowly lifted my pussy up and down Neil’s five-inch cock, letting him enjoy the texture and squeezing from my pussy. 
 The dreamy look on Neil’s face told me how much he loved being inside me and loved the way my pussy was massaging his cock. As we looked deeply into one another’s eyes, we were connected at the deepest level. Two people who’d fallen in love, shared the joys and strains of raising children and grown to be truly one. 
 Neil knew I was deliberately teasing and tormenting him, as I refused to speed up my hips as I rode him. After a few minutes, my loving husband lost patience and grabbed me in his arms, rolling over so I was now underneath him. My smile told him I loved his take control attitude. Passion replaced tenderness as we hungrily kissed and Neil’s hips pumped his cock in and out of me. He may not have stretched me or been as deep as Jason, but I loved this man. Neil was now sweating as he serviced his woman, as his body pumped up and down between my thighs. 
 I hugged him tightly and locked my legs around the small of his back, my look and actions telling him to do me as fast and hard as he liked. Despite everything that had happened, I was his woman. He might not have the big body or huge cock of Jason, but he had my heart and I loved feeling him in me. 
 I whispered into my darling’s ear, “Come on baby, harder, deeper. Imagine you’ve got a huge cock. Go on, stick it in, push it deep. Come on, honey, do me like you want to! Like you watched Jason do me!” 
 I knew Neil and his fantasies, and my words drove him to new heights, as he imagined he had a big cock like Jason, and he pumped me as hard as his body would let him. And it felt good, so good. We’d never made love with this passion and intensity before. The porn we’d watched had been one thing, but after everything with Jason, Neil was slamming into me like never before. 
 I loved it. “Come on, honey, give it to me good. Do me like the little slut I am. Go on, harder, harder.” My words trailed off as my nails worked Neil’s ass and back. He was really sweating and panting now, hammering me as hard as he could. I clung to my man, as his hips slapped hard against mine and he kissed and bit my neck and ears. My own excitement was building and building, and we came together as we both cried out and Neil shot his load deep into my pussy. 
 Shattered from his exertions, my forty-nine-year-old husband collapsed on top of me. He was breathing with such exaggerated gulps of air I was a bit worried. But as his breathing calmed down, I was able to relax. He rolled off to the side and looked at me with a mix of love and pride. 
 Seeing this look of pride, I joked with him, “Wow, honey, where did that come from? You were going so fast I thought you were going to have a heart attack!” 
 “There’s life in the old dog yet!” he declared with a smirk. 
 I lifted myself and hugged him tightly, only breaking off to look into his eyes and kiss him. “I love you so much, darling. That was amazing! We haven’t made love like that in a long time.” 
 Honestly, as he smiled at me, my wonderful husband reminded me of a schoolboy who’s just had a star pinned to his lapel. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 A little later, as we cuddled in our post-sex bliss, Neil’s phone buzzed with an incoming message. “Hey guys, just wanted to say thanks for a great night. Hope the kids enjoyed Uncle Jason’s high-quality handiwork! Neil, I’ve got tickets to the Nets game on Sunday. What do ya say? You can even bring Claire if you want! Thanks again, J.’ 
 Smiling at Neil, I laughed, “If only Jason knew what the kids really thought of his ‘high-quality handiwork’. He’d be devastated.” Switching subject, I told him, “Honey, you should go. You’ve not been to see the Nets in forever. You should take Jason up on his offer.” 
 “Would that be okay with you, honey? It would be nice, wouldn’t it? And I enjoyed last night with him in the bar.” 
 I could tell Neil wanted to go, so I nudged him. “Come on, honey, text him back and say yes!” 
 Neil hesitated momentarily, “Okay, but what about you. Do you want to come? You’re not really a big fan.” 
 “Yeah, that’s true. But maybe it’s about time I showed some interest in my man’s hobbies and pastimes!” I said with a smirk. 
 “Which man would that be then? Your old man, who you nearly just half killed, or your new man?” my husband shot back with a wicked glint. There was no answer to that. 
 The next few days leading up to the game were pretty uneventful, and when Sunday afternoon arrived I was surprised at how much I enjoyed the Nets game. The whole atmosphere and spectacle were great. And the post-match activities were very pleasant as well! Jason and I had last enjoyed each five days ago, so I was more than ready to enjoy my lover and his big black cock again. It was a very happy lady who snuggled up next to her husband as we headed home, having received my ‘Jason refill’ and now ready to face another busy week. 
 Looking back as Neil and I share our story, that Sunday night marks the moment when we really started settling into our new lifestyle and relationship with Jason. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 Over the next weeks, we settled into a routine with our lives having three interlocking parts. Our working lives which we loved and found fulfilling. Our marriage and time spent just the two of us together. And then we had the new part of our life. Our three-way relationship with Jason, of which Neil and Jason’s budding friendship was an unexpected but pleasant part. 
 I teased Neil about this budding ‘bromance’, but actually, I was pleased for him. He had plenty of ‘acquaintances’, but few genuine male friends. The fact Neil was spending time with Jason made my life easier, and happily meant Jason was around more often to see to my womanly needs! 
 Throughout November and December, Neil and Jason always watched the Nets games together. They went to all the home games, and they’d watch the road games together as well. If the boys knew I was busy, they’d enjoy the game in a bar with a couple of beers. If I was free that evening, then it would be at our place or Jason’s. After the game, Jason and I would provide the post-match entertainment for my loving husband. If it was a Friday or Saturday, then we’d all spend the night together, normally with the three of us sharing a bed when Jason and I had worn each other out. 
 All three of us were getting more and more comfortable with our new three-way relationship. I’m honestly not sure who was enjoying the situation with Jason more, Neil or me! Neil loved watching Jason and me together, getting a big kick from the size of Jason’s huge cock and how I responded to both the cock and the man. 
 Jason would normally stay the night, and the next day Neil and I would make love and afterwards my kinky husband would tell me all of his favourite bits from the night before. The way Neil told it, he loved virtually every second Jason and I were together. From the first passionate or tender kisses, when we greeted each other. Through that special moment when Jason penetrated me with his huge cock and I slowly accepted all ten-inches of his manhood. 
 Through my cries and shrieks of orgasm, to the moment that I clung to Jason as he spat his scalding cum deep into my pussy. And then the quiet, sweet nothings and loving gaze between Jason and me as we enjoyed those special post-sex moments. After each visit from Jason, Neil would let me know just how much he enjoyed watching every moment and every little detail. 
 And if my loving hubby was enjoying Jason’s visits, I wasn’t far behind! After twenty-four years of just being with Neil, to have a new and different man to make love with was wonderful. And the fact that the man was a six-foot, five-inch black Adonis, who was an amazing lover and blessed with a huge cock just made the whole thing even more special for me. 
 I felt like I was floating on cloud nine as November came and we went into December. I was spending two or three nights a week with Jason and our lovemaking just got more and more wonderful as we got more in tune in with each other and what we did and didn’t like. I loved the quiet evenings when Jason wasn’t around and Neil and I made love and talked. But the two or three evenings in the week when Jason and I made love were something else. 
 Everything about him and about the excitement of a new relationship was perfect. I loved the size and strength of his body, the feeling of being stretched wide and taken so deep and the wonderful feeling when I felt his hot seed shoot into my body. And afterwards, the soft kisses and pillow-talk we shared were just as special. 
 In my more reflective moments, I thought about how my life had changed these last few weeks. Before, sex had been something that only came as part of a bigger package when I loved someone. For the last twenty-four years, that person was Neil. But over the last weeks, I’d discovered that sex and love could be separated. I had two sex partners, but only one man I loved. 
 Neil and I often talked about how things were going, to check the other was still okay. We discussed the whole sex versus love thing. I continued to be open with Neil about the closeness Jason and I felt for each other, but reassured him I wasn’t in love with Jason or anything like that. But as we were spending so much time together, and were sharing such intimacy, it was inevitable we’d become close. Neil was okay with this, and we both agreed that we always need to remain open, both about the physical and emotional side of the relationship. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 Our get-togethers were always in the privacy of one of our homes. But unbeknownst to me, Neil and Jason had plans to take things to the next level – displaying my relationship with Jason in public, similar to our very first meeting. 
 It was Friday afternoon, around ten days before Christmas I think. I had an inkling Neil was up to something. He and Jason, his new best buddy, had met-up a couple of nights ago to watch the Nets beat the Lakers. 
 Neil had called me lunch-time to ask if it was okay for Jason to come for dinner and watch the Nets game afterwards. And then he added a cryptic comment – that he and Jason had a surprise for me. I tried to get him to spill the beans, but my sweet husband said I’d have to wait until later to find out. 
 Not being a Wall St. wage slave like my husband, Jason arrived before Neil got home. With Neil not in the house, the newly reformed Jason was on best behaviour. There were definitely one or two looks of raw desire that passed between us, but he didn’t try anything on. Although I caught him looking lustfully at my ass and boobs when he thought I wasn’t looking. Jason actually helped me prepare the meal, telling me that as a divorced guy living alone, he missed family meals and was happy to help out. 
 After the meal, we all settled down to watch the game. The boys got quite riled up, as the Nets were neck and neck with Orlando until the last quarter when the Nets let the match get away from them. 
 I had tried to concentrate on the game, but my mind was more on what might happen later between Jason and me later, and also on the surprise Neil had mentioned, but refused to describe. I was hoping this poor sex-starved girl could get some male attention when the stupid game was over. 
 When the game had finally finished, Neil and Jason looked at each other with a conspiratorial air. Jason then went out and returned with a wrapped present. He also handed me an envelope. 
 “These are for you Claire, as a little thank you for the last few weeks. The envelope’s got three tickets for tonight, to a hot new dance club. And the present is a dress Neil and I chose, which we’d love you to wear to the club tonight.” Jason paused to see my reaction. 
 I was beaming like a little girl on her birthday. It was the end of a long week at school, and so far, I’d precious little romantic attention this evening. What’s the point of having two men in the house if all they’re going to do is watch the game? But finally, it looked like Cinderella would go to the ball! 
 I wrapped my arms around Jason’s thick neck and stood on tiptoes to give him a kiss on the lips. I’d only meant it to be a small ‘thank you kiss’, but our pent-up desire soon turned it into a hot and raunchy kiss, as our need for each other exploded. 
 I suddenly felt guilty, but looking over at Neil I saw he had a huge grin on his face. “Show some restraint woman! However much you want to, you can’t fuck our guest yet, Not until we’ve been to the club and you’ve tried out the dress Jason kindly bought for you!” 
 I grinned and blushed at the same time, before hugging my sweetheart and excitedly running upstairs to try on my new party dress. Normally I’m the kind of person who unwraps presents slowly and carefully, but this one got ripped open in record time. 
 When I saw the dress Jason and Neil had chosen, I didn’t know whether to be excited, offended or frightened. It was the kind of dress the old Claire would never have worn, not even in the privacy of our own bedroom at home. This dress was bad and exciting in some many different ways. 
 Made of black lycra, it was incredibly tight on my body, with the shape of my nipples clearly visible through the thin fabric. The skirt only came down about four inches below my crotch, with most of my right thigh visible through a thin lattice web. The skirt ended just above my waist, with my tummy fully on display. The top only covered the outside of my breasts, back, and arms. The most striking feature of the dress was how it put my big boobs on display, for everyone in the club to enjoy. My cleavage and all of my breasts inside my nipples would be on show, only covered by a thin web of lattice. 
 I guessed many other women at the club might be wearing equally revealing dressed. But most of them would be young hotties in their teens or twenties, not forty-three-year-old school teachers with two grown-up daughters! 
 As I looked at myself in the mirror, I felt my nipples hardening and I realized that despite my fears, I wanted to wear this dress for Jason and Neil. Before these last few days, I’d have run a mile rather than wear something like this. But this last week had changed me, and despite my fears, I wanted to display my body for my guys, and anyone else in the club who wanted to look! Pulling my top left and right to arrange my big boobs, I realized just how fast my sexuality was developing. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 As we climbed into the Uber, Neil smiled wickedly and opened the door for me to sit in the back with Jason. “I love you, honey. You’ve been mine for the last few nights. Tonight, you’re Jason’s. I know how much you want each other, baby. I want you to forget me and just have fun with Jason tonight. Okay?” 
 I looked into my husband’s excited eyes, and at that moment I realized just how much he’d grown to love this game of sharing me with Jason. Yes, we’d had a false start with some pain, but now he trusted Jason he was brimming over with excitement. Ecstatic to hand me over to another man for the evening. A man nearly a foot taller than him, sixteen years younger and with a cock twice the size of his. We’d only started exploring websites six months ago, but looking at Neil’s flushed cheeks I knew he was hugely hooked on our new game. 
 I kissed him softly on the cheek, looked into his eyes and playfully squeezed the front of his pants. My voice was sultry and shaky as I told him, “If that’s what you want, baby, then yes, I’m Jason’s tonight. Tonight he’s my man and I’m his woman. You can have me back tomorrow baby when he’s fucked your woman good and put his seed in your woman!” 
 I saw Neil’s Adam's apple as he swallowed, my words only increasing his sky-high excitement. 
 As we rode the thirty minutes to the club, at first Jason and I were remarkably restrained and sweet in our coupledom in the back of the Uber. Jason put his huge black arm around me and pulled me close, and it felt so good, not having had any physical contact with him for three days. I was just happy to snuggle against his manly frame, my head nestled on his powerful chest, as we occasionally kissed. But after a while, Jason put his lips against my ear so only he and I knew what was being said. 
 “I’ve really missed you, Claire, baby. You’re all mine tonight. I’m going to make the most of it before I have to give you back to Neil.” 
 Jason’s eyes burned with a mix of tenderness and a roaring fire of need to physically possess me. Seeing the look in his eyes took me right back to that first weekend. It was the mix of an emotional connection and his need to have and to own me physically. It thrilled me, making my nipples harder and my pussy damp, but it also frightened me, as it reminded me how Neil had been hurt then. 
 But I’m little ashamed to admit my need for Jason was as strong as his need for me, so I pushed my fears to the back of my mind. After all, Neil had given me to Jason for the whole night and I knew how he was looking forward to seeing me with Jason again. 
 As the Uber sped across town, Jason turned my head and kissed me in a way that took my breath away. Even on that first weekend, he’d not kissed me like that or had such an intense look in his eyes. And each time we kissed, and I looked into those demanding dark eyes, my excitement and my fear ratcheted up. 
 My emotions weren’t helped as I felt Jason’s thick black fingers nudge the gusset of my panties to one side, as he gently stroked my love lips and tickled my clit. Jason saw the way my eyes fluttered and my breathing quickened. And he smiled and carried on tormenting me, whispering, “That’s just a down-payment on what I’m going to do to you later tonight Mrs. Green!” 
 And I knew I was in for an amazing night, as my black lover planned to take me and use me as his sex toy tonight. Not that I was complaining. I’d enjoyed two nights with my gentle and loving husband, and now I wanted to be possessed by this six-foot, five-inch man mountain. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 When we got to the club, Jason wasted no time in dragging me out onto the dance floor, as Neil happily sat there watching. At first, I tried to look across at Neil every so often, to involve him and let him know I was still thinking of him. But as things got more and more heated between Jason and me, I didn’t remember to look across at Neil. I knew this would hurt him, but I consoled myself knowing it also excited him at the same time. 
 The club was dark and the music loud. As Jason led me by the hand to the dance floor, I noticed many of the women were dressed as provocatively as me, and many of them were engaged in pretty heavy make-out sessions with their dance partners. As we started dancing, it felt good to have Jason’s strong arms around my waist and to be able to gaze up into his handsome face. 
 Tuesday night in our home with Neil present had felt safe and fun, but the vibe tonight was of something much more primal and urgent. We were back on Jason’s territory. The only difference was Neil had willingly given me to Jason tonight. He wouldn’t have to take me from Neil, with all of that angst and heartache that had caused. 
 My revealing black lattice dress came with matching five-heels, but I still had to crane my neck a good five inches to kiss Jason’s soft lips. At first, his hands were gentle and tender, but then his lips moved to my neck and ears and I sighed with Pleasure. As I felt his lips and warm breath on my ear, I heard his whispered instruction, “Pull your skirt up a little Claire, baby!” 
 I hesitated, the skirt barely covered my pussy at the moment. Raising it even a couple of inches would leave my damp panties dangerously visible. But seeing the way Jason looked at me, I overcame my worries and raised it as he told me. His hot breath was still in my ear, “Thank,s baby, I want to get you nice and wet for later.” 
 As he spoke, I felt Jason’s fingers return to my pussy. First stroking my lips, then tickling my bud again, and finally one and then a second finger rhythmically probing my pussy. I’d totally forgotten we were in a public place, as I clung tightly to my black lover as he reamed my pussy to get me ready for his huge cock. I felt my excitement rising, and sensing this Jason just speeded up until I came – clinging to him and biting my lip to avoid crying out. 
 As I orgasmed, I slowly came down from my climax, I loosened my arms gripping my lover’s neck and looked pleadingly at Jason. He smiled like a pusher who’s won another addict, knowing my eyes were pleading to feel him deep inside me. 
 His warm breath returned to my ear. “You know, one of my boys dropped my car earlier. Neil wants me to take you outside, and do you like the little tramp you are!” 
 Shit. This was so hot. The whole set-up. My loving husband looking on. Jason and Neil conspiring to play out these fantasy games. But not in the safety of our home. In this public place, not twenty miles from where we lived and worked. 
 I was physically shaking as I let Jason lead me by out of the club. As I walked past Neil, I looked at him, as if to say ‘sorry’. But my husband’s face burned with excitement as he looked straight back at me, and I realized I had absolutely nothing to apologize for. My husband of twenty-years had given me to Jason tonight, and he knew what the consequence would be. 
 When we got to the car park I saw Jason’s customized black Escalade parked in a dark corner, away from all the lights. As we reached the car, I expected to hear the car being unlocked. But instead, I felt Jason’s huge hands on my hips as he effortlessly lifted me up onto the hood. 
 Without saying a word, Jason kissed me with the same breathless intensity as earlier. His hands pulled the fabric of my top slightly to the side, exposing my hard nipples for any passerby to see. His action acted like an alarm in my brain. I panicked as I suddenly realized why he’d had his car parked in the darkest corner of the car park. He didn’t intend to fuck me inside the privacy of his car. He intended to fuck me in public, on the hood of his Escalade. 
 “No, Jason, not here!” I pleaded in desperation, my eyes imploring him not to do me here. 
 “Claire, baby, don’t play coy. Your hard nipples and your wet pussy are giving you away. You want this as much as I do,” Jason’s deep voice intoned. 
 He’d got his huge cock free, and with my short skirt barely covering my hips, Jason started working his cockhead up and down my love lips, teasing me into submission. I begged him again, but his answer shocked me and stifled my protests. “Quiet Claire, baby, this is my thank you present to Neil for the other night. This was his idea. He told me that the kind of woman who loves cum being shot on her face would probably love to be taken on top of a car hood in a public car park!” 
 Jason’s words overloaded my world. I burned with embarrassment, knowing Neil had seen me begging Jason to cum on my face the other night. And the other side of my brain went into meltdown at the thought that my loving husband now wanted to see me become even more of a slut. Being done in public, over the hood of my black lover’s car. 
 I was paralyzed by these twin bombshells. All the fight and objections had gone out of me as I realized this was what they both wanted, and I submitted as Jason slid his ten-inch monster slowly deep into my pussy. 
 Fully embedded in the depths of my tummy, he stroked my cheek. “Isn’t that better Claire? Isn’t that what you wanted? Who cares if anyone sees us, sugar?” 
 I gave myself fully to the pleasure of savouring his huge cock, sawing in and out of me with slow, deep strokes. My worries about being seen took a distant second place to the primal pleasures Jason was giving me. I had a large, muscular man kissing me as if I was the only woman in the world – as his huge cock stretched me wide and stimulated the very depths of my love channel. 
 At that moment, that was all the mattered. I didn’t care about being seen. I didn’t care about my husband. All I cared about was the man deep in my body, whispering sweet nothings to me as he took me as he pleased. 
 My body was soon wracked with the first of many orgasms, and I bit down on Jason’s shoulder to stop myself screaming. Jason was a machine, as he slowed and then built me up again. This time he teased me by holding me just on the edge, not letting me cum, until finally he took pity and allowed me my climax. 
 Out of the corner of my eye, I was aware of a figure in the shadows, and I realized it was Neil who’d come to the car park to watch. He was looking at me and Jason with a strange, lustful look on his face. As if he was imaging himself in Jason’s place between my legs. The light was poor, but I could see his hand moving. Shit. What if we both got arrested for lewd behaviour? That would look great at my school and his bank! 
 But as Jason made me pant and sob through another climax, I didn’t care. All I cared about was my lover and the amazing things he was doing to my body. At that moment, a switch flipped in my brain, and I pulled myself up and managed to whisper in Jason’s ear. 
 Jason grinned manically at my suggestion. “Remind me never to get on your wrong side, baby.” 
 I led my new man over to my husband, who suddenly looked confused. This hadn’t been part of Neil’s plan. The heat and energy between us was amazing as I kissed him gently on the lips, and then with pure wickedness whispered in his ear. “Baby, if you wanted to see just what a tramp I can be, you should have just asked me!” 
 And with that, I turned away from Neil and addressed the man who owned me tonight. “Come on, Jason, mark your territory baby. Show Neil who owns me tonight, just like you did the other night in Neil’s house.” 
 I smiled inwardly as I saw Neil’s reaction, and knelt on my knees and waited for Jason to mark me, by spraying his manly seed all over my pretty face. He wasn’t long, as he wanked that huge uncut cock until his hot seed was all over my face, in my hair and even in my eyes. When I judged my lover had nothing more to give me, I got him to help me up off my knees. 
 And then I placed my cum-covered face inches from Neil’s, smiled at him and asked, “Is that slutty enough for you darling? Is that what you wanted to watch the mother of your girls do in a public car park, with her black lover?” 
 I didn’t expect an answer from Neil, and while he was still in shock, I delivered the coup de grâce to my scheming husband. I smiled sweetly and kissed him on the lips. We both now had Jason’s cum on our faces. I pulled back to check I’d not given Neil a heart attack, and then put my head by his ear and whispered, “I love you baby, but that’s payback for making me wear this dress and telling Jason to fuck me in the car park. Now we’re even, honey.” 
 As our eyes met, Neil could see my love for him, but he also knew two could play at this game. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 I discreetly asked Jason to give me some time alone with Neil, and after we’d cleaned up a little, I hugged my husband and asked him if he was ok. 
 He still looked shell-shocked, and barely able to talk. “Where did that come from, honey?” he asked in a barely audible rasp. 
 I shrugged my shoulders, “I’m honestly not sure, honey. I guess we’re both finding out new things about ourselves every time we play.” 
 Neil just looked at me, and I could he was slowly recovering from his shock. We both still had the smell of Jason’s dried cum on our faces, but neither of us cared, as we kissed and looked lovingly at each other. 
 Neil broke the tension, asking, “I wonder what the teachers or the PTA would say if they saw you now, honey?” 
 Neil and I walked hand-in-hand back towards the club, spotting Jason sitting with two other guys. 
 The two guys were Lewis and Tyrell, who worked for Jason. Tyrell looked to be a young guy in his early twenties, with facial tattoos like Jason, but with facial piercings added for good measure. Lewis was a little older, maybe mid-twenties. He was absolutely huge, standing a good four or five inches taller than Jason’s six-foot, five-inches. 
 Jason soon pulled me back on to the dance floor, and now that my handsome bull had cum in me he was calmer and altogether more romantic as we danced. Holding me closely, as we occasionally kissed. I knew what this must have looked like to Jason’s buddies, but after everything else I’d done earlier, this seemed the least of my worries. By now I was beyond caring about who might see what, and what they might think about me. 
 After a few dances, Jason suggested we all go back to his place, telling me he wanted to fuck me properly. Maybe not the most romantic thing a girl wants to hear, but I smiled at my lover to let him know that sounded just fine to me. 
 As we headed back to the table, I could see Jason’s buddies and Neil were deep in discussion. From his reaction, Neil already knew of Jason’s plan and was on-board with it. But when he saw Lewis and Tyrell pile into an Uber which followed behind ours, Neil did look a bit surprised. 
 “Jason, are you friends coming back to the condo?” my husband nervously asked. 
 “Sure. Is that a problem?” Jason asked. 
 Neil paused, finally answering, “I guess I’m okay with it, as long as Claire’s okay with it.” 
 Jason turned to look at me, “What do you think, sugar? The guys are just going to be in the lounge chilling out, while you and me get comfortable in the bedroom. Are you cool with that, babe?” 
 In the club, my inhibitions had been lowered by the heat and noise and the sights and sounds of so many other couples making out. But here in the quiet of the Uber, I suddenly felt nervous about having sex with Jason, while two of his buddies were only feet away in the lounge. 
 I was suddenly in a panic. A big part of me wasn’t comfortable with this, but a bigger part of me was desperate to be in Jason’s bed as soon as possible. I was torn, and I was edging towards to saying ‘no’ when my kinky husband nudged me in the other direction. 
 Turning around to look at me and looking hyper-excited, Neil told me, “Baby, it’s your call. But it would be kinda hot for you and Jason to be making out while his pals can hear you in the throes of passion. But if you’re not comfortable with it...” 
 And with that, the die was cast and once again I went along with the games Jason and Neil wanted to play with me that evening. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 When we got to Jason’s place, he spent the bare minimum of time being the good host to Neil and his two buddies. 'The drinks are there. The remote’s over there. See you in an hour or two.' That kind of thing. 
 And then the door to his bedroom was well and truly closed, as the public games and make-out session came to an end and Jason and I finally had some privacy. 
 And for the next hour or so, we made sweet love. It was very different from the games we’d played earlier. Games constructed by my husband and Jason. This was now two people with a connection making love. And it felt wonderful as Jason took me to the heights of ecstasy. Giving myself totally to him, I had to control myself to avoid declaring my love him. 
 Although we did have a deep connection, I didn’t love him. But when I made love to Neil, I was used to declaring my love for him, and sometimes it was a struggle not to use the same words with Jason. Especially as he brought me to climax after climax until I was drained and came a final time as I received his hot juices into my body. We didn’t talk about it, but I got the strong feeling Jason was also having to control what he said, just like I was. 
 When we’d recovered, Jason took me by surprise, telling me, “Come on, honey, let’s throw some clothes on and join Neil and the boys in the lounge.” 
 The human mind is a strange thing, and despite everything I’d done with Jason tonight, it felt strange to socialize with these two young guys, with them knowing what had happened just now between Jason and me. 
 Jason saw my hesitation. “It’s okay, Claire, I get it. Trust me on this. They’re good guys. They’re not going to say anything. And if they do, hey, I’ll fire them!” he added with a deep belly laugh. 
 I allowed him to persuade me, and five minutes later I’d put on the only clothes I had, my slutty black lattice dress, and was cuddling with my husband in his armchair as Jason topped up everyone’s drinks. 
 As Jason sat on the opposite side of the room, Neil whispered to me, “I love having you in my arms, baby, but remember you’re Jason’s date tonight.” 
 The look I gave him asked ‘are you sure honey?’ and Neil’s wistful smile told me he wanted me to carry on the game and we weren’t done for the night yet. Giving him a gentle and tender kiss, I got off my husband’s lap and walked over to sit with Neil. 
 As the five of us sat talking, it felt like we’d crossed another barrier. It was one thing for Neil to give me to Jason in the dark and furtive anonymity of a club. But it seemed altogether more significant for him to do it this social setting – in front of Jason’s friends. 
 But my kinky husband had one final twist in his imaginative mind. It was about three a.m. when Lewis and Tyrell declared they were beat and were heading home. As they readied to go, Neil called out, “Hold up, time for me to head home to.” 
 His choice of words was very deliberate, signalling to me and everyone else that he’d be leaving me here with Jason for the night. I was about to check with Neil that he was really okay with this, but before I could speak Jason chimed in, “Thanks, man. I’ll drop Claire home in the morning.” 
 And suddenly my desire to double-check with Neil disappeared. If this was what he wanted, I’d happily spend the night in bed with my new man. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 I finally arrived home just before mid-day on Saturday. Jason and I had slept little that night. Alternating between making love and talking through the night, like teenage lovers. I think we finally grabbed some sleep around five a.m. before I was woken a few hours later by the aroma of fresh coffee and the feel of Jason’s lips sucking at my nipple. We did have breakfast – but I was Jason’s main morning meal, as he took me twice more. We even had a very steamy session in the shower – something Neil and I hadn’t done for many a year. 
 As he dropped me home, I gave Jason a lingering kiss, grateful our drive offered privacy from the prying eyes of our neighbours. 
 Neil welcomed me back home with a big kiss and hugged me tightly as if he was scared of losing me or was checking I really was back. He then spent most of the day pampering me, which was just as well as I was worn out from all the sex between Jason and me. 
 We talked about the evening with Jason, both of us hyper-keen to make sure that the other was okay after my slutty behaviour in the club and also afterwards at Jason’s place. I told Neil that at first I’d been shocked by the dress and by his plan for Jason to take me on the hood of his car. But that once I’d adjusted to it, I enjoyed the excitement of new things and acting so outrageously in public. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 Later Saturday evening, Neil and I were discussing our Christmas plans, which felt a bit soulless this year as we knew both daughters planned to spend the holidays at their boyfriends’ family homes. 
 Our planning for Christmas was interrupted when Neil received a text from Jason. “Hi Neil, I’ve got Joshua for the day tomorrow. Does Claire have any good ideas on what to do with a tech-addicted six-year-old?” 
 When Neil showed me the message I suddenly remembered I had some comp tickets to a nearby petting zoo. The boys exchanged a couple more texts and agreed Jason would pick up the tickets early Sunday morning. 
 It was only when Jason came to pick them up that my husband read the small print, “You do know the conditions state the named party has to be in the visiting group!” 
 We all had that sinking feeling. Adults are always telling kids to ‘read the instructions’ and ‘take your time’. And we’d done neither, with the result that a six-year-old’s day had just been ruined. Just before Neil had given everyone the bad news, Jason had been telling us how excited Joshua was. And even his ex-wife Hannah was impressed, as apparently, he didn’t have a great record in keeping Joshua entertained on his custody days. 
 I hesitated to mention it, but the only solution seemed to be for Neil and me to accompany Jason and his son to the petting zoo. I took Neil aside to discuss it just between the two of us. I honestly didn’t know how Neil would respond to my idea. Would he be upset, as it would eat into our time together? Or would he be excited at another opportunity for us to spend time with Jason, even in this innocent family setting? 
 In the end, his response wasn’t one I didn’t predict. I’d thought if I had to go along as the ‘named party’, that Neil would come along too. But as it turns out, he claimed pressure of work but told me to go and keep Jason and Joshua company. As I looked at him, Neil could see I was suspicious, and he held his hands up in that ‘who me’ gesture. 
 “Honestly, baby, I’m not making it up. If we’re going to go to the game later, I’ve got mountains of work I need to get done. If I work fast, I might be able to join you guys for the last hour.” 
 My expression told Neil I still wasn’t entirely convinced, but after a little more discussion I gave him a farewell peck on the cheek and jumped into the passenger seat beside Jason. 
 As we drove to Brooklyn to pick up Joshua, the conversation was very normal and run-of-the-mill. This was Jason in ‘dad mode’ and I guess neither of us wanted to discuss the events of last night. 
 Hannah, Jason’s ex, was dropping Joshua off at around 09:30, so we could be there when the zoo opened at 10 a.m. As we waited for Hannah and Joshua to arrive, it was Jason who broke the ice, reaching across and putting his hand on mine. “I really enjoyed last night, Claire. I’m really glad we’ve got this whole situation between us all back on track. I’d love it if we can spend more time together, like yesterday and last Tuesday.” 
 As he told me this, Jason was looking into my eyes with a serious expression. With Neil not here, I felt a bit guilty as I squeezed Jason’s large hand and told him I felt the same way. 
 We held each other’s gaze for several seconds, and were on the point of a slow, sensuous kiss – but then the moment was shattered by the sound of a car horn, as a BMW soft top pulled up behind Jason’s black Escalade. 
 As we got out of the car, I saw a sweet looking six-year-old boy who looked the spitting image of Jason and a very sexy black lady who was about the same age and height as me. She was dressed in a tight red top that accentuated her large boobs, a short black mini-skirt, and matching heels. I was surprised to see Hannah appeared to be the same age as me. 
 From the way Jason talked about their relationship and marriage, I’d always assumed she was a similar age to him. Jason had told me she was a realtor, and she gave me her best ‘1000 watt’ realtor smile as we exchanged hellos, Hannah immediately thanked me for arranging the tickets and the day. Looking across at Jason, she teased him, saying Joshua’s typical day with his Dad was a burger and a movie! 
 I was slightly thrown when Hannah fixed me with one of those high-intensity smiles and told me, ‘nice to finally meet you, Claire, I’ve heard a lot about you.’ I blushed and wanted the earth to swallow me up. What exactly had Jason told his ex-wife about me? 
 ‘Likewise,’ was about all I managed to splutter by way of a reply. As Jason checked Joshua had everything he needed, the little boy turned to his mum and asked, “Aren’t you coming to the zoo too, mummy?” 
 I was about to learn that Jason’s ex, who was a perfectly nice woman in many ways, but that she was also a world-class game-player. As her son looked at her, she turned to me with an expression that spoke volumes. ‘Come on sister, are you going to say no to a cute little boy from a broken home?’ - or at least, that’s how I read the look she gave me. 
 Game, set and match. Three minutes later, Hannah and Joshua were sat in the back of the Escalade as we headed North from Brooklyn to the petting zoo. 
 Walking around the zoo, Jason paired up with his young son, taking great joy in showing him how to pet the animals and telling the inquisitive six-year-old all about each type of animal. 
 As an experienced teacher, I’d been around more zoos than I care to remember, and so Hannah and I just hung back and chatted. It didn’t take Hannah long to turn the topic to my relationship with Jason. 
 “So, sister, I understand you’re Jason’s new squeeze! That you guys hooked up of one of those internet sex sites!” As she said this, she smiled, enjoying the reaction she got as I spluttered on my coffee. 
 When I’d recovered, and aware I was blushing a deep shade of red, I mumbled something like, “I guess.” 
 Hannah seemed to be enjoying my discomfort, gently twisting the knife with her follow-up. “So you and your hubby are one of those couples who ‘like to play’? Your hubby likes to watch you with other guys? Well, live and let live, I say. Whatever floats your boat.” 
 I have absolutely no idea why, but I found myself almost explaining myself and Neil to this woman who I’d only just me. “Actually, Hannah, Neil and I are new to this kind of thing. We’ve never done anything like this before. Jason is our first….” 
 Hannah’s face broke out in a broad grin, but paradoxically there seemed to be a bit more kindness and less a desire to tease. 
 “Hell, Jason has gone and got himself a virgin couple! How about that?” she beamed at me. “Well, sister, you chose well. Jason’s ‘all man’, if you know what I mean,” she said with a lascivious grin. “I just hope that your hubby can stand the competition, coz my man’s a bit of a beast in bed.” 
 I wondered if I was ever going to stop blushing. Seeing my discomfort, Hannah eased off. “I’m only playing with you, girl, you seem like a real nice lady. I’m pleased for you and Jason. I can tell you, he’s been with some total skanks in his time. He talks a lot about you, and I’m really pleased he’s found himself a nice lady.” 
 Hearing this, it was like Hannah was describing Jason and me as a couple who were dating, and I made a mental note to ask Jason what he’d said to Hannah - about me and about our relationship. 
 Hannah was smart enough to change the topic, and she hugged my arm like I was her bestie, as we continued to trail behind Joshua and Jason. We were soon chatting about all kinds of things, and now she’d eased off giving me the third degree we had a perfectly nice time getting to know each other a little. 
 As we continued around the zoo, my phone buzzed with a message from Neil, saying he’d just arrived and asking me where we were. 
 Neil finally found us near the rabbits, kissing me as I made the introductions. There was something vaguely unsettling in the way Hannah gave Neil the once over, in the way she looked him up and down. When she’d finished assessing my husband, she turned to me and smiled in a sisterly, almost conspiratorial way. ‘Not bad, not bad at all’, her smile seemed to say. 
 I wondered if Hannah had a thing for middle-aged white guys. I certainly knew my beloved husband had a thing for big boobs, and Hannah certainly had me outgunned on this score. Nestling high and proud beneath her tight red top, they definitely looked enhanced. 
 At a guess, they were a couple of cup-sizes bigger than my 36-Cs which Neil loved so much. I had a friend at work who’d been enhanced to 34DD, and Hannah looked about the same size. I’d have to keep an eye on Neil. He’d given me freedom to play. But I wasn’t sure I was comfortable to give him the same hall pass. Especially not with a sexy fox-like Hannah, with her big boobs and her game playing. 
 We still had a few things to see, and Joshua seemed to have taken quite a shine to Neil and me. With our kids grown up, Neil and I enjoyed spending time with little Joshua. The little man delighted in walking between Neil and me, holding our hands and happily chattering away. Neil and I found it quite nostalgic, reminding us of when Amy and Caitlyn were young. 
 The day had one last trick to play on Neil and I. As we reached the end and we hit the restaurant, the conversation turned to the upcoming Christmas holidays. We said that we didn’t have any particular plans, and would most likely find it a little quiet and lonely as it was our first time without one or both girls at home. 
 Joshua excitedly told us his mummy and daddy were taking him to the family cabin up in the mountains. And then, looking thoughtful for a moment, he looked directly at me and asked, as only children can, “Claire, can you and Neil come with us, I’d like that.” 
 All four of the grown-ups laughed. 
 But before we’d even finished laughing, Hannah smiled at Neil in a very mischievous way, “You know, that’s not a bad idea. If you guys are all by yourselves, we’d love for you to come up to the cabin with us. And Joshua’s obviously smitten with you guys!” Looking first at Neil and then at me, she smiled suggestively. “After all, if it’s all cold up there, I’m sure we can think of some ways to stay warm!” 
 Turning to look directly at me, she grinned, “What do you say, Claire? All five of us could go up there, and then when junior’s safely asleep, I’m sure you and I could think of some ways to keep the boys entertained!” 
 None of us had any doubts as to what Hannah was suggesting. The day had started with an invitation to see a family-friendly petting zoo. But it had ended with an invitation of a very different kind! 
 Neil and I had a helluva a lot of talking to do when we got home, and at least one very big decision to make. 





 Chapter 8 

Neil’s view

 It was the middle of December 2016, and Claire’s relationship with Jason had now been going strong for around five or six weeks. In many ways, Jason and I were chalk and cheese, with very different lives and upbringings. But having bonded over our mutual dedication to the Brooklyn Nets, we had become good friends, hanging out to watch most of the games together. And, of course, we had a shared interest in a certain forty-three-year-old elementary school teacher. 
 Claire and Jason were typically getting together two or three times a week, and I’d grown used to seeing them together in bed, and it was still a huge turn-on for me. From what she told me, and what I saw with my own eyes, Claire was enjoying their sessions more and more, as they got more in tune with each other and what they each enjoyed most. Normally I’d watch, but sometimes I’d let them have their privacy. I was enjoying all kind of other side benefits from Claire’s relationship with Jason. She seemed to be nearly always in a good mood, had started to dress in a more sexy and revealing way and also seemed more sexually confident and adventurous. And on the nights when Jason wasn’t around, which was most nights, Claire was very loving and ‘affectionate’ to me. I’d loved the ‘pre-Jason’ Claire with all my heart and soul. The ‘post-Jason’ Claire was the same wonderful woman, but with some new added extras! What was not to like? 
 In the middle of December, Jason and I had conspired to get Claire to wear an incredibly revealing dress to a club, and with my agreement and connivance, Jason had then fucked Claire outside over the bonnet of his Cadillac. The evening had then moved on back to his condo, where Jason gave Claire a very noisy fucking just feet away from me and two of Jason’s friends in the lounge. 
 The following day, totally unplanned, Claire had accompanied Jason, his young son Joshua and his sexy ex-wife Hannah around a petting zoo. When I joined them at the end of the visit, the little boy and his mum invited us to spend Christmas with them in their cabin in the Catskills Mountains. And Hannah’s comments made it very clear that, if we accepted, she planned for our stay to be anything but platonic! 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 Hannah had dropped this bombshell on us just seven days before Christmas. When we got home from the zoo, you can guess what the first topic of conversation was. Claire raised the subject teasing me about Hannah’s none to subtle interest in me. I was making her a cup of coffee when my lovely wife sidled up behind me and I felt her arms around my waist, as she hugged me and kissed my cheek. 
 “Looks like I’ve got some competition then, honey!” 
 I turned my head, to see a smiling Claire who was obviously enjoying the joke. 
 “I won’t be hurt if you want to try the next size up, darling,” she said, cupping her breast, “After all, I’ve known you’ve been a boob man ever since we first met. And Hannah does have a pretty spectacular rack.” 
 “Ha, ha. Have you finished yet?” 
 “Oh, honey, I’ve hardly begun yet,” my beaming wife continued, “I think it’s lovely how Hannah-the-maneater has the hots for my husband. How she wants to gobble you up and spit you out!” 
 I was mildly offended by Claire implying I couldn’t cope with a ‘maneater’ like Hannah. “I’d be perfectly fine, thank you. I might even show the lovely Hannah a thing or two!” 
 Claire changed tack. “I bet you’d love to get your hands on those big tits of hers, wouldn’t you, honey?” 
 Best not to deny the obvious, I thought. “I won’t deny she’s got a nice pair, but that doesn’t mean I want to sleep with her. I’ve seen plenty of tits like that before, and somehow I’ve managed to avoid the temptation to jump their owner! I do have some level of self-control, you know.” 
 Claire kissed me softly, and looking lovingly into my eyes told me, “Honestly baby, I’m pleased Hannah made it clear she fancies you! A little bit jealous? Yeah, but mainly pleased. After all, it’s a back-handed compliment to me, saying the guy I bagged is hot.” 
 Claire kissed my cheek again, “And, honey, it makes me feel a little less guilty about all the fun Jason and I are having.” 
 When she’d eventually stopped teasing me, Claire asked, “But seriously, honey, what do you think? Does the idea of a few days with them and jumping sexy Hannah appeal to you?” 
 With the mandatory teasing out of the way, I knew Claire now wanted a serious conversation, about Hannah and Joshua’s offer. 
 Ever since Hanna’s offer, I’d been thinking about little else. And not in the way Claire or any other red-blooded man might have expected. Having thoroughly examined the idea, I had two overwhelming feelings. Firstly, from a purely physical angle, of course, I’d love to get together with Hannah. She was beautiful, sexy and had a great pair of boobs, which had always been my thing. But far more importantly, I knew this was the last thing I wanted to do in terms of my relationship with Claire. This might sounds odd, as most week’s Claire was now sleeping with Jason a couple of times a week or more. But, I was okay with that and had encouraged and enjoyed this. 
 But all of my intuition and EQ told me if I went with Hannah, it would weaken what Claire and I had. It would change what we had, a consensual wife-sharing arrangement, into something more akin to an open marriage. And that frightened me. I was happy to share Claire with Jason, and Hannah excited me physically, but I didn’t want to do anything that would weaken Claire and my commitment to each other. Even weakening our bonds of love and marriage by one single thread didn’t seem a great idea. 
 I managed to get all of this across to Claire, and she got it. I asked her to be honest with me, and tell me, irrespective of what she and Jason were doing, was she comfortable to share me. 
 Claire looked down for a moment and then answered, “Neil, honey, it might sound incredibly hypocritical, given my relationship with Jason, but basically the answer is ‘no’. Sure, I’d love to see you having fun, and I’m kinda interested to see what you and another woman would look like. But, that aside, I don’t want to share you with another woman. I know it’s not fair or consistent, but that’s how I feel!” 
 Claire was actually crying as she said this, and we hugged and kissed. I was happy to hear her answer, as I didn’t want to be ‘shared’. I might have been okay to let Claire go with another man, but I didn’t want to be shared, given how I thought it would change our bonds of love. Claire being with Jason was already one big step we were dealing with. Me being with another woman felt like it would just be a doubling of the strain or risk. And maybe not just a doubling. Maybe this was one of those things that was exponential. 
 I was happy that Claire and I were on the same page, and we agreed the diplomatic thing to do was just not respond to Hannah’s invitation, and hope she’d take the hint. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 Claire and I decided on this plan Sunday evening. It lasted all of twenty-four hours! We hadn’t factored in young Joshua, Jason’s six-year-old son, and Hannah’s shameless use of her young son to get what she wanted. The other thing we hadn’t factored in was that Claire and I are both people who hate to say ‘No’ and to let people down or hurt them. 
 It was Monday evening when I answered my wife’s phone. “Hello, Claire’s phone. Who can I tell her is calling?” 
 A bright little voice answered, “Hello, Neil. Please tell Claire it’s Joshua for her.” First the father, now the son… 
 With a big grin, I called Claire in from the kitchen, telling her who her caller was. 
 “Hi sweetheart, how are you?” Claire asked, the phone still on speaker. 
 “I’m good thanks,” and then a pause from Joshua. “Are you and Neil coming with Mummy, me and Daddy to the cabin for Christmas?” 
 Claire should have guessed why he was calling, but she seemed flustered and taken slightly off guard. “Well Joshua darling, it’s really kind of you to ask, but I’m really not sure we would be much fun for you, and we are kind of busy…” 
 What followed was a short conversation which showed that, even at six, Joshua was a very determined young man. Claire ended up promising Joshua that she and I would talk about it, see what we could do, and he could ring back tomorrow. 
 As she ended the call, Claire looked a little bewildered. She’d been out-argued by this determined six-year-old, which for an experienced teacher was a bit humiliating! 
 The next day, our minds were all made up that Claire would gently but firmly tell Joshua ‘no’ when he rang. But the next day came, and Claire did tell Joshua ‘no’, but he really was a very determined little guy, and Claire ended up promising him we’d discuss it a second time. We had little doubt he would ring the following day which was already only four days before Christmas. 
 When Joshua had rung off, Claire and I knew we had to discuss it. Both of us still had the same reservations, and the best we could come up with was for us to go for a couple of days. This would keep little Joshua happy. But we’d also make it clear to Hannah and Jason that this was a ‘family-friendly’. And that I had no interest in anything happening with Hannah, and that the same applied between Jason and Claire while we were staying there. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 We set off early and it was mid-morning when we arrived at their place in the Catskills. Hearing our car horn, Hannah, Jason, and Joshua all looked delighted to see us. Joshua had the biggest smile, followed by his mother with dad back in third place, doing a good job of hiding his happiness at spending time with Claire. There had been some negotiation about how long we’d stay. The three of them were spending nine days at the cabin, driving up on Friday a couple of days before Christmas, and only heading back to on New Year’s Day. Having made the ‘family-friendly’ nature of our visit clear, we’d told Hannah we’d stay for two days. She was insistent we stay longer and used the emotional blackmail of telling us little Joshua would be heartbroken if ‘Aunty Claire and Uncle Neil’ didn’t stay longer. We ended up compromising, agreeing we’d arrive early on Monday 26th and head back after lunch on Thursday 29th December. 
 No sooner had we arrived, then Joshua was dragging us off to show us the den he’d built, half-way up the steep hill behind the cabin. He insisted we crawl inside so he could show us all the inside and all of the things he’d put in the den. He grabbed our hands again and took us to where his dad had made a swing for him, hanging down from the branch of an old tree. Thanksgiving cardboard cut-outs were too hard for Jason, but he could manage a kickass Swing for his son! Go figure. 
 Then the little boy had Claire and me scrambling higher up the hill, telling us to be quiet, and then pointed out a white-tailed deer about a hundred yards away on a ledge. For the next hour or so, Joshua dragged us around showing us one thing after another, until Hannah called us all for lunch. 
 The food was great. Claire and I were surprised Hannah was such a good cook. From first impressions that day at the zoo, we had her down as the type who would see the kitchen as boring and unglamorous. It just shows how appearance can be deceptive. 
 After lunch, we all headed to some learner ski slopes and had great fun with Joshua making us all laugh with his antics as he struggled to master the basics of skiing. And Claire wasn’t far behind, as she’s never really been into skiing, and it’s many years since we’d taken the girls. Finally, tired from all the exercise and the fresh mountain air, Joshua was spark out at around seven thirty, and the four grown-ups settled down to dinner and a couple of bottles of wine. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 The meal was wonderful and after a very rich dessert, Hannah teasingly asked us, “Guys, I know this is a ‘family-friendly’ vacation, but I was just wondering whether that would stretch as far as allowing you to join Jason and me in the hot tub? Or would that be a bit too raunchy for sweet innocents like the two of you?” 
 We all laughed, and Claire shot back, “Well that all depends, Hannah dear. If you promise to wear something decent and respectable, then it sounds perfectly fine. But if you plan to flaunt yourself and those big fun bags of yours in front of my poor husband, then I’m not so sure…” 
 Everyone laughed at Claire’s joke, and Jason and I looked at each other, both waiting for Hannah’s reply. She struck me as the kind of lady who didn’t like to come off second best. 
 Hannah fluttered her eyelids and putting on her best ‘little girl lost’ voice came straight back. “Well Claire, honey, can I help it if your boy’s got eyes on stalks? I promise to do my best if you try and keep hubby’s eyes where they should be.” 
 Cue more laughter from Jason and me, enjoying the verbal fencing between our two ladies. For once, Claire let someone else get the last word – sort of, as she smiled sweetly. “Well, that sounds fair, Hannah. I’ll try and control boy wonder, as you kindly agreed to keep ‘the girls’ under control.” 
 Honor satisfied for both of our ladies, the conversation moved on. We complimented Jason and Hannah, telling them what a great place they had here. In the divorce settlement, they’d agreed to split the ownership fifty-fifty, planning to use it as a place they could come and spend time together with Joshua. By the sound of it, their divorce had been pretty amicable. They explained that after all of the grief of losing their elder child, neither of them had the heart or energy for the type of games lawyers so often encourage. As the conversation moved on, it took a more mellow and philosophical direction, no doubt aided by the hot waters and alcohol. 
 Then Hannah moved the conversation in an unexpected direction, asking me how I found the wife sharing thing. “Neil, honey, I’m curious, can you tell me how you feel when you see Claire together with Jason,” she asked, adding with a thoughtful look, “Coz when I was married to Jay, I’d have scratched his eyes out, and hers too, if I’d have caught him in bed with another girl.” 
 I felt slightly embarrassed being asked this in front of everyone, but one of my many character flaws is that when I’m asked a question, my first instinct is to answer. (I guess, like most things, this goes back to childhood. The keen little boy, hand in the air, always seeking to please the grown-ups. So different from the normal adult habit of obfuscating and avoiding answering the question, at any price.) And so, even though I was aware I was blushing, I answered Hannah’s question. 
 “Well, I guess, the truth is I have kinda mixed feelings. I mean, obviously I do enjoy it, otherwise we wouldn’t do it. But sometimes it can be hard, but strange as it might seem, that’s part of the appeal.” 
 The blank, slightly confused look from Hannah told me I needed to expand my answer. 
 “Well, it’s like this, I guess. Claire and I love each other, totally, one hundred percent and always will. But I love knowing she’s getting amazing pleasure being with Jason, and I love being the man who lets her have that pleasure. And I guess there’s a weird kick I get half imagining it’s me in Jay’s place, but knowing it takes another guy for Claire to get all this fun.” 
 Hannah’s face showed she was starting to get it, so I went for broke. “It’s kind of a weird mix between altruistic giving, the voyeuristic fun of watching an attractive couple going at it, and the bittersweet pleasure of knowing Claire needs another guy to get to that level…” 
 There was a smirk on Hannah’s face now, and before she could say anything, I got in. “And Hannah, what about you, what rocks your boat?” 
 No flies on this girl. As quick as a flash her answer came back. “Hmm, what rocks my boat? What rocks my boat. Well, you mean apart from lilly-assed white boys from Wall St., which I’m told is off the menu tonight.” She grinned, enjoying everyone’s laughter. And then, with a look full of meaning, she looked across at Jason. “Jay, are you okay if I tell them what I’m about to tell them?” 
 “Sure Hannah, baby, I’ve got no secrets from Claire and Neil,” came Jason’s cryptic reply. 
 A thoughtful, half embarrassed look came across Hannah’s face as she started telling her story. “What did rock my boat was sex, and sex with lots of different guys, either different guys at different times or later lots of different guys at the same time.” 
 There was a pained look on Hannah’s face. Normally so sassy and confident, this wasn’t the Hannah we were used to seeing. 
 “You mean like gangbangs?” my sweet wife innocently asked. 
 Claire had seen the movies, but I don’t think she’d ever met anyone who admitted to doing a gangbang in real-life. 
 The tone of the evening had suddenly turned. Hannah’s initial question about my feelings watching Claire and Jason had started the turn. But what Hannah was about to share would take it up at least two or three levels. 
 Looking mainly at Claire now, Hannah started to explain, “You’ve got to remember, this all happened when Jay and I were sick with grief having lost little Jayden. We were in a bad place. Always fighting. And with all the pain and grief, we weren’t doing it for each other anymore in the bedroom. We agreed to join a swingers club and see if that helped things any. And things got kinda out of hand. As you can imagine, with Jay’s ‘attributes’ he was an immediate hit with the ladies. And I got kinda jealous and pissed, and I started going with pretty much any guy who’d have me. It was my way of punishing Jay and punishing myself. And sometimes, I’d let a few friends do me at the same time, and I found out I really liked it.” 
 What had started as a four-way conversation had developed into a confession from Hannah, directed mainly at Claire, with Jason and me semi-attached listeners on the side. 
 My wide-eyed wife asked, “Did you enjoy it, Hannah? Do you still do it?” 
 Hannah’s tone changed from pained remembrance to playful teasing, “Hell girl, sounds like your thinking of getting a little action for yourself! But, to answer your question, baby, yes I did enjoy it, mostly, and yes I do sometimes still get involved.” 
 There was then a meaningful little look across at Jason, and an almost imperceptible nod of approval from him, and Hannah continued, “You see, I’m so busy with Joshua and my realtor business, I don’t have time for a regular guy. And well, a girl's got needs, and so sometimes I hook up with a few of the guys Jason and I knew from when we were younger. Some of the guys who were our buddies, who ended up working for him.” 
 Claire was still wide-eyed, almost whispering to Hannah, “I’ve seen it on porn movies, but what’s it actually like, to be with more than one guy at the same time.” 
 Hannah’s smirk got bigger if that was possible, and she looked across at me, “Hell Neil, baby, you're going to have to keep an eye on this one! I thought she was a little miss goody two shoes. Sweet little teacher girl. Turns out Jay’s not enough for her now. Looks like you’ve got a budding little nympho on your hands here, Neil! Good luck with that.” 
 Claire blushed while the rest of us guffawed at Hannah’s wisecrack, but even as she blushed, Claire’s look across at Hannah showed she still wanted an answer to her question. 
 Hannah held her hands up in mock surrender. “Okay, okay, girlfriend. I’ll tell you. It’s a real mix. It’s real fun, a real ego boost to be at the center of all that male attention. And to have three or four or five sets of hands playing with your tits and ass and pussy. Well, you can imagine, that feels like you’ve died and gone to heaven. But it can be tiring and hard work too. You know, one cock in your pussy and having to keep some other guy happy with your mouth at the same time. Or a cock in your pussy and one in your ass, and trying to keep in time while some guy stuffs his big dick down your throat.” 
 Even though it was Hannah doing the talking, it was Claire, who we were all looking at. Claire’s face told all of us she was imaging herself doing the things Claire was describing. And I felt myself physically shiver, as in my heart I knew Claire would be keen to discuss doing something like this when we got back to New York. And the thought both scared me and excited me, and however much I might be frightened, I knew I’d have had a hard time saying no to Claire. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 The conversation about Hannah’s various sexual explorations eventually petered out. We chatted a little more about various things before Claire declared she was feeling sleepy and suggested we head to bed. As we got up, she made a throwaway comment about hoping she could sleep okay as she had a painful back and shoulders. Jason said that many years ago Hannah had received proper massage training, and suggested Hannah give Claire a quick massage to reduce the pain and help her sleep. 
 The old Claire had always been a bit self-conscious about massage and things like that, but after a little persuasion she agreed and lay down on the massage table Jason had dug out from storage. 
 The massage was a therapeutic massage to help Claire’s painful back and shoulders. But seeing Hannah’s dark hands glided up and down Claire’s pale skin, with the glistening massage oil, soon had my cock hardening in my swim shorts. There was something very erotic about the difference in skin tone, and the knowledge Hannah was a bit of a sexual player from what she’d said. I wondered if she had a bit of a thing for Claire, and whether she’d try something on with my beautiful wife. Some parts of the massage were quite innocent. But whenever Hannah’s hands were on Claire’s ass, or thighs or near to her boobs, Claire’s breathing and body movements would give away her excitement. However much she tried to hide it. Claire knew this, and from the mischievous look on her face she was deliberately teasing Claire and getting her excited. 
 When Claire turned over onto her front, all of us could see her aroused state from the shape of her hard and very erect nipples pressing through the cups of her bikini top. All of us saw it, but we all knew better than to mention it and make Claire feel self-conscious. Jason and I exchanged a smirk, both knowing the other was enjoying the sight of this sexy massage. Hannah started working on Claire’s shoulders, leaning over her so that her huge enhanced boobs were moving around just inches from Claire’s face. I’m sure Hannah was doing this on purpose, to tease and maybe arouse my innocent wife. 
 And when she caught Claire looking at her big fake tits, Hannah just grinned. “Hell, sister, they won’t bite! If you want to have a feel, I won’t be offended, honey!” 
 Claire colored up, stuttered an apology for staring, but Hannah just carried on grinning and lifted one of Claire’s hands and placed it on one of her big fake tits. Hannah held Claire’s hand there, controlling Claire’s hand to make a milking motion and smirking, “Don’t they feel real nice? All my men friends tell me they feel really natural. What do you think, Claire?” 
 My sweet wife was too embarrassed to answer, and Hannah eventually let go of her hand and continued the massage. When the massage was finished, we all retired to our three different bedrooms, and Claire jumped me virtually as soon as the bedroom door was shut. She was that hot and aroused from Hannah’s massage, and I was the lucky beneficiary! 
 After we’d both cum, we lay there cuddling and savoring the moment. I teased Claire about the massage, and she admitted the feel and touch of Hannah’s hands on her body had got her really excited. After that Claire wanted to talk a little more about the gangbang Hannah had described. I didn’t say anything to Claire, but her eagerness to talk about it just confirmed my fears that she might want to try something similar back in New York. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 The next day was hectic, again centered around keeping young Joshua happy and occupied. In the morning we went to a zip-line, which all of us except Claire loved, as she doesn’t have a head for heights. Then some white water rafting, when I was the one who got queasy as I’m not a great guy for water sports. When we finally got back to the cabin, Joshua decided I was his new best buddy and dragged me off to help him build a pretend fort up amongst the rocks and trees at the back. As I worked with little Joshua to help make him his fort, our vantage point half-way up the mountain allowed us to look down on the porch of the Cabin. 
 I wasn’t sure where Jason was, but Claire and Hannah soon emerged from the cabin clutching their warm mugs and parked themselves on the porch and started what looked to be an intense conversation. I was too far away to hear, but they were huddled close together and it looked like one of those girl conversations they only have about ‘intimate’ topics when their men-folk are not around. I felt my stomach cramp up, as all my instincts told me they’d picked up where we left off last night, with Hannah answering all of Claire’s inquisitive questions about sex with multiple partners and the other games Hannah had admitted to. 
 Looking down on this conversation, I felt a wave of excitement mixed with a sense of lost control. We’d started this game less than two months ago with Jason. And here we were, with my previously innocent wife quizzing her new BFF about multi-partner sex! From day one this whole thing had been partly about Claire exploring, but I’d never imagined we might move so far and so fast. 
 Joshua’s little voice called me back to more pressing matters, and I was only able to sneak an occasional look at Claire and Hannah who continued in their intimate girl-talk for another hour or so. I was pre-occupied pretending to be a variety of monster and baddies, attacking Joshua’s new fort. Somehow, I never got to be the goody! 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 With the tired six-year-old safely tucked up after Aunty Claire had read him his bedtime story, Hannah cooked a wonderful meal and we enjoyed a relaxing evening which again ended up in the hot tub. When I complained about a bad back and painful shoulders from all my fort-building, Claire suggested Hannah give me a massage, like she’d had the night before. 
 I didn’t need much encouragement, as I’d seen how skillful Hannah’s massage was the night before. From the way Hannah had teased Claire the night before, I was under no illusions. I knew Hannah would almost certainly tease me in the same way. But I was confident I could resist, and still determined I didn’t want anything to happen between the four of us during our visit. 
 The massage was wonderful, and I felt my body relax as I let myself go. As I lay face down and Hannah massaged my back, I’d occasionally feel Hannah’s 34DDs graze my back. I knew this wasn’t strictly necessary, and knew Hannah’s love of teasing and game-playing was behind this ‘accidental’ body contact. 
 When Hannah told me to turn over, I was very conscious my cock was responding as nature intended and there was a noticeable tent under the towel Hannah had covering my midriff. Hannah smiled knowingly but said nothing. By now, the alcohol and feelings from Hannah’s hands on my body were eroding my self-control, and I found myself sneaking a look at Hannah’s magnificent breasts when I thought she wasn’t looking. As she continued the massage, a sly grin appeared on her face and the first time she caught me looking she just winked at me. As she continued, I swear she was sticking those big things out even more. As she massaged the insides of my thighs, she put the towel to one side so my cock was still covered, but her hands were so close to me that she occasionally touched my cock. Pretending it was an accident, but we both knew different. 
 Any idea these touches were accidental disappeared when I felt Hannah’s warm hand underneath my balls, as she smiled at me and started tickling the sensitive skin there. As she started playing with my balls, she looked directly at me, as if daring me to tell her to stop. I was totally torn. It took me all the way back to that first night with Claire and Jason. A big part of me didn’t want anything to happen between me and Hannah, because of how it might affect my relationship with Claire. But the physical side of me wanted her so much. And the physical side won out, as I lay there and enjoyed the sight of her amazing tits, as I enjoyed the sensuous touch of her hand stroking me up and down. Hannah’s eyes connected with mine, and she knew my resistance was gone, that she had me and I was hers. 
 Hannah placed her lips next to my ears and whispered, “Don’t worry Neil, honey, relax and enjoy it. It doesn’t mean you love Claire any less. I talked to her and she wants you to have a little fun, like she does with Jason.” 
 I felt Hannah kiss me softly on the cheek, just as I felt her hand grab my cock and start leading me by my dick towards the bedroom Claire and I shared. 
 Claire and Jason were sitting next to each other on the sofa and both smiled at me as I walked passed them. My eyes locked with Claire’s for a moment, and I knew she was happy for me to enjoy myself with Hannah. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 Hannah closed the door behind us, and we stood by the side of the bed passionately kissing. All of my earlier reluctance to go with Hannah had been overwhelmed by my physical attraction to her and my need to have sex with this woman. Our tongues hungrily fought as my hands started stroking her nipples and cupping her boobs, still encased in her bikini top. I’d never felt enhanced breasts before, and I was surprised how natural and realistic they felt. 
 I was enjoying myself hugely, but it was also a disorienting experience for me. For the last twenty-four years I’d only been with Claire, and to suddenly be kissing another woman and playing with her breasts was amazing but also confusing. Even though Claire’s look had told me to enjoy myself, I still felt guilty. ‘Cheating’, or just being with another woman didn’t come easily after twenty-four years of loving monogamy, even with Claire’s approval. And at the back of my mind, there was an ironic thought, that now I understood a little better how it had felt for Claire that first time with Jason. 
 Hannah’s hand was now working me up and down, and I had to warn her to go easy, as I didn’t want to cum too soon. I unhooked her bikini top and, now freed from their harness, her big boobs swung free and I marveled at their size and shape. I’d seen plenty of big fake tits on the internet, but seeing those beauties up close was something else. As she saw me staring at her big boobs, Hannah smiled and lifted my hands to cup her boobs. 
 “Enjoy them, Neil honey. Claire tells me you have a thing for big tits, so enjoy them, baby. Don’t they feel life-like and realistic? Give them a good feel! Claire had another feel earlier today, while you were out with Joshua, and she couldn’t believe how realistic they felt,” Hannah told me gleefully. 
 At first, I was a bit shocked Claire had wanted to feel Hannah’s big fake tits again, after she’d already had a feel during her massage. But when I thought of how many new things she’d already tried these last few weeks, I was less surprised. I nervously wondered whether Claire had felt Hannah’s big boobs a second time because she was interested in getting her own boobs made bigger. 
 I was distracted from all of these thoughts when Hannah pulled me down onto the bed, as we continued kissing. I lowered my head and kissed Hannah’s neck and ears as my hand dropped over her tummy to her pussy, and gently started stroking her love lips and clit. My lips moved down to suckle and nibble at her nipples which were very sensitive as Hannah moaned and sighed with pleasure. As I kissed and licked down over her stomach to her thighs, she knew where my head was headed, and she moaned with anticipation. 
 As my head neared her core, I was struck by a mix of performance anxiety and a determination to prove my ability to satisfy Hannah sexually. I’d challenge any guy not to feel anxious when they were bedding a beautiful, sexy woman like Hannah. Being with a beautiful often makes many guys anxious, but the fact Hannah’s ex was a six-foot, five-inch man mountain with a ten-inch cock only made the anxiety worse. 
 I didn’t have a ten-inch cock like Jason, but I’d always been able to make Claire cum with my skill and love of cunnilingus. The competitive side of me was determined to show Hannah a great time. I think there’s something in every man’s DNA that is fundamentally competitive, and this drove my need to make Hannah cry out and cum from my efforts. This wasn’t about love or feelings. It was about showing Hannah, Claire and Jason I was at least on the same page as Jason, when it came to pleasing his two women. I might not have been his equal, but I wanted the girls to at least rank me on the same page. 
 Until now, it had been Hannah that had taken all the initiatives. But suddenly I wanted to be more assertive and dominant. I got Hannah to roll over onto her stomach, whispering for her to close her eyes, which made her smile at the thought of what I might have planned for her. 
 With Hannah unable to see me, I kissed her ears and neck and then bestowed little butterfly kisses all the way down her back, alternating with short swirling patterns with my tongue. All the time my lips and tongue were teasing her, my fingertips would tickle and tease her skin. 
 She was soon moaning with anticipation, as my head continued to move lower and lower, ever closer to where she wanted my mouth. Just as my mouth was nearing her core, I removed her bikini bottoms and spread her legs wide, pausing momentarily as I took in the piercing and ring she had at the top of her pussy. I’d never seen a pierced pussy before in real life, and it took me a few moments to get over my surprise. But then, ever so softly I touched her love lips and clit with my tongue, giving her just the smallest of hints of what was to come. 
 When I judged she was sufficiently excited, I rubbed her pussy up and down with the side of my hand to tease and stimulate her, and then turned her over onto her back. I pulled her long legs hard, so Hannah’s pussy was right on the edge of the bed. 
 I crouched above her and we kissed hungrily, as Hannah spurred me on. “Come on, Neil, Claire’s told me what a wonderful lover you are. She’s had Jason and now I want what she’s been having all these years.” 
 I looked Hannah straight in the eye, my look telling her I was intent on pleasuring her as much as I could before having my own pleasure with her. 
 With one final kiss, I kissed and licked my way slowly and teasingly down Hannah’s sexy black body. Until finally my mouth arrived at her pussy, and I felt Hannah’s hands on my head as they played with my hair and held me there. 
 I used all of my years of experience with Claire to build Hannah up to a frenzy of excitement. I kissed, I nibbled and I licked at her pussy. Sometimes my mouth was tender and loving, other times it was firm and insistent. Sometimes I’d work Hannah’s pussy with my tongue, sometimes my tongue and fingers, and at other times my fingers did the work while my tongue just licked her clit ever so softly. And as I teased and played with her pussy, I experimented with her pussy piercing to increase her pleasure. I soon worked out that if I pushed my tongue or fingers against Hannah’s pussy ring I could really make her squeal and moan from the extra pleasure. 
 I was rewarded as twice Hannah’s hands firmly gripped my head and pulled me in deeper, her thighs tightened around my head as her hips lifted as she squealed and sobbed through her climax. All the time telling me how good it was, and how wonderful she felt. 
 After her second climax, when the muscles in her legs had relaxed, I lifted up and smiled at Hannah’s contented face and we both knew it was time. Time for our two bodies to be joined together. At that moment, I had no thoughts about Claire or my determination that nothing would happen on this trip. All I could think about was Hannah and how I wanted to be deep in her body. It was what we both wanted and Hannah smiled at me tenderly as her fingers parted her love lips and I pushed my cock into her. 
 As I sank my five inches into Hannah, I was pleasantly surprised at how snug and tight her pussy felt. After years of being married to Jason with his ten-inch cock, I’d assumed Hannah’s pussy wouldn’t feel good for a small cock like mine. But I was pleasantly surprised as her pussy was a snug fit for my slightly under-sized cock, and her expression and gentle moan told me she was enjoying having me inside her. I enjoyed the moment, then pulled back before driving back into Hannah as she moaned with satisfaction, her long legs now wrapped around the small of my back. 
 I slowly pumped up and down, as I enjoyed a woman other than Claire for the first time in twenty-four years. As I continued to slowly pump in and out, Hannah opened her eyes and pulled me down for a deep and soulful kiss. 
 “This is nice, Neil baby. You feel good inside me, darling.” And then Hannah’s customary playful smirk reappeared. “You might not believe me, Neil, but I haven’t had a man in many months. I’ve been so busy and not met anyone I wanted. But this feels wonderful baby. Wonderful.” 
 I loved hearing these words from Hannah, but some deep dark part of my brain refused to let it rest, and I had to ask, “And what about Jason? I don’t have a big cock like your ex. Is it still good even, if I’m not as big as Jason?” 
 Hannah suddenly looked at me with a mix of sympathy and pity, tenderly stroked the side of my face and told me, “Neil, baby, stop beating yourself up. Not every guy can have a ten-inch dick like Jason. Jason’s a freak, a one-in-a-million freak. You rock my world just fine, honey. Now, stop worrying about Jason, and give this lady some sugar! Come on, baby, speed up a little and do me harder, darling.” 
 Hannah was right. I pushed my Jason inferiority complex to the back of my mind and concentrated on ‘making love’ to this beautiful, sexy woman whose thighs I was lying between. Whose legs were locked around my back to ensure my cock stayed as deep in her body as I could push it. And we kissed softly as I slowly started going faster, and Hannah’s excitement started building again as she pulled me tighter. She threw her arms around my neck. I loved the feeling of being deep in her body, the feeling of her pussy cradling my cock tight. 
 I knew I couldn’t hold out long, and as I warned her, Hannah just smiled and I felt her legs tighten around me. I covered her mouth with mine as I made the final push and sprayed my seed deep into her body. We held each other and continued kissing, and I realized Hannah had cum again. I was pleased for her, and then I had a little self-satisfied smile to myself. Not bad, Romeo. She came three times. Not bad at all! 
 I slowly eased my weight off Hannah, and as I lay on my back recovering from my exertions I pulled Hannah to me, so her head and long black hair were on my chest. I suddenly realized this was my go-to move after Claire and I made love, and the thought made me feel guilty. Guilty towards Claire and also guilty to Hannah. But Hannah seemed happy to rest her head there, and my own guilt quickly receded. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 As we lay there together, I thought how good Hannah’s long black hair looked splayed out over my pale chest. I gently stroked her hair, noticing the different feel and thickness compared to Claire’s hair. Not better, not worse, just different. Absent-mindedly I found my fingers were twirling Hannah’s long hair, while her fingers seemed to be doing the same with my limp and sticky cock. 
 “Penny for them?” she asked. 
 “To be honest, I’m not really thinking of anything at the moment. Maybe just how much I enjoyed that, enjoyed making love to you,” I replied to Hannah’s question. 
 Hannah smiled happily. “That’s a good answer, honey. Just what a girl wants to hear,” as she turned her head, signaling she wanted me to kiss her. 
 We kissed, sharing several soft, tender kisses. And then Hannah rolled on to her side and looked at me with a serious look. 
 “Are you sad we did what we just did? Do you regret it?” she asked. 
 I thought how to answer. I wanted to be honest with Hannah. Before, I’d been a bit ambivalent about her. Not really my kind of person, I thought. A little too showy for my taste. But now, having just been to bed together, I felt different. I wasn’t the kind of guy who could sleep with a woman and not have at least some feelings for her. 
 “No, and Yes,” I answered. “No, in the sense I enjoyed it, and I’m glad it brought you and me a little closer together. But yes, in the sense Claire and I both said we weren’t going to do it, as it might just weaken another bond in our marriage a little. And yet, here we are, I did it and she seems happy for me to do it!” 
 Hannah looked at me thoughtfully for a moment. “Neil, honey, tell me honestly, are you worried about your marriage?” 
 Another good question. 
 “Again, no and yes. No, because I know Claire loves me. That I have her heart. And we’re all in a good place right now. Jason and I are buddies, and when the three of us get together it all seems good. But yes, because I’m not so stupid as to think things don’t sometimes sour. Or to know how much Claire loves what she and Jason have, and to see how Claire and Jason sometimes look at each other.” 
 Hannah looked wistful, and then looked at me, “Jason used to look at me like that.” 
 I was already beginning to feel those blues that arrive after you’ve done something that you promised yourself you wouldn’t do. And hearing Hannah’s words made this ten times worse. 
 “What do you think, Hannah? Should I be worried about my marriage?” I asked this woman who knew Jason so well. 
 Hannah thought about it maybe a little too long for my liking. “I don’t think so, Neil. I’ve chatted to Claire about the whole situation, and yes she and Jason are close, they do have feelings for each other. I don’t think you can be human and sleep together as often as they have, and not develop some kind of feelings. But, she doesn’t love him. Not like she loves you, honey.” 
 These were exactly the kind of words I needed to hear. Honest and reassuring. Telling me honestly that yes, Claire and Jason did have feelings for each other, but also reminding me what I might have forgotten in my post-sex angst, namely that Claire loved me with all her heart. 
 I kissed Hannah and thanked her. 
 We kissed a couple more times, and I felt Hannah’s slender fingers start to stroke me up and down in earnest. When I groaned with the pleasure she was giving me, she just smiled. “What do you think, big man, do you think you can get it up again?” 
 Excited by the whole experience of being with a new woman after twenty-four years, I managed to make love to Hannah a second time. And second time around, I was less driven by the need to prove myself compared to her ex, and it was more about Hannah and me just enjoying the moment and the experience. Hannah and I shared a wonderful climax together, as I pushed deep and she held me to her as she came as well. 
 Hannah and I came down from our wonderful shared orgasm, kissing softly and feeling close, and she soon drifted off as we snuggled and I held her in my arms. But, try as I might, sleep wouldn’t come. I tossed and turned, and eventually, I headed to the kitchen to fix myself a warm milk, thinking this might help me sleep. 
 There was no sign of Jason or Claire there, and as I looked at the closed door to Jason’s bedroom I heard the faint unmistakable moans of a woman making love. And I felt that familiar feeling of being drawn to the door, to see and listen to what was happening between Claire and Jason. I knew I’d succumb to the temptation, but I forced myself to sit at the kitchen table and drink my milk before I gave in to temptation. 
 And as I sat there, with Claire’s moans the constant soundtrack, I knew in my gut something had just changed in this whole set-up. Claire and I had promised ourselves not to swap beds on this trip. We’d promised ourselves we’d be a couple throughout this visit. But already, on only the second night, things had got all mixed up. Claire and I were both still each part of a couple. It was just we weren’t part of the same couple. I was now paired in a couple with Hannah, and from the moans from the bedroom, Claire was most definitely paired up with Jason. 
 And as I thought about this change, I wondered what the rest of this trip held and what the hangover might be when we headed back to New York. 





 Chapter 9 
 As I sat there drinking my warm milk to help me sleep, there was no way I could ignore the sounds of lovemaking coming from Jason’s bedroom. I could clearly hear Claire’s voice as she moaned and sighed as Jason made love to her. It was Tuesday night and I realized Claire hadn’t seen Jason since Friday, a week and a half ago. 
 As Claire normally saw Jason two or three times a week, to have gone without her well-hung black lover for nearly eleven days must have been incredibly frustrating for her. With Claire’s busy last week of school, and then Christmas, this was just how the cards had fallen. As I continued to listen to the sounds of Claire making love with Jason, I realized how happy Claire must have been that I’d succumbed to Hannah’s charms, freeing her from our agreement that she and I wouldn’t play on this trip. 
 A paranoid part of my brain wondered if Hannah and Claire had done some kind of deal to make sure Hannah seduced me, so Claire wouldn’t have to wait another whole week to be with Jason again. Hannah and Claire had started to become good friends, and it was perfectly possible they had planned something like this together. 
 As these thoughts went through my mind, I heard a door open and saw Hannah walking naked towards me. She smiled softly and padded her way barefoot across to me and parked her shapely ass on my lap and gave me a tender kiss, as she ruffled my hair. 
 “Couldn’t sleep, huh?” she quietly asked. 
 “Something like that.” 
 “Thinking about Jason and Claire, I guess,” giving me a sympathetic look. “It must be hard. I know I couldn’t do what you do. If it was me, I’d have scratched the other girls’ eyes out by now. But I guess if it’s your thing, why not?” 
 “It’s complicated, Hannah. Like I said before, it’s complicated.” 
 Hannah gave me a big hug, the type a big sister gives a little brother after a particularly frightening nightmare. Then she looked into my eyes with a gentle kindness, “Do you want to come back to bed with me?” 
 As I looked at her beautiful face, and those sexy big tits rising and falling with her breathing, it was a very appealing thought. The mix of angst and excitement thinking about Claire and Jason together or the warmth and feel of this beautiful woman, followed by tender and passionate lovemaking. But my addiction to our game was running hot and strong. “Maybe in a few minutes.” 
 Hannah wasn’t upset at my polite rebuff. She just looked at me with kindness and a little pity. “You have got it bad, haven’t you, honey? I met a few guys like that in my swinging days, and I know it can be hard. I’ll be back in bed when you need me, Neil, honey.” 
 And as she kissed me again and stood up, she touched my cheek. “It’s not my thing, but if you want to watch them, some of the building work wasn’t great and in the bedroom next to theirs, if you go in the corner you’ll find there’s a gap you can look through.” 
 With that Hannah padded her way back to the bedroom, my eyes faithfully following the lovely curve of her ass and the swing of her big boobs as she walked. As my eyes took in this wonderful sight, I was pretty sure I’d follow her back to bed in a few minutes. Hopefully, she wouldn’t be asleep and we could make love again. 
 Something about the look of pity Hannah had just given me had made me feel a little ashamed and made me wait a while before I headed to the viewing place to feed my addiction. If Claire had been eleven days without the touch and feel of her huge black lover, I’d also been eleven days without feeding my need to watch. 
 My hands were shaking and the adrenaline was stronger than for a long time as I quietly found the gap in the wall that would allow me to secretly look into Claire and Jason’s room. 
 I found the gap and I tried to control my feelings as I looked in on the couple. They’d been lovers now for nearly a month and a half, and I must have watched them dozens of times already. But even so, watching them felt especially exciting and bittersweet tonight. They’d left the bedside lamps on as they made love, no doubt so they could look at one another. And as I saw them, I was struck by the seemingly romantic nature of their lovemaking as their bodies moved with real tenderness and feeling, totally different from the forceful and animalistic way Jason had taken Claire over the hood of his Cadillac eleven nights ago. I’d seen Jason and Claire make love in this gentle, loving way before. But even compared to those times, this seemed to me to be on a totally different plain of emotion and intimacy. 
 Claire’s legs were pulled up high, almost to her shoulders and were on either side of her huge black lover's muscular body. Jason was supporting his six-foot, five-inch frame as Claire and he kissed. His powerful buttocks slowly and methodically rose up and down, each stroke giving Claire the benefit of his full ten-inches. Claire was moaning softly, her eyes closed. Then she slowly opened her eyes and looked up at the man who was possessing her body and giving her such exquisite pleasure. 
 Her look was full of feeling and emotion. “I’ve missed you so much, baby.” 
 As the lover’s held each others’ gaze, Jason smiled softly, “I’ve missed you too, Claire baby. I thought today would never come. And being around you these last two days, but unable to hold or touch or kiss you, it’s been hell, Claire.” 
 Claire seemed happy at the thought Jason had missed her so much, her smile changing just a little to let Jason know. My wife reached up to kiss Jason, and then wrapped her legs tightly around Jason’s back, and placed one of his big black hands on her breast. Looking at them together, I guessed this was the second time they’d made love tonight. It was leisurely, and lacked the urgency their first time together would have had. 
 As I watched them together, I was struck by both a painful jealousy and excitement much more intense than anything I’d felt since that first night they’d made love. I realized I’d grown so used to seeing my wife and Jason together, that I’d grown a little blind and complacent about the way they were together. Sometimes, if you see something every day, you actually can’t see it properly or notice how it changes. And, not having seen them together for eleven days, I felt like the scales were dropping away from my eyes. Watching them together, it wasn’t that I suddenly thought Claire no longer loved me. But rather, what I did see a fresh was the tenderness and the closeness between them as a couple; as two people who’d been lovers for a month and a half, and who’d grown closer with each night and each minute shared together. 
 And watching this between them was incredibly intense, exciting me and frightening me more than anything that had happened since that first night with Jason. It knocked me out of the complacency that had grown these last weeks. It reminded me of the deep forces Claire and I were playing with by having a third man in our lives and in our bed. Seeing the way they looked at each other, the way Claire’s body responded to Jason’s touch and his deep thrusts. All of this reminded me of how exciting and dangerous the game we were playing was. 
 As I looked on from my secret viewing position, I realized anew the dangers. But I knew they were not dangers for today, they were dangers further down the road. And like addicts the world over, I was happy to enjoy my fix today, allowing tomorrow and the price of today to look after itself. I realized Claire and I were alike. The eleven days without this experience had caused us both to change, in our different ways. For Claire, it was obvious her hunger and need for Jason had grown. Absence makes the heart grow fonder. For me, it made me look at Jason and Claire through different eyes, more honest and less comfortable eyes. I’d grown so used to seeing Jason as my new buddy that I’d developed a comfort and familiarity that seeing them tonight had shattered. 
 And with the scales now removed from my eyes, I watched them together with renewed and exaggerated excitement and fear. I saw their kisses become more heated and Jason’s thrusts become faster, I longed to see them cum together. And I longed also for the pillow talk that would follow. I knew it was wrong, an invasion of Claire’s privacy with a lover I’d allowed. But I knew I’d stay silently in my hiding place and enjoy their quiet lover’s talk almost as much as I’d enjoyed watching their passionate sex. 
 Jason made one final, almost fierce lunge into my wife’s depths and Claire hung to him like life itself, as their mouths locked and their bodies shook. Until they were finally both spent and satisfied. Claire unlocked her legs from around Jason, and they both smiled contentedly as they lay next to each other, each perched on an elbow so they could gaze into each other’s faces. 
 With bated breath, I waited for what I would see and hear next. 
 It was Claire who spoke first. She lovingly stroked Jason’s cheek. “I’ve missed you so much, baby. That was amazing. You are amazing.” 
 She paused to let her words sink in, the lovers still happy to just gaze into each others’ eyes. “I can’t believe we have to go back to New York in only two days!” 
 “Then don’t!” came Jason's simple reply. “Stay longer. Hannah and Neil seem happy enough together.” 
 Claire looked thoughtful for a minute. “Maybe I’ll talk to Neil. Try and persuade him to stay a little longer. I guess we’ll just have to see how he feels after tonight. We’d agreed we weren’t going to play as he thought sleeping with Hannah might weaken our marriage.” 
 Jason gave a look of incredulity, implying he thought my attitude was stupid. 
 “Don’t be like that, Jay. I get what he means. It’s different enough that we have you in our marriage, but to have a fourth person in our marriage. Well, surely you can see that changes things.” 
 “I guess,” Jason admitted in a half apology. 
 “And, strange and hypocritical as it might seem, I’m still not one hundred percent comfortable with Neil sleeping with another woman.” 
 Jason just grinned at Claire’s confession, the irony being overwhelming. 
 “Oh shut up.” Claire gently chided him, tweaking his nose in a playful gesture of rebuke. 
 “Okay, Claire, I get it. But I’m not sure I can cope if you go back in a couple of days. Find a way to change Neil’s mind, baby. Please, for my sake,” he asked, in a mock pleading voice. 
 Claire smiled, affectionately at her lover. “I’ll try my best, Jay. I want this as much as you, baby.” 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 Not long after that, I quietly reversed out of my hiding place. And rather than go to bed, I decided to head outside and smoke a cigar, which I often did when I really needed to clear my head and think. I entered the bedroom quietly, thinking Hannah would be asleep, and not wanting to wake her up. But as I quietly opened the door, I saw she was still awake, reading her kindle. 
 “Hi honey,” she greeted me with a bright energy that surprised me at this late hour. 
 “Are you okay?” she asked, a look of mild concern on her face. 
 “I guess,” was my unconvincing reply. 
 “Why don’t you get into bed and you can tell me all about it.” 
 Suddenly the thought of being next to this beautiful woman and having someone to talk to about things seemed a whole lot more appealing than the cold of a New York December night, however good the cigar was. 
 I climbed into the bed next to Hannah, and she asked, “So honey, what are you thinking? What is it you saw or heard that’s given you such a hang-dog expression?” 
 It felt easy and comfortable talking to Hannah. I thought back to the first time I’d met her and how I’d thought her superficial, and I felt guilty about just how wrong I’d been. “It’s just, well, they seem so close. And it scares me. It excited me as well, but more than that, it frightens me and makes me worry about where things will be in a month, or two months, or six months. They’ve been together less than two months, and they already look so close, the way they look at each other.” 
 Hannah looked sympathetically at me. “Honey, it’s like I said earlier, what did you expect? From what Claire’s told me, she loves you dearly, but you’ve been letting her sleep with another guy, and the same guy, two or three times a week for the best part of two months. Did you really expect they’d not get close? Neil, honey, you’re smarter than that, surely?” 
 Although she said it in a gentle, kind voice, I still felt a fool as I heard Hannah list out those simple, self-evident truths. 
 Her voice was still soft and kind, but Hannah wasn’t done yet. “And, Neil, honey, you didn’t just let Claire sleep with any man. It’s like you gave her the keys to a new Ferrari. You’ve seen them together often enough to know what an amazing lover Jason is. Hell, honey, take it from me, he can do things other guys can’t even dream of!” 
 I think Hannah regretted adding this, as she looked at my face which was now even more despondent, and she gave me a big hug and started to be more constructive. 
 “Neil baby, I think the thing you need to do is see things as they really are, not as you want them to be.” 
 I perked up, hoping this smart woman was going to give me some advice that would make me feel better. 
 “You’re a great guy, and Claire loves you with all her heart. She’s told me that. And there’s no point in moping around and wishing you could turn the clock back. You can’t. Both you and Claire have already tasted the fruit from ‘the poisoned tree’. You may not like to own up to it, but you love watching Claire with a man who’s more masculine and virile than you. Own it, don’t wish it wasn’t so and wish you could turn the clock back. And Claire loves being with Jason; his masculinity, his body and the way he takes her and dominates her for their pleasure together. You give her different things, honey. It doesn’t mean she loves you any less. But you’ve got to let her be who she’s become. Let her know you still love her, and you’ll support her as she explores her new self.” 
 Hannah paused and asked me one simple question. “Neil, baby, can you do that? Can you do both those things? For you, and for her” 
 Hannah didn’t want a quick, easy or shallow answer. She held my gaze with hers, and eventually, I gave an honest answer. 
 “I can try.” 
 Her warm, comforting smile helped. “Good. Good, honey. That’s all you can do.” 
 And as Hannah and I held each other, we agreed that first thing the next day, Claire and I would find some space and time alone to have a heart-to-heart talk. One which was probably long overdue, Things had moved on these last six weeks, and it had taken the closeness I’d seen earlier between Jason and Claire to jolt me out of my complacency to realize we needed to talk. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 The next morning, I awoke next to Hannah’s warm and sexy body. I so wanted to reach out and take her in my arms and make love to her. That would have been wonderful. And maybe I would do that later. But first I needed to talk to Claire. I just brushed my teeth, gargled, and threw on my dressing gown, not wanting to delay this conversation at all. When I’m not looking forward to something, I always want to get it over as quickly as possible. 
 As I opened the bedroom door, I immediately heard laughter coming from the kitchen. The light and airy laugh of my beautiful wife and the deep rumbling laughter of Jason. 
 “Stop it! Stop it, Jason! I’m trying to cook,” Claire giggled at her huge black lover. Claire was standing at the cooker, frying breakfast and Jason was stood directly behind her. Both his hands were slowly squeezing Claire’s big boobs, while his lips were nibbling and kissing her ears and neck. 
 As I looked at this scene before me, I felt a strange comfort. I’d seen similar scenes between Claire and Jason many times these last few weeks. As I realized Claire’s protests had turned into a low series of moans, I wondered why I’d ended up so melancholy the night before when I’d watched Claire and Jason together. And I realized that last night I’d felt like an outsider looking in, no longer part of the game, but part of a different couple. 
 I stood still and didn’t say anything for a while, because I wanted Jason to continue playing and Claire to continue moaning in pleasure. That was my voyeuristic pleasure, and I wanted another fix to top-up the tank from last night. But after a while, something pushed me to intervene. So I made a little noise as I walked from the doorway into the kitchen. 
 “Hello you two,” I greeted them, trying to sound warm and friendly. 
 As one, they both turned and greeted me. “Hi baby, I didn’t see you there,” my smiling wife greeted me. 
 “Hey, Neil man, morning,” Jason’s deep voice replied. 
 “You two certainly look happy,” I added, trying to make it not sound like a rebuke, but rather a friend happy for someone. 
 Claire blushed. “After you and Hannah ‘disappeared’, we thought you wouldn’t mind if Jason and I spent some time together. I know that wasn’t the plan, and I hope you don’t mind, but Jay and I haven’t seen each other in forever and it was something I think we both needed …” 
 The fact Claire was being so open with me, even about how she’d missed Jason, lifted my heart. I knew the day she started hiding anything from me, especially feelings, would be the day I really had to start worrying about our marriage. 
 Buoyed by Claire’s openness and her loving smile at seeing me this morning, I decided on a change of tack. I suddenly felt more comfortable about their obvious closeness, and less in need of a heavy-handed talk with Claire about my fears from what I’d seen last night. 
 Putting a hand on Jason’s shoulder, I gave him a friendly look and asked, “Jason, friend, can I have a few minutes to talk to Claire?” He looked a bit worried, “Don’t worry, it’s nothing bad, and I think you’ll be happy with the outcome.” 
 I felt his huge hand weigh on my shoulder in a fraternal gesture, “Sure Neil, whatever you need, you got it,” and with that, he took himself off to his bedroom. 
 Claire momentarily looked worried. 
 “It’s okay honey, nothing bad. it’s just I think after last night, which wasn’t exactly what we had planned, I thought you and I could do with a chance to talk,” I suggested. 
 Claire still looked a little anxious, and so I thought no point beating around the bush, I’d better just come out and say it. “Claire, honey, I know we didn’t plan it this way, but with no strings attached, I’m happy for you to spend the rest of this trip with Jason.” 
 Claire’s expression instantly changed from anxious to confused, which made me smile a little, and I decided to be one-hundred-percent honest with Claire, even about my little watching trip to the gap in the wall. 
 “It’s like this, honey. After Hannah and I finished last night, I couldn’t sleep and I came to the kitchen and could hear you with Jason. Hannah came out to check if I was okay, and knowing how I like to watch, she showed me a gap in the wall, which I could use to watch you and Jason.” 
 Despite everything that had already happened between us, Claire blushed and looked momentarily embarrassed at being watched and at what I might have seen or heard. 
 “It’s okay, baby. I’m glad I watched because it made me realize how much you’ve missed Jason these last couple of weeks. Compared to normal, you’ve hardly seen anything of him or spent any time with him. And darling, while I’d love to keep you all to myself, I’d feel bad about that, knowing how much you and Jason have missed each other. And so, while we’re here, I’m okay for you to be with Jason.” 
 And then I used Hannah and Joshua to lighten the mood. “And, after all, it’s not like I’ll be all alone. I’ve got my new best buddy, Joshua. I’m sure he’ll keep me busy, And Hannah seems a really nice lady, either just as a friend to talk to or to have fun with. I am okay with either. Whichever is okay with you.” 
 Claire hadn’t spoken, and I gently teased her. “That’s me done, what do you think, Claire baby?” 
 My beautiful wife put her arms around my shoulders, telling me, “I’ll tell you what I think, honey. I think I love you, and I’ve got the best husband in the world.” 
 We kissed like newlyweds, and I marveled at how my melancholy from the previous night had been washed away by my chat with Hannah and then by Claire’s openness with me and the simple act of spending a little time with her. 
 As we broke the kiss, I could see Claire had something she wanted to ask. “Darling, if we stick to our original plan, we’ve only got another day and a half before we have to go back. I’d love it if we could spend some more time up here.” 
 Of course, what my sweet wife really meant was that she’d love it if she could spend some more time here with Jason! In my newly relaxed and confident mood, I agreed to Claire’s request, and we agreed that the five of us would all head back to New York at the same time on New Year’s Day. Not surprisingly, this earnt me another ‘best husband in the world’ accolade, as I’d just agreed to Claire having another five days together with Jason! 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 Claire and I had this talk on Wednesday morning, and then after we’d all breakfasted together, we headed off to a local nature reserve, as Joshua had found it on the internet and was excited to see the animals there. 
 As the day progressed, things started to almost imperceptibly change. As we walked around the nature reserve before lunch, Claire and I walked together, with Hannah and Jason walking with Joshua most of the time. At lunch, somehow it just happened that Hannah and I sat on the same side of the table, and Claire and Jason on the other. And after lunch, it just seemed natural that Jason and Claire started walking together, swinging Joshua by his arms, in that game kids love to play. 
 Hannah and I were bringing up the rear, and with the weather having turned cold, Hannah put her arm through mine and pulled herself in close, partly for warmth and partly in a gesture of closeness. Hannah looked at me to check I was okay with this, and my smile gave her the answer she needed. 
 Just a few minutes later, as Joshua broke away from them to run ahead, Claire reached out to hold Jason’s hand, and just as Hannah did she snuggled up close to Jason as they walked, for the warmth and the pleasure of intimacy. 
 Little Joshua didn’t seem to bat an eyelid at the change around in the couples, and the new woman who was holding his daddy’s hand. He still had his daddy, and he liked Aunty Claire. And Uncle Neil was still there to play with him. So the fact his daddy was holding Aunty Claire’s hand didn’t make a difference to his little life. 
 And, just like that, the pattern was re-set. When it came time to drive back to the cabin, it seemed the most normal thing in the world that Claire climbed in the front with Jason, and Hannah and I rode in the back with Joshua between us. And when we got back, as Joshua used his last reserves of energy to play outside, I helped Hannah to prepare the dinner. Freed from our earlier agreement, I smiled as I looked into the lounge to see Claire and Jason cuddled on the sofa, talking and laughing about the day’s events. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 With Joshua safely in bed, the wine made its customary appearance. And as we talked, Claire was sat on Jason’s lap as they cuddled, while I had the pleasure of Hannah’s lush bottom keeping me warm. 
 As we talked, I guess I could have predicted it would be the ever mischievous Hannah who gently raised the subject of the changed arrangements. 
 With a smirk, she looked at her ex-husband and asked, “So, Jay, how’s your new girlfriend? Is she as good as I was? She looks a little skinny to me, boobs a bit small for your taste!” 
 Jason grinned, as Claire blushed. “Well, Hannah darling. Let’s just say, it’s like everything in life. We all like an upgrade if we can get one. I used to drive a Ford, and now I’ve got a Cadillac, if you know what I mean. And a Cadillac might not be as big as a Kenworth or a Peterbilt, but I still know which I’d prefer to drive!” 
 This last allusion to his preference for Claire’s big natural tits over Hannah’s larger fake tits made Hannah smile, but I guessed there’d be a riposte coming. 
 “Well honey, I don’t begrudge you your upgrade. You may have moved from Coach to Business, but I’m happy to be in First,” she said, giving me a possessive hug that made it clear to Jason what she meant. 
 Eventually, the teasing between ex-husband and ex-wife finally died down, and the conversation then ranged far and wide. As the evening wore on, the physical closeness between the two respective couples slowly increased. Claire was sat on Jason’s lap, and his arms were possessively wrapped around his woman. An unspoken message to me, that tonight and for the next few days, Claire was his woman, not mine. I don’t think it was meant aggressively. It was just what the four of us had agreed, just as Claire had to look on as Hannah cuddled me and my arms sent a signal that Hannah was mine. 
 As we continued talking, Jason’s hands soon wondered underneath Claire’s blouse to caress her tummy, soon rising higher to gently stroke and play with her big boobs. 
 And then the strangest thing happened. Jason whispered something in Claire’s ear, and she blushed and looked shocked before we saw her nod her head ever so slightly. Then Jason grinned and turned to look at Hannah and me. 
 “I’m sure the two of you have your own fun planned for later. But before that, Claire and I would love it if you watch us play.” 
 Looking at me for a moment, he continued. “I know Neil will enjoy it because he loves to watch Claire and me together. Thanks for that pal. And as we’re all now hanging out as two couples, we thought it would be nice for Hannah to watch as well. Hell, Hannah baby, you’ve seen me with plenty of other girls in the past. But I know you and Claire are good friends now, so I’m sure this would be really special.” 
 To someone who’d lived a sheltered life until these last weeks, it was a surreal situation. But as Hannah and I looked at each other, the playful grin on her face told me she’d love to watch her ex-husband make love to her new friend. 
 “Give us five minutes, then come through,” my new friend Jason smirked as he led my blushing wife through to their bedroom. 
 After the requested five minutes head start, we quietly opened the door to their bedroom. Only the bedside lamps were turned on, bathing the room in a low romantic atmosphere. My beautiful forty-three-year-old wife was kneeling on the floor by the side of the bed, her head bobbing up and down on her man’s huge black phallus. It was an incredibly erotic sight. We’d come up to the cabin determined not to play, with Claire and I being a conventional couple for our stay. 
 But after only two days, Claire had succumbed to her attraction to Jason and was kneeling in front of him, worshipping his black manhood. In this pose my wife’s big breasts looked stunning, silhouetted as they were by the low light. Jason turned to smile at me and his ex-wife, but Claire just carried on gazing at her lover as she took him in her mouth. 
 Jason looked at Hannah, and asked, “Do you remember what we used to do sometimes at those parties? You know, if there was a newbie couple?” 
 Hannah smiled at the memory, “Sure, honey. How could I forget? Why, are you thinking to do something like that now?” 
 Jason didn’t speak, the smile he gave Hannah answered for him. And with that, he slowly lifted Claire up from her knees and guided her to lay in the middle of the bed. 
 Jason raised Claire’s chin and kissed her softly. “Baby, I plan on making this a night you’ll never forget. I’m going to ask Hannah and Neil to join us in the bed, so we can all enjoy your wonderful body. Are you okay with that? I promise you, you’ll have a wonderful time.” 
 Claire looked nervously at Jason, “Okay. I trust you, Jason. I’ve never done anything like this before, so please be patient with me.” 
 What followed was one of the most erotic events I think either Claire or I have ever experienced. Jason was the ringmaster, as he took up his position between Claire’s welcoming thighs and gently slid his huge cock deep into my wife’s welcoming body. As he slowly pumped in and out, Claire’s eyes were closed tight as she moaned at the intense pleasure she was getting from the long, deep thrusts of his huge cock. 
 “Neil, go and lay down on Claire’s left,” Jason suggested to me. “Then you can kiss and hold her while we give her a night to remember.” 
 I was physically shaking as I walked over to lay next to Claire. As I took her hand, Claire opened her eyes and moved her head to signal she wanted me to kiss her. I gave her a gentle and tender kiss. “I love you, Claire. If you’re not comfortable with any of this, honey, just let me know.” 
 Claire’s eyes held mine and told me how much she loved me, and I’d given her just the comfort and reassurance she needed. I saw the stress leave her shoulders as she began to relax and enjoy whatever Jason had planned for her. 
 Without a word being said between them, Hannah joined her ex-husband next to Claire, and suddenly my wife looked nervous once again. Hannah just looked into her friends’ face until she sensed Claire had relaxed a little. She stroked Claire’s face, and my wife smiled weakly at Hannah. Encouraged, Hannah gave Claire the lightest of kisses, her lips barely touching those of my wife. Hannah looked into Clare’s eyes and seeing only nerves but no resistance, she kissed Claire again. Only this time, the kiss was stronger, with Hannah’s tongue gently starting to possess and explore Claire’s mouth. 
 Despite everything that had happened in the last few weeks, I was stunned at this development. Claire had never been with another woman before, and I was amazed she was letting Hannah kiss her. With Claire still letting Hannah do whatever she wanted to her body, Hannah continued French kissing my wife but also started playing with Claire’s big boobs. My poor wife didn’t know where to look. Her six-foot, five-inch black boyfriend continued to slide his huge cock in and out of her body, as Hannah gave her deep, soulful kisses and played with her tits. Hannah now started to really work Claire’s boobs over, squeezing the flesh and rolling and then nibbling my wife’s nipples. Claire just screwed her eyes closed and whimpered from the intense pleasure Jason and his ex-wife were giving her. 
 Jason tapped Hannah on her shoulder and they swapped positions. Claire’s eyes opened and gave a silent protest as Jason withdrew his massive man meat from my wife’s body. Then her eyes widened as she realized what Hannah was about to do, as she saw Hannah start to kiss her way down her tummy. 
 “No,” Claire cried out in the smallest of voices. She was thoroughly unconvincing. Her legs stayed open as Hannah’s head moved lower. Claire was now blushing at what was about to happen, and offered a last defense, putting her hand in front of her pussy. Jason kissed her and gently pulled my wife’s hand out of the way, telling her, “It’s okay Claire, you’ll love it, I promise, Hannah’s really good at eating pussy.” 
 From my position lying by Claire and holding her hand, I couldn’t see everything Hannah’s tongue, teeth and lips were doing to my wife, but what I could see was the effect it had on my wife. This might have been Claire’s first time going with another woman, but she was in heaven as Hannah’s mouth worked its magic on her clit and pussy. Any embarrassment Claire had felt earlier, was now long gone. My wife’s hands were gripped tight into Hannah’s black hair like two talons, pulling Hannah’s head ever closer onto her pussy. Claire’s whimpers and sobs of pleasure filled the room, as her long pale legs were wrapped around Hannah’s head. Until that moment I’d never really been turned-on by Lesbian sex like some guys are. But seeing my wife’s legs thrown wide and hearing her cries of delight as Hannah ate her pussy made me a new convert to the sapphic pleasures. 
 When Claire came down from her first lesbian climax with Hannah, the blushing and embarrassed look returned. But Jason took no notice. He kissed my wife softly, but then firmly told her what was about to happen. “Claire, honey, that was just a down-payment. You told me you wanted me to help you experiment. And that’s what we’re going to do tonight. With your loving husband here with you, so you can relax, Hannah and me are going to make love to you like never before. When my cock’s shot its bolt and I need a break, then Hannah’s going to make love to you as only another woman can. And then, when she needs a break, I’ll be ready to go again and give you more.” 
 Claire looked like a deer caught in the headlights, but she didn’t argue or resist. And for the next couple of hours, Jason was as good as his word. Between him and his ex-wife Hannah, they must have brought Claire to a dozen orgasms or more. Some from his huge cock, other from the attentions of Hannah and her womanly ways. After Jason shot his third load deep into my squealing and sobbing wife, Jason and Hannah looked at each other. They could see Claire was totally spent. Jason gave Claire a final kiss. “Claire honey, I think that’s enough. Why don’t you and Neil go and get some sleep together? We’ll see you in the morning” 
 I lead my weary but very happy wife off to bed. It was so good to feel the warmth and softness of her body next to mine. Not surprisingly, she was asleep seconds after her head hit the pillow, and I was left alone with my thoughts. I lay awake for a couple of hours, just staring at the ceiling. My mind was full of the sights and sounds of the evening, as Jason and Hannah had worked as a team to use my very willing wife as their sexual plaything. 
 I wondered how Claire would feel in the morning. How would she feel when she was face-to-face with Hannah, the woman who now knew her body as intimately as Jason or I did. Would she die of shame, or would she embrace what had happened between her and Hannah and Jason? 
 Having extended our original stay, we still had another four days here, and I couldn’t help but wonder what might happen. Between Claire and Jason, and between Hannah and me. Or, for that matter, between Claire and Hannah. 
 But, for me, the bigger question wasn’t about these next four days. The bigger question was what did this all mean for our lives when we got back to New York. Claire and I had just about gotten comfortable with there being a third wheel in our marriage. But after this evening, was our marriage about to become even more crowded? 





 Chapter 10 
 The remainder of our cabin trip was a wonderful time when we all enjoyed a memorable Christmas break. After Hannah and I had made out, I’d felt jealous and insecure watching Claire and Jason together. As I secretly watched the two of them making love in Jason’s bedroom, it seemed different to when all three of us played together. They seemed especially close and to have a real hunger for each other. And the way they were with each other freaked me out, and start me wondering again if I should be worried about our marriage and future. 
 But Hannah and I talked and she reassured me of Claire’s love for me. After talking, I felt confident and comfortable in Claire’s love for me, and less worried about where we might end up if we carried on playing. Hannah also said that even if Claire was with Jason up in the mountains, she’d be back with me when our normal life resumed in New York. Confident in this and Claire’s love for me, I was happy to watch Claire play, and for Claire and Jason to be a couple for the rest of that visit. 
 I wasn’t the only one experiencing jealousy. Claire admitted she still felt a little jealous when she saw me and Hannah together. She knew it was hypocritical and unfair, but said she couldn’t control her feelings. She didn’t give in to this jealousy, as she encouraged Hannah and me to be together. She was open with Hannah – telling her new BFF she felt happy for us, mixed in with the jealousy. 
 During those last four days of the trip, three friendships and relationships grew deeper. For the remaining days of our extended stay at the cabin, Claire and Jason spent a lot of time together. I’d given Claire my blessing to be with Jason, for them to be ‘a couple’ as I’d seen how much they’d missed each other and I knew Hannah would keep me busy. Of course, it both hurt and excited me to see them together. That was part of the game we’d all been playing these last weeks. But Claire and I were both careful to make sure things didn’t get out of control. Even if she and Jason spent most of those last four days together and slept together, Claire was always careful to spend some of the day with me and to check-in that I was still okay emotionally. 
 And seeing Claire’s concern for me, and the care she took not to push things too far, made a big difference. It gave me just the reassurance I needed to allow us to carry on playing the game. Because seeing their growing closeness was both incredibly exciting and also incredibly painful. Over the last weeks, I’d grown used to the sounds and sights of their lovemaking. So that was relatively easy for me to accept and deal with. But this was different, seeing them spend the whole day together as a couple, as Claire and I normally would have. 
 And I was on the outside, looking in. Hearing their laughter, seeing those little intimate touches, and seeing those small looks that pass between couples. And the truth is, I loved it and I hated it. And I could only cope with it because Claire always spent some time with me and checked in on me. These small daily connections with Claire felt like a cool towel on a burning fever, just doing enough to stop me exploding. And when Claire wasn’t there to reassure me, I was distracted by my budding relationship with Hannah. 
 This was the second relationship that grew in those last days at the cabin. I found Hannah to be a far nicer, smarter and more interesting person than I’d assumed after we first met. With Jason and Claire spending so much time together, that left Hannah and me with plenty of time to get to know each other better. And I don’t just mean the sex, although that was pretty amazing! I really enjoyed getting to know her as a person. We talked about all sorts of stuff, and I really found myself warming to Hannah. 
 And at nights Hannah and I made out and spent the nights together. I was flattered a woman as beautiful and sexy as Hannah would be interested in a guy like me. Six years her senior, balding with a pretty average body and looks. But Hannah didn’t seem to mind, saying she liked me as I made her laugh and challenged her when we talked about things. By the end of the break, we’d become good friends, as well as lovers who enjoyed wonderful sex and then snuggling up and falling asleep together. Claire was open with me that she’d not been in a ‘real relationship’ recently, only having had a series of ‘fuck buddy’ relationships. 
 Just as I sometimes found it hard watching Claire with Jason, Claire would often admit how she got jealous watching Claire and me talking or holding hands or stuff like that. And it felt good to know Claire was feeling jealous. It was another confirmation of her love for me. If she’d not felt jealous, I’d have worried! 
 And that brings me on to the third relationship, between Claire and Hannah. Despite the jealousy Claire sometimes felt, they entered this break as budding best friends, and their relationship just got stronger each day. I’d often see them talking, and I guessed that when we were all back in New York, they’d become firm friends. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 When we got back to New York at the start of the year, both Claire and I were intrigued to see how things would develop in 2017. We’d only been in this new lifestyle for just shy of two months, and that had brought substantial changes. But going into 2017, the ingredients were different. After their time together at the Cabin, Jason and Claire were unmistakably closer than they’d been before Christmas. Their relationship had definitely ratcheted up several notches. Secondly, Claire was now starting to really embrace the whole ‘exploring my sexuality’ thing, after her experiences in the car park and then being shared by Hannah and Jason together. And thirdly, Hannah was now part of this whole game we were playing. 
 And with all of these ingredients, looking back now, that first half of 2017 at many times felt like a complicated game of 3D Chess, which got confusing and felt quite crowded at times. But for Claire and I, these feelings didn’t kick in for a while, because we decided to reserve that first week back to re-connect as a couple and talk through everything that had happened at the cabin. 
 Just making love, cuddling and talking in that first week was wonderful. Especially as we’d spent so little time together as a couple in the last five days. It felt good to make love with Claire again. To feel her arms wrapped around me, or look into her beautiful eyes as I slowly moved in and out of her body. Or to feel felt her fingers scrabbling at my hair, as my tongue brought her to climax. Or as we simply just held each other, with an occasional soft kiss when the moment took us. 
 It was one of these ‘dining at the Y’ sessions Claire and I had one of our most deep and far-reaching conversations. I’d just ‘re-surfaced’ from eating Claire to a powerful climax, and as I lay next to her with my wet face I made a throwaway comment, “That was nice, your pussy seemed happy to see an old friend again, even if she looks a little different from when I last visited!” 
 Claire grinned at me. She knew the whole ‘wife stretched out and ruined for husband’ theme was a fantasy hot-spot for me. And how turned-on I normally was when she told me how big and how much better Jason was. But a moment later, Claire’s grin was replaced by a nervous look. “Neil, honey, do I really look different down there, or are you just winding me up?” 
 My husbandly antennae warned me my comment had acted as a catalyst for Claire wanting to have a wider discussion about where we were as a couple, and about fears and worries she had. And the truth was, I knew we had to have this talk and I needed it just as much as Claire. 
 And as we talked, I could tell how much Claire had been bottling up inside and how much she also needed to talk. We both needed a mix of reassurance from each other, and also to discuss certain things. Claire and I each had the same two issues we felt we needed to discuss. How was each of us feeling about the new partners we’d just spent time with? And, in some ways more important, how we each felt about each other and the new relationships. Were there any negative feelings or worries we needed to address together before they festered and caused trouble? 
 Being the good husband, I went first. I told Claire I had really enjoyed seeing her and Jason so close and behaving like a couple throughout the trip. I reminded Claire that for me the angst and jealousy were inextricably linked. I couldn’t have the highs without the lows, but the lows were okay so long as we still took time to connect with each other and check everything was okay. That was the lesson we’d both learned, and which we were careful to live by. Claire was really relieved to hear I was okay with everything and really enjoying watching her and Jason together. As I ran through some of my favorite highlights from the cabin, she smiled wistfully. A mix of happy memories and comfort knowing I really did enjoy their relationship, I wasn’t just spinning her some BS. 
 Claire admitted she was a little less far along in her acceptance of Hannah and me. She apologized that this was maybe hypocritical, but said she couldn’t help her feelings. She pretty much repeated what she’d told me at the cabin. That she liked Hannah a lot as a friend, and she was happy I was having fun. But she did feel jealous and was worried about losing me or losing my love to Hannah. 
 I loved that Claire was worried about losing me. I knew in the very marrow of my bones this would never, ever happen. I kissed her and told her this, smiling as I said as long as we were both so worried about losing each other, then we’d stay good. 
 The upshot of these heart-to-heart conversations in early January was that we were both happy to let things pretty much continue on from how they’d been in the cabin. Claire and I both laughed when I suggested that ‘just maybe’ we should also talk to Jason and Hannah! We had been a little self-absorbed these last days, and a dinner on Friday night seemed the perfect way to fix that. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 That Friday night dinner started off a weekend that was to have far-reaching consequences for Claire and I. Claire and Hannah prepared the meal together in our kitchen, with Jason and me spotting a slightly competitive edge between them as they each fought to be queen bee. Jason and I were too gentlemanly to even think about declaring a winner! 
 And afterward, it seemed the most natural thing in the world was for the two couples to say their goodnights (even though it was only around nine o’clock) and retire to their respective bedrooms. As Jason and Claire bid us goodnight, I told them to take the master bedroom, joking I didn’t want a lawsuit from Jason’s HMO if he got a bad back. With a playful smile, Claire kissed me goodnight and declared to all of us that if Jason did get a bad back, it would be on her, and nothing to do with the bed! 
 My eyes followed Claire’s shapely ass as she headed upstairs with her boyfriend, and I thought how her comment showed just how comfortable she now was with her relationship with Jason. 
 It felt wonderful to be back with Hannah. Being in bed together and also reconnecting as two people who’d become good friends. There was so much to enjoy that evening. The marvelous feeling of her soft body and the look and feel of those amazing 34DD boobs of hers. The look on her face and cries of pleasure when I made her cum first with my tongue and then with my cock. The feeling of sinking my cock into her body and then making love. And then the cuddling and hugging before I recovered and we did it all again. 
 After coming a second time, Hannah and I both knew that was it for this fifty-year-old guy, and we just held each other and talked. As she lay snuggled up next to me, Hannah kissed my ear and gently traced the shape of my ear. “Neil, honey, I know Claire and Jason are next door doing their thing, but we haven’t really talked about where this thing is going, especially between you and me.” 
 I knew Hannah wanted a serious conversation. I turned my head to look at her, knowing this was important to her, judging by the tension in her voice and body. Hannah was normally relaxed and confident, and yet I could really feel the nervousness emanating from her as she opened up. 
 “Neil, honey, it’s like this. You, Jason and Claire, have your nice little routine set-up. Whenever the Nets play, you guys get together to play, and you all seem to have fun and know where you fit. But after the time you and me spent together up at the cabin, what I need to know is where do I fit in this little set-up? Or do I even figure in your and Claire’s plans, or was it just a nice holiday fling?” 
 Hannah’s sense of feeling left-out was obvious from her choice of words. I felt really sorry for her and guilty that Claire and I hadn’t thought more about her needs when we’d been getting our heads straight this last week. Claire and I had been so focused on ourselves, that we’ given precious little thought to either Hannah’s needs or Jason’s needs. 
 “I’m sorry, Hannah. Claire and I have quite self-absorbed and inconsiderate of what you and Jason might want or need. I’m really sorry, especially as I feel we’ve all grown close and you’ve been a really good friend to me when I was struggling with the whole Jason and Claire thing.” 
 “Apology accepted,” Hannah grinned, giving me a chaste kiss on the cheek, before continuing. “But that still leaves the question of where I fit in this happy little ménage-a-trois that you, my ex and Claire sweet-cheeks have got going on.” 
 I thought for a moment and knew the only answer I could give her. “Honestly, Hannah, I can’t give you an answer right now. Claire and I would need to talk before we could give you an answer.” 
 And then, like all good Wall St. negotiators, I tried to put a more positive spin on it. “Just say, for a moment, that Claire and I are agreeable, what is it you would like? You know, in your ideal set-up.” 
 Hannah really did have an irrepressible personality. Barely moments after her voice and body had been full of nerves, she teased me, “Oh, honey, if I told you what I really wanted, you’d blush and kick me out of your bed!” 
 This wonderful lady loved winding me up. She knew I was the most strait-laced of the four of us, and she enjoyed using that fact against me. But having had her fun, Hannah’s serious face returned. 
 “Look, I haven’t got this all worked out. And I don’t know what’ll be acceptable to Claire. But I really enjoyed spending time with you at the cabin, and I was hoping we could carry on with something like that. Look, I know you, Jason and Claire have your thing, and that mainly revolves around the bedroom. But I was hoping you and me could hang out, spend time together, aside just from the bedroom. Neil, you’re a nice guy and you make me laugh and think about stuff. And I don’t have too many people like that in my life, so I’d like it if we could spend some time just hanging.” 
 And then, Hannah being Hannah, she lightened the tone, grabbing hold of my spent and sticky cock, “But of course, not just hanging, I’d still want some of this, sugar,” she beamed at me, as I groaned with a happy fear this woman would kill me before the month was out. Hell, maybe that was her and Claire’s plan, and they’d divide up the insurance money and live happily ever after! 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 I knew I’d have to tell Claire what Hannah had told me, but we didn’t get a chance for this discussion until the following week. What got in the way was the double-header of Claire’s bourgeoning sexual inquisitiveness and Hannah’s mischievous desire to help her new bestie explore things she’d never tried. This particular double-header hit us on Saturday night. We’d spent the day just relaxing at home, with Jason and Claire finally emerging from the master bedroom just before noon. 
 Being seventeen years older than Jason, even with the lovely Hannah I couldn’t keep up with his bedroom athletics and had spent the morning just talking to Hannah. Not so my beautiful wife Claire and her thirty-three-year-old lover, whose lovemaking we’d heard four times before my blushing wife and Jason appeared. 
 We spent the day relaxing and enjoying each others’ company, Claire and Jason seemed to naturally gravitate together and that was fine with me and Hannah as we then paired up. And then at Hannah’s suggestion, we all headed out to a club she knew near her home in Queens. Hannah and Claire had been excitedly whispering about something, and then Hannah announced they were going to stop by her place en-route to the club to get dressed up and put ‘something nice and sexy’ on for their men. 
 Jason and I had been at the club for around an hour when the girls finally arrived. And what they were wearing took my breath away. Hannah was wearing a very short pink mini-dress, with the outline of her braless 34DDs clear against the thin fabric of the dress. But Hannah had persuaded my wife into an even more revealing and sexy brown mini-dress, with a top that was semi-transparent so that her big boobs were visible for all of the guys in the club to see. The ‘old Claire’ would have died of embarrassment wearing a dress like this. But after the last couple of months, Claire was a woman transformed. My beautiful wife’s face looked excited and exhilarated at all the male attention the dress was attracting. 
 When Claire reached our table, I saw a momentary hesitation as she tried to work out who she should say hello to first – Jason or myself. I breathed a sigh of relief when she greeted me first, and then Jason. But that moment of confusion gnawed away at me, exciting and scaring me in equal measure. 
 As Claire and Jason headed for the dance floor, Hannah cuddled up next to me. “Hello stranger, did you miss me?” As she pushed those huge boobs of hers into me and smiled seductively, I dearly wanted to pay the bat bill and drag this beautiful woman back to bed and fuck the living daylights out of her. 
 As she snuggled up to me, she whispered, “Do you know, your naughty little slutty wife wants to try her hand at a gangbang tonight?” 
 Hannah could tell from my expression I hardly believed her, but she just gave me her best impish grin. “Do you remember at the cabin, how interested she was when I talked about it? And all the questions she asked me? And then, how the next day she asked me more about it?” 
 I nodded, with a sense of fear and excitement, knowing in my gut Hannah wasn’t spinning me a line. 
 Hannah continued, “Driving to my condo just now, she was asking me what was the best sex session I’d ever had. When I told her it was with Jason and two of his buddies, Lewis and Tyrell, she nearly creamed herself. She told me she knew both of them, and then asked if I thought they might be in the club tonight?” 
 I felt a knot in my stomach, realizing what Hannah was saying fitted together. Remembering back to the cabin and how even then I’d thought Claire might want to try something like this when we got back to New York. 
 Hannah grinned wickedly and turned to show me a message on her phone. “Hey, Lewis. Remember Claire, Jay’s GF? She might want to play later. So Jay says get your ass down to Odyssey and bring Tyrell.” 
 Hannah looked at me, with her finger paused over the ‘send’ button, “Your call, Neil. My guess is if you enjoy watching Claire together with Jason, you’ll go nuts watching your sweet little wife pulling a train with Jason and two of his well hung homeys.” 
 Hannah continued to hold my stare, challenging me to make a decision. Shit! Why could this woman read me so well. I got the feeling I was being manipulated, but like the addict I’d become, I knew the decision I’d make. Hannah knew me too well. As I hovered indecisively, she kissed the side of my face and whispered in my ear, like a latter-day Eve whispering to Adam, “Go on, Neil, honey. Remember how excited she was talking about this, back at the cabin? I know you’ll both love it.” 
 I knew we’d both love it. That wasn’t the question causing me to delay. It was the price we might have to pay later that caused my delay. But I couldn’t resist the urge, the need for the fix, any longer and I pressed the send button. Hannah kissed me softly again, “Good boy! You won’t regret it. You and Claire will love it. She’ll have a great time.” 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 Lewis and Tyrell arrived about thirty minutes later, giving Hannah big hugs and fist bumping me. Remembering the way these guys had looked at Claire’s body that first time we’d met, and I knew how much they were looking forward to having Claire tonight. 
 “Hey, Neil, man. Hannah says Claire wants to play tonight. She’s worn out poor Jay and she needs some spare. Is that right, bro?” Lewis asked with a lustful grin. Hearing his words, I knew this wasn’t going to be a subtle night. There wasn’t going to be any gradual seduction. These guys were here to fuck Claire and satisfy her inquisitiveness about what it was like to be with more than one man. I was so nervous I couldn’t speak, and I just gave some kind of weak smile and nodded. 
 Jason must have spotted the arrival of his bros as he led Claire back to our booth. At this stage, I didn’t know if Claire was in on Hannah’s plan, but her next words removed any doubts. Having greeted both guys with hugs, Claire suddenly looked nervous as she sat next to me and looked into my eyes. “Honey, are you okay with this? Hannah and I agreed you’d be the one to send the message, to make sure you’re on board with it. Are you okay with this?” 
 I held Claire’s hand and returned her gaze, as the nervous responsible husband hiding deep within me made his last appearance. “Are you sure you want this Claire? I just want you to have one last chance to back out if you’re not sure before things go too far.” 
 Claire said nothing for what seemed an eternity, as we just looked nervously at each other, and then she spoke to me, “Neil honey, yes, I’m sure. I really want to try this. Hannah made it sound such fun. You and me have really enjoyed playing these last few weeks, and this is the next thing I want to try, baby.” 
 Claire and I shared a look of deep love and connection, as she leaned in and kissed me. “Thank you, honey. Thank you for letting me try this. I promise you I’ll be all yours again in the morning. Just you and me, honey.” And after a final kiss, she was gone. Whisked to the dance floor by one of the three black men who would be her lovers tonight. 
 And pretty much, those were the last words Claire and I would exchange that evening. The rest of the night passed in a whirl of activity. I went through the whole range of feelings it’s possible to experience as I watched events unfold, lucky to have Hannah at my side to help me cope. 
 We stayed at the club for another hour or so, as Jason and his two buddies took it in turn to dance with Claire. ‘Dance’ might be a euphemism. Jason danced, but Lewis and Tyrell just held Claire and pretty much just groped her shapely body as they shuffled in time with the music. They loved her semi-transparent dress and the way it showed off her big boobs, and her boobs and ass got plenty of attention as Claire and her partners would kiss as she enjoyed them feeling up her body. 
 Whenever Claire returned to our booth for a drink or short rest, her flushed face told me how excited and aroused she was. Even with the drink and her arousal, she still looked at me each time. We didn’t speak, but her expression asked me ‘honey, are you still okay with this.’ 
 Eventually, I felt Jason’s meaty paw on my shoulder, and I looked up at him. “Neil, man, let’s get this party started. Your little lady’s getting antsy to get her some black dick inside her tight little pussy. Last chance, bro, once we leave there’s no turning back, I know Claire wants it, but are you still cool with this, bro?” 
 “I guess,” was all I could reply, torn between a last cry of anguish to stop this thing and have my sweet wife back, and my burning desire to see what Claire looked like as these three big black guys devoured her for the rest of the night. 
 As we headed into the parking lot I was torn about which car to ride in. Hannah had been my ‘date’ for the night, and she’d be alone as Claire wasted light time jumping into Jason’s Escalade, giggling as she was sandwiched between Lewis and Tyrell. I desperately wanted to ride up front with Jason so I wouldn’t miss any of the fun and games. But then I’d feel bad that I’d let Hannah down. 
 I was stood there hesitating when I heard Hannah’s soft laugh behind me. “Go on, Romeo. I know you don’t want to miss out. You ride with Claire and the guys. I’ll be fine. But later I want some of your love and attention, honey. It’s not fair Claire has all the fun! Deal?” 
 “Deal!” I smiled, as I kissed Hannah and headed off to Jason’s Escalade. 
 As I climbed up into his car, I saw Jason’s grinning face. “Okay, let’s get this show on the road! Your place or my place? Your call, bro. But I think your place is more practical as you’ve got more bedrooms.” 
 Before I had a chance to answer, Claire’s passion-filled voice called out, “Jay, just drive, honey. I’m dying here in the back. Just drive. Our place is fine.” 
 Jason looked at me for confirmation, and I just shrugged my shoulders. In the grand scheme of things, it didn’t really matter whose bed we used. The result was going to be the same. My sweet forty-three-year-old wife was going to take the next step on her journey of sexual exploration. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 As we sped back towards our home, I was able to watch much of what went on between Claire and her two new men in the vanity mirror. The guys had wasted little time in pulling Claire’s see-through dress down off her shoulders so it was bunched just below her big boobs. At the same time, they’d hiked the hem of the mini-dress up around her hips, so the brown dress just looked like a one-foot wide sash of material around Claire’s middle. The ‘old Claire’ would have been terrified, as she was now riding down the highway virtually naked, visible to other cars and any cop cars. 
 But the new Claire loved it. Her head was thrown back, her eyes closed, her breathing coming in deep gulps as she lapped up the attention of these two young black guys. Lewis, the six-foot, nine-inch giant seemed the more dominant of the two. He’d pushed Claire’s panties to one side and it looked like he was trying to stuff his entire hand in Claire’s tight pussy. At first, he was reaming her out with two of his large fingers, but then he stuffed a third digit in and started twisting all three fingers around until Claire moaned, “Too much, too much, honey.” He took the hint, and resumed working Claire with just two fingers, but now intent on stuffing them as deep inside Claire as he could, while his mouth suckled at one of her tits. 
 wasn’t idle. He’d turned Claire’s face to his and they were kissing with a heat and passion like there was no tomorrow. In his early twenties, he was the youngest of the group, but he still knew how to work a woman, as he alternated kissing Claire’s mouth with kissing and sucking at her ears and neck, gently playing with her nipple and tit flesh at the same time. 
 With all the male attention Claire was receiving from these two young black guys, my wife was incredibly aroused and really in need of cock by the time we reached our home. I unlocked the front door, and Claire was first in as she led the two guys by the hand towards the stairs. As I saw her shapely ass disappearing up the stairs with her new men, I felt a twinge in my gut that she’d not even acknowledged me on her way in. This twinge got worse as I was forced to follow Jason’s huge bulk up the stairs, my position as the last man both hurting and exciting me. 
 Claire had already been stripped naked by the time I entered our master bedroom, lying there between the two guys only wearing her high heels as the two guys continued to play with her willing body. I had another burst of masochistic pleasure as the guys both looked to Jason for guidance, acknowledging Claire’s status as his girlfriend over and above Claire’s position as my wife. 
 “You first, Lewis. She’ll need a little warming-up before we let old donkey-dick over there loose on her little pussy.” 
 Jason was playing me, he knew his words would fill me with curiosity and dread, and I rose to the bait as I nervously looked across at him. 
 “Didn’t I tell you, Neil, buddy. Tyrell might not be as tall as me and Lewis, but his nickname’s ‘donkey’ for a good reason. He’s got me beat, and I’m sure Claire’s going to love every thick inch of his big black cock. Isn’t that right, Hannah?” 
 I turned to see a smiling Hannah had now joined us. She put a consoling hand on my shoulder, “Neil, love, remember, this is what Claire wants. She knew about the size of Tyrell’s cock, and that made her just want this even more.” 
 The paranoid part of my brain dwelt on the fact that both Claire and Hannah had neglected to tell me about the size of Tyrell’s cock. It was bad enough I was sharing Claire with one guy who totally out-gunned me in the cock stakes. But now we were introducing a second guy into the mix, and he was apparently even bigger than Jason if that was humanly possible! 
 As Tyrell and Lewis stripped, I started shaking and having serious doubts as I saw the size of Tyrell’s cock. He looked to be a good inch or more longer than Jason, and his cock’s girth was also noticeably thicker. Hannah caught me staring at Tyrell’s abnormal cock, and whispered in my ear, “Trust me, baby, Claire will love it. Now she’s used to Jason’s size, Tyrell’s extra size is just what she needs. It’ll drive her crazy and she won’t be able to get enough of him. Take it from me, I know.” 
 As ever, Hannah knew just the thing to say to press my buttons. Her words about Claire loving it and not being able to get enough of Tyrell were like a knife twisting in my gut. So hot, and so frightening. 
 Lewis moved his huge six-foot, nine-inch frame so he was between Claire’s legs and he rubbed his big cock up and down the entrance to her body. His cock was maybe an inch shorter than Jason’s and about the same thickness, and Claire moaned her pleasure as he sank all of his big cock into her in one smooth motion. Claire’s eyes opened and she smiled contentedly up at the young man who’d just become the fifth guy who’d ever been inside her body. 
 “Oh, that’s wonderful, baby. You feel so good inside me,” she purred up at this young black giant, who size dwarfed even Jason. 
 Lewis grinned, suddenly looking younger than his years. “Claire, baby, I wanted you that first night we met at the club. But you were Jason’s girl so I said nothing out of respect to Jay.” 
 Claire smiled tenderly up at the big guy. “I hope I’m worth the wait, honey. Now you’ve got me, you can do whatever you want to me tonight, lover.” 
 At that moment, it was like no-one else was in the room, they only had eyes for each other. Seeing and hearing this was another stab to my gut. Until Jason asserted his authority, slapping Lewis on the shoulder and telling him, “Hey bro, just remember, she’s my girl. She’s only on loan, so less talking and more fucking, right!” 
 Claire giggled, and Lewis grinned, “Okay, boss, you got it.” 
 Lewis leaned forward to softly kiss Claire, and then he started slowly stroking his big cock in and out of my wife’s body, as Jason and Tyrell each grabbed a leg and played with Claire’s big tits. It hurt me to watch this scene, but the sight of these three black guys sexing my wife was also incredibly erotic. 
 As I watched the three of them give Claire experiences she’d never had before, I had a flash-back to the simplicity and wholesomeness of our earlier life. I thought back to our early dates, our wedding day and the day we brought home Amy from the hospital. This all flashed before me and contrasted starkly with the scene before me. The scene before me was pure sex. It was the woman I loved taken the next step on this journey of sexual exploration we’d embarked on. She’d tried and enjoyed having one black lover, and now Hannah’s words had lit a fire to see what it was like to be the plaything of several guys at once. 
 My philosophizing was interrupted by the touch of Hannah’s soft hand on my cheek. “Hey, lover boy, time for me to redeem that payment for letting you ride with Claire. How’s about you take this sister next door and see to her needs?” 
 I smiled at her playful invitation and kissed her as I took her hand. But as we were leaving the room, my eyes were drawn to young Tyrell wanking that huge slab of meat in front of his groin. I felt a knot in the pit of my stomach and knew I couldn’t leave until I’d seen Claire take Tyrell’s huge cock for the first time. 
 “Sorry, Hannah, can we wait just a few minutes more?” I asked apologetically. 
 Hannah had seen where I’d been staring, and she smiled sympathetically. “Honey, you have got it bad, haven’t you? You want to see Claire take young Tyrell, don’t you? You want to see how she finds it with a cock even bigger than Jason’s, don’t you?” 
 I blushed and shrugged my shoulders. She had me right, there was no hiding. 
 “Okay, honey. But after that, I get you all to myself, okay?” 
 I nodded my head, relieved at Hannah’s understanding. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 Lewis and Jason fucked Claire for nearly the next hour between them, making her squeal and moan through more orgasms than I could keep track off. And then Jason finally shot his load deep into my writhing wife, and after she’d recovered a little, it was Tyrell’s turn to take up position between Claire’s legs. 
 Claire was tired from being fucked so vigorously for the last hour, but she found the energy to smile up at Tyrell. Claire seemed keen to watch the visual spectacle of seeing such a huge cock sinking into her body, as she propped herself up so she could watch as Tyrell lodged his huge cockhead into her vulva. Despite having been already stretched out by Lewis and Jason, she bit her lip as the size of Tyrell’s cockhead stretched her even more. Claire gritted her teeth as Tyrell started sliding into her, inch-by-inch with his extra girth stretching her even more than she was used to with Jason. 
 “Oh, baby, that’s wonderful, where have you been all my life!” Claire smiled and encouraged the twenty-something black guy with the horse dick. 
 “Don’t you get any ideas, Claire,” came Jason’s deep voice. “This is a one time deal, honey, you’re back in my bed after tonight!” 
 Claire grinned, “Yes, lover, whatever you say! But it’s nice for a girl to feel wanted.” 
 Hannah squeezed my hand, knowing that Jason’s possessiveness of Claire would press both my pain and pleasure buttons, and I appreciated her support. 
 Tyrell sunk himself into Claire as far as he could go, but we could all see there was still an inch or so Claire hadn’t managed to take. Lowering his tattooed body so Claire and he could exchange kisses, he started pumping his hips up and down. Despite her tiredness, Claire responded with her pale hands on his ass and hips, her long white legs wrapped around his back as they continued to kiss. 
 After maybe a dozen or so strokes, Tyrell held Claire extra tight, and on the downward stroke he gave a powerful lunge, and Claire screamed as her body tensed and she took the final part of Tyrell’s cock. Tyrell just held himself motionless above Claire, as my shocked wife clung to him and hyperventilated, adjusting to a cock deeper than she’d ever known before. 
 Tyrell showed his lack of maturity, turning to his boss and grinning, “Hey, boss, I got me something you don’t!” 
 Jason looked pretty nonplussed with his young employee, but he controlled himself, “Don’t push it, Tyrell, just get on and give the lady what she wants, and less of the mouth, okay!” 
 Tyrell was smart enough not to push it or challenge Jason, and his grimace gave a half-apology as he started working his huge dick in and out of my very happy wife. The lovers’ locked their mouths together again as Tyrell’s ass built up speed until he was slamming into Claire, the sound of their two bodies slapping together dominating the room. 
 Tyrell was so worked up that he didn’t last as long as Lewis or his boss, and after a few minutes he made one final lunge and shot his load deep into Claire as they shared a powerful orgasm together. 
 As Claire and her young black lover came down off their high, Hannah squeezed my hand, telling me it was time to go. I kissed her softly and broke away for a moment to speak to Claire. 
 As I reached over the bed, Tyrell was still above Claire as they shared little butterfly kisses. It was a little humiliating that I had to gently turn Claire’s head to me so she noticed me, but then at least she gave me a loving smile. 
 “Thank you, baby. Thanks for letting me do this,” she whispered in a quiet voice intended just for me. 
 “Don’t mention it, darling. I know you wanted this, and I enjoyed watching as well. I love you, baby,” and pausing to think before my last words, I added, “See you in the morning honey. Have fun, and remember how much I love you.” 
 There was such love in Claire’s eyes as she looked at me that I nearly cried. But I held my feelings back, gave her one final kiss and headed out the room with Hannah. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 Hannah was tuned in enough to my emotional turmoil to know I needed a few minutes to gather myself before I could concentrate on her. I was still processing the fact I’d just given my wife of twenty years to three black guys and watched them all fuck her for the last hour. And that I’d just closed the door and left the three black guys with Claire for the rest of the night, to do whatever they wanted with her. I corrected myself. It wouldn’t be a one-way street in there for the rest of the night. Claire was an eager participant, this is what she wanted and she’d also be doing whatever she wanted with her three black playmates. 
 These thoughts rattled around my brain for a few moments while Hannah patiently held my hand and stroked my hair. After a few minutes, she simply said, “Okay.” And I knew that was her signal she needed me to focus on her now. 
 I felt a warm, loving feeling as I turned to look at her beautiful face. Taking in afresh her beautiful smile and those big, playful brown eyes. As we kissed, I knew I would soon lose myself in the pleasure we would have together. The pleasure of being with this beautiful and smart woman, and of being united together as we made love. As we kissed and started slowly touching and teasing each others’ bodies, I knew I didn’t love Hannah, but this was more than just sex. It was two people who liked and cared for each other, using their bodies to show those feelings. It was more than sex, it was making love. 
 The next thirty minutes passed in a whirl of pleasure. Maybe it wasn’t the earth-shattering climaxes Claire and her three lovers were enjoying in the next bedroom, but it was deeply satisfying and fulfilling. And when we’d finished, we lay together happy not to speak, with me enjoying the feel of Hannah’s body next to mine and the knowledge she’d cum twice and that my seed was now inside this wonderful woman. 
 After those minutes of quiet togetherness, Hannah was the first to speak. “I wonder if you and Claire should slow down a bit?” 
 I was surprised at Claire’s suggestion. My job meant that, however much I liked someone, I was always thinking about their motivations and where they were coming from. And I’d kind of assumed Hannah would be happy for things to be intense between Jason and Claire, and maybe other guys so she and I would be able to have more time together. But Hannah’s suggestion flew in the face of this. 
 “Why do you say that?” I asked. 
 “Neil, honey, I told you earlier I’d love it if you and I can spend time together, and that’s true. But I’d hate to see that come at the price of unhappiness for you and Claire. I can see how much you guys love each other, and it’s kind of an inspiration to people like me that you two are still happy after all these years. But this lifestyle can be very addictive and seductive, and if you’re not careful it can eat away at a relationship and a marriage.” 
 And I knew what Hannah was saying was true, but she’d not gone the full way in explaining her concerns about Claire and me. 
 “And,” I gently encouraged her to share what she wasn’t saying. 
 There was something very caring in her smile as she stroked my face. “Neil, baby, do I have to spell it out? Right now, your beloved wife of twenty years is next door getting her brains fucked out by three well-hung black guys and loving every minute. And from what I’ve seen and how she talks, she might like it just a little too much. And tomorrow, she’ll probably get fucked some more. And then, after a days rest, they’ll be another Nets game, and Jason will be back screwing her some more. And before you know where you are, there’s nothing left of the old you and Claire. All that’s left is your new swinging lifestyle because it’s taken over your whole life.” 
 Hannah had said her piece. She paused, before adding her final warning. “Be careful, this lifestyle can eat you up and spit you out. Believe me, Neil, I know, I’ve lived that life. I know the dangers.” 
 Hannah’s warning was heartfelt and well-intentioned. I knew the danger she was describing was a very real risk. “Hannah, what are you saying? That we should stop this thing, stop sharing Claire with other guys? Hell, you’re the one who told her how much fun being with several guys would be. You even set this night for her!” 
 Hannah looked pained, as she thought hard what to say. “You’re right honey, I did set it up, but seeing Claire earlier, I’m just frightened she might be enjoying it a bit too much. And I’m not saying you should totally stop. I’m just saying slow down a little. Get a little more balance back in your lives.” 
 I knew Hannah was right and she’d called out something Claire and I needed to talk about. “Thanks, Hannah. Thanks for being straight with me, and not putting your own interests before friendship. I promise after this weekend Claire and I will talk about it, about slowing down a little.” 
 “That’s all I’m asking, honey. I like you and Claire, and I’d hate to see you get hurt or make some of the same mistakes that ended up helping to destroy our marriage.” 
 With this serious conversation over, Hannah and I turned to talking about other things and just cuddling while I recovered my strength for a final round of lovemaking before we eventually fell asleep in each others’ arms. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 The following morning Hannah and I were up quite early, and as we came downstairs we were surprised to see Jason sat by himself drinking coffee. 
 “Hey, guys,” he greeted us, pouring two extra cups. 
 “I didn’t expect to see you down here, Jay. I thought you’d still be upstairs with Claire,” his ex-wife commented. 
 “Nah, they’re all still asleep up there. The young guys couldn’t get enough of Claire last night. I turned in at around two, and they were still going strong. Think they both had a little help, took some Viagra or something before they got to the club. Either way, I went for a piss at four and I could hear the three of them still going strong.” 
 Jason handed me my coffee, placed his hand on my shoulder and empathized with me. “Sorry Neil, I’m not sure you're going to see much of Claire today. I’ve got a feeling my two young friends are going to want some more of Claire. And when they’re finished, I think Claire’s not going to be much use for anything, except maybe sleeping.” 
 As I listened to Jason, Hannah’s words of warning came back to me. ‘Be careful, Neil, this lifestyle can eat you up and spit you out … If you’re not careful, there might be nothing left of the old Claire and Neil.’ 
 Hannah saw the look on my face and guessed what I was thinking. “Honey, why don’t you go upstairs and see Claire, while I make breakfast.” 
 I nodded a thank you and headed back upstairs. I opened the door to the master bedroom quietly, not sure what I’d find inside. As I opened the door, the smell of sex hit me in the face. From what Jason had said, he and then the two young guys by themselves had fucked Claire for the best part of five or six hours. No wonder the room reeked of sex. 
 The three of them were lying naked and asleep on the bed, Claire’s lovely body covered by a mix of love bites and dried sperm. She was lying on her side, between her two young black lovers, the giant body of Lewis behind her and Tyrell and his horse-dick in front of her. As I looked at the red marks and hickeys on her big boobs and on her neck, I felt ashamed that I was so excited at these marks of how the two young guys had used Claire. I’m embarrassed to admit I couldn’t stop myself taking a closer look at Claire’s pussy. I felt both a little sick and excited as I saw how puffy and swollen it was, and how the young guy’s sperm oozed out of it even as she slept. 
 And as I looked at her pussy, I noticed her ass-hole looked very different to normal, and with a start, I realized Claire had let one or more of the guys fuck her in the ass last night. We’d tried this a couple of times many years ago, but Claire wasn’t keen. But I remembered how Claire had always been turned on by the double-penetration scenes in the porn we’d watched. That harmless time seemed a lifetime ago, as it sank in that Claire probably let these guys take her at the same time. One big cock in her pussy, and another big cock in her ass. Maybe I was wrong, but my gut told me she’d let them DP her. 
 I was in shock as I left the bedroom and headed to the guest room to get a shower. I needed something to help me get over the shock. As I let the hot water wash over me, I was dismayed to realize the more I thought about Claire allowing the guys to double-penetrate her, the more turned on I became. But at the same time, I felt a rising feeling of self-loathing. Surely a husband shouldn’t get excited at the thought of his wife acting like such a whore with two guys at the same time. 
 When I finally felt able to leave the refreshing hot jets of the shower, I dried off and headed towards the master bedroom to get some clothes. As I approached, I could clearly hear the sounds of sex coming from inside. I felt weak at the knees and had to rest against the wall and close my eyes to gather my senses. Eventually, I felt strong enough to quietly open the door and see whatever scene was waiting to greet me. 
 As I entered, the three people on the bed didn’t notice me and they just carried on as before. Claire was lying on her back, her legs high in the air and suspended over Tyrell’s shoulders as he slowly worked his horse-dick in and out of Claire. He supported himself with one hand while the other squeezed and played with one of Claire’s big boobs. They weren’t kissing, because Claire’s head was turned to the right as she allowed Lewis to slowly fuck his big black cock in and out of her willing mouth. There was nothing hurried or rushed about the sex. They were taking their time, with a languid pace, as if they intended to do this all day. Claire was moaning softly from the pleasure Tyrell’s horse-dick was giving her, unable to say or do anything else as her mouth was full of Lewis’s cock. 
 It was Lewis who spotted me first. “Hey, Neil, bro. We wondered when you might put in an appearance. Hope we didn’t overstay our welcome, but your little lady wanted a little morning wood, and we didn’t want to disappoint her!” he said with a big grin on his face. 
 Claire tried as best she could to turn her head, and then pushed at Lewis’ hips so that he withdrew his cock out of her mouth. She coughed a couple of times before she was able to speak. I couldn’t make out the look on her face. There was love, mixed with calm and a sense of contentment. But what I didn’t detect was any hint of embarrassment or regret. She patted the bed next to her, and I lay next to her. 
 With Tyrell still slowly fucking her, she touched my face. She spoke so softly I think I was the only one who could hear her. “I love you, honey. Thanks for letting me do this. Letting me find out what it’s like.” And then she kissed me. Her kiss felt wonderful, even as my brain reminded me of what those lips had been doing just a few seconds ago. 
 Her eyes gazing into mine, she told me I was welcome to stay and watch if I liked. Or if not, they’d be down shortly. I choose to stay and watch and sat next to the bed as the three of them carried on as before. Lewis put his big cock back in Claire’s mouth and slowly face-fucked her, while Tyrell continued to slowly pleasure Claire with his horse-dick. They carried on like this for another fifteen or twenty minutes, with Claire only having the energy left for a couple of small orgasms. 
 And then, as if rehearsed, both guys started speeding up until they both shot their loads. Tyrell pumped his load deep into Claire’s pussy, while Lewis elected to pull out of Claire’s mouth and cum all over face. From her reaction, she enjoyed the way his sperm coated her face – as she often did when Jason finished like this. Lewis’s cum was still covering her face and dripping off her chin as she turned to smile at me, mouthing the words ‘I Love You.’ 
 I smiled at Claire, and however mixed up my true feelings were, I made nice by blowing her kiss, and telling her I’d see her downstairs in a while. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 As I headed downstairs, I saw Jason and Hannah were busy talking in hushed tones. Seeing me come down the stairs, they stopped talking, and Hannah told me, “I’ve been talking to Jason, and we agree that you and Claire could probably do with some space to talk things through.” 
 She looked at Jason, her eyes indicating he should back her up. “Yeah, Neil. Give me a call when you’re ready. We can miss a few Nets matches if you and Claire need some time and space.” 
 I thanked Hannah and Jason, gave each of them a big hug, and told them we’d be in touch. They left almost immediately, Jason using his boss authority to get his two partly dressed employees out of the house a lot quicker than they expected. 
 After they’d all gone, the house seemed really quiet, especially as when I went upstairs to speak to Claire, I found her sound asleep in our bed. With only Claire’s body in the bed, it looked very empty compared to when I’d last seen it, when she’d been sandwiched between her two young black lovers. With Claire exhausted from the many hours of fucking, she was in a deep sleep and I was able to just sit there and look at the woman I loved. 
 The marks on her body told the story of the night she’d wanted and just had. A night when she was the only woman available to satisfy Jason and two of his horny young friends. I don’t know if I was imagining it, but even as she slept she seemed to have a smile of contentment on her face. Even if I was imagining this, I knew how much she’d enjoyed the evening from the small parts I’d seen. 
 As I looked at my wife’s sleeping body, I realized we were truly at a crossroads. First at the cabin, and now with Claire and her three lovers, our playing with this lifestyle had lurched forward with a frightening burst of speed. And Hannah, who’d lived this lifestyle, was cautioning that we needed to slow it all down. My gut told me she was right. But my gut also told me slowing it down wasn’t something on Claire’s agenda. And the man within who loved sharing and watching his beautiful wife also had little interest in slowing down. 
 I knew between us we had a lot of thinking to do. To decide which direction to go at the crossroads. And as I rose from the bed to leave my sleeping wife, I spotted a piece of paper next to Claire. “Claire, we really enjoyed last night. The party we told you about is Friday. I’m glad you agreed to come. Trust me, you’ll have a great time, Tyrell.” 
 With a deep sigh, I realized the conversation we needed to have was going to be harder than I’d imagined. 





 Chapter 11 

Claire’s view

 I don’t think I’d been happier than this in a long, long time. I was walking arm-in-arm with my beloved husband and best friend, enjoying our shared warmth in the bracing chill of a January morning. I felt so close to Neil and so alive. 
 It was Sunday morning, and we’d decided to walk in Central Park, as we had some serious thinking to do and some big decisions to make. I don’t think Neil and I had felt this close and alive in a long time. It was something about the shared closeness that came from our recent sexual explorations. I guess it’s what explorers felt, bound together by the intensity of exploring something exciting and dangerous. 
 This time last week, I’d been in bed with Tyrell and Lewis enjoying myself as the three of us enjoyed some slow, leisurely wake-up sex. What had started as a weekend we’d planned to share with Jason and Hannah, had changed when we’d gone off dancing and Hannah had introduced me to two of her ex-lovers. 
 I’d ended up spending the night with three horny men, enjoying the touch of three pairs of hands and the kisses from three mouths. Not to mention enjoying three very hard and large cocks which wanted my attention. Jason had gone off to get some sleep at around two, leaving the three of us to carry on for another hour or more. Eventually, I’d fallen asleep between Tyrell and Lewis at just after four a.m. 
 Over the last two months, Neil and I had met and started playing with Jason, a six-foot, five-inch black man. The three of us had got together a couple of times a week and Neil and I had agreed that we were happy to continue this arrangement in 2017. But in this last week, Jason had told us that he wanted to take things to the next level. He was happy to still be my ‘fuck-buddy’ when the three of us met and played together. But he also wanted to go further. He wanted it to sometimes just be me and him together. 
 And then he came out and said it even more clearly. He said he’d never try and challenge Neil’s role as my husband, but that he wanted to be my boyfriend. Neil and I had often playfully referred to Jason as my ‘boyfriend’. But he was asking something different. He was asking that Neil and I mentally regard him as my real boyfriend. 
 And, just to complicate matters, Neil’s sexy ex-wife Hannah, who we’d only met by accident, had quite a thing for my white-bread husband. Neil was seven years older than her and very normal looking, but she was attracted to his intelligence and the way he made her laugh. And after Neil and Hannah had got together at their cabin, she’d said she wanted more in 2017. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 As we enjoyed our breath’s steamy patterns in the cold January air, these were the big decisions that Neil and I were weighing up. We’d come an awfully long way in the last two months. But this had been pushing and smashing sexual boundaries. By itself, this was a big enough change. But what Jason, and to a lesser extent Hannah, were now asking was something of a totally different scale and nature. And we weren’t going to be rushed or pressured into a decision. 
 Neil and I were no longer sexually monogamous. But what they were now asking was that we now also give-up our emotional monogamy. They were asking that we open up our emotional relationship, just as we’d opened up our sexual relationship. Neil and I didn’t think this would magically mean that we’d fall in love with Jason or Hannah, or stop loving each other. But equally, we’d have been foolish not to recognize the risks. 
 This decision really was a big deal for us. Neil and I loved each other deeply and had built a wonderful life together. And the fun and games we’d added these last two months were the icing on the cake. But we didn’t want to throw this all away by taking a wrong turn. 
 Neil and I were really torn about what to do. The sex side of it was probably the easiest part of the decision. Before the last couple of weeks, giving up Jason would have been really difficult for me because I’d have missed the amazing sex. But after the last couple of weeks, I knew that there were lots of other talented black guys happy to step into Jason’s shoes! 
 No, for us the difficult part of the decision was what it implied if we recognized Jason as my ‘official’ boyfriend. When a woman has a boyfriend, it becomes more than just about sex. There’s a relationship there. They have feelings for each other, spend time together, go on dates and buy presents for each other. All of this was more than we currently had with Jason. 
 From day one there had been a connection and closeness between Jason and me, and Neil and I had talked openly about it. This was why it was such a big deal to do what Jason was asking. If there were just sex and no connection, then what would using one little extra word have mattered? But because there was this connection and closeness, then if we did label him ‘my boyfriend’, in one stroke we moved this closeness and connection to the next level. 
 And that’s why Neil and I were both excited and frightened by the decision in front of us. Neil and I both wanted the positive, exciting things this would bring. The thought of me being on dates with Jason made my heart skip with excitement and my pussy to start getting worked up. And Neil was equally excited at the thought, having enjoyed seeing Jason and me as a couple up at the cabin. 
 The conversation that Sunday morning in Central Park was the culmination of several days of talking about what Jason and Hannah wanted and how we felt about things. We talked and talked these last few days, and that Sunday we finally came to the conclusion that we reckoned we could handle the risks. That was, provided we talked and made sure to carve out enough ‘Neil and Claire’ time so that our marriage remained the focal point of our lives. 
 And on that Sunday morning stroll in Central Park, Neil and I finally decided to move things to that next level with Jason becoming my boyfriend. 
 With this huge decision made, Neil and I relaxed and decided to enjoy the park before taking in an afternoon show on Broadway. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 It was Tuesday night and I was sat in front of my dressing table mirror, applying the last touches to my lipstick and makeup. I’d been with Jason dozens of times before, but I felt strangely excited tonight. Neil was still the love of my life, and nothing would ever change that, but it did feel sexy and exciting going out for the first time knowing that Jason was now my boyfriend. 
 I smiled to myself as I dabbed a little perfume between my 36C boobs, rearranged them to sit comfortably inside the cups of my dress. As I adjusted the girls, I remembered how much Jason loved my boobs, and how good it would feel to have his hands and mouth on them later. I’d brought this dress especially for our first date, teasing Neil that it was his cash that was paying for it, but that it would be my new boyfriend who’d enjoy it. 
 I was glad we were skipping dinner and going straight to a club. It wasn’t the kind of dress you could wear to a restaurant. It was a very revealing gold-silver sequined mini-dress, with a hemline four to five inches below my pussy and a scoop neckline that was so low-cut it looked like my boobs might tumble out at any minute. It really showed off my legs and my boobs, and I knew Jason would really like it, as he loved showing off my body in clubs and other public places. 
 As I gave myself one final once-over in my dressing mirror, I became a little reflective and philosophical about how I’d changed these last two months. The old Claire would never have worn a dress like this. I’d have been too worried about bumping into a parent or colleague from my school. But the new me was more in touch with the full depths of my sexuality, and positively wanted my handsome date to show me off at the club. 
 I worked hard at the gym, and despite two kids and being forty-three, I had a sexy body which I knew other guys liked to look at. And I knew that later tonight my black boyfriend would be kissing and making love to every inch of that sexy body. 
 Neil arrived back and came upstairs, just as I was putting the last touches to my eyeshadow and blush. This was the first time he’d seen the dress, and he looked a little pale as he looked at me and saw how revealing the dress was. 
 “Are you okay, honey?” I asked, with genuine concern. I turned to look at him, and seeing the nervous look on his face asked, “Neil, baby, are you still okay to go through with this?” 
 My loving husband smiled weakly, “Sure, honey, I’m excited for you to go out with Jason. I won’t pretend that it’s hard as well, but that’s the fun of it, right? No pain, no gain! I’ll be all het-up knowing you and Jason are out together, but it will be great when you come back!” 
 I smiled at my best friend and husband. We’d been on a real journey these last two months, as we’d explored this new lifestyle together. And Neil’s words didn’t surprise me one little bit, as they summarized so well the pain and pleasure he got from sharing me with Jason. 
 I heard the sound of Jason’s car in the drive and gave Neil a hug and a final kiss. He looked so lost and so nervous, losing me for the night to another man. I asked one final time, “Are you okay with this, darling?” 
 Finally a smile from my hubby. With a mix of stress and humour he told me, “Claire, will you stop asking me that! Just go, woman! Go and have your fun with your boyfriend. Just stop asking me that damn question, that’s all I ask!” 
 I kissed him again, gently squeezed the front of his pants, and turned to go with a parting, “Love you, honey.” 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 That first date was a wonderful evening, from start to finish. Jason and I hadn’t seen each other or been together physically for a whole week, which seemed an eternity to both of us, as before Christmas we’d normally been together a couple of times a week. 
 I loved the look of sexual hunger and desire in Jason’s face as he was danced at the club, our faces inches apart as we alternated between sharing needful kisses and just looking into each others’ eyes. I loved the way he looked at my body, displayed and put on a show just for him in the dress I’d bought just for him. He looked at me as I imagined a wolf looks at a little lamb. I was really turned on knowing how much he was probably thinking about taking and possessing my body later that evening. 
 I loved Neil, he was my everything in my day-to-day real life, but from that first time with Jason, there had been a special chemistry between us. It was like I melted when I felt his touch and saw how he looked at me. Jason and I had connected as friends and as people, but what defined us was that sexual magic when we were together. 
 Neil and I had made our peace with the fact, that as a couple married for twenty years, we no longer achieved this same heat and passion. Of course, like any husband, Neil did feel a little threatened by this, but he knew he had my heart and the danger from the chemistry between Jason and me added hugely to Neil’s excitement. 
 After a while, we left the club and Neil led me by the hand to his car. We spoke very little that evening, neither of us feeling a need for words as we both just savoured the moment and our feelings. I think we both knew how this night marked something very significant, as, after two months of a physical relationship, we moved to a deeper and more emotional place. 
 Back at his condo, I was surprised at how patient we both were. Part of me just wanted to rip Jason’s clothes off and explore every inch of his huge muscular body with my hands and mouth, and then let him ravish me. But, just as at the club, the significance of the night meant so much to us that we both wanted to make things slow and romantic. 
 And so we spent long, beautiful minutes naked under the duvet, just touching and caressing and kissing, most of the time our eyes were locked together as if we wanted the moment to last forever. But finally, I rolled onto my back and spread my thighs in a way that told Jason that I wanted the touching to stop. I wanted him to bring the evening to the event we’d both been building up to all evening. The moment when I gave him my body and he took possession of me, for the first time not just as a ‘fuck-buddy, but as my boyfriend. 
 Physically, this was no different from what Jason and I had done many times before. But words and ideas matter to the human mind. And so it felt different and even more wonderful as I felt his breath on my face and his fingers parting my labia. And then that amazing sensation as his long, thick cock slid inch-by-inch into my very depths. 
 I marveled at the overwhelming sensations of pleasure as the walls of my pussy were stretched wide, setting all of the nerve ends tingling. And I loved that amazing feeling of my tummy being so totally full of Jason’s manhood. (My beloved husband, ever the research geek, had once worked out that Jason’s beautiful black cock filled me up four times as much as his own cock. A statistic that excited Neil and made Jason grin. Boys, forever obsessed by cock size!) 
 And with Jason fully embedded in the depths of my tummy, I smiled tenderly up at my conqueror and kissed him softly. Minutes earlier, this whole love dance had started with my rolling onto my back and parting my legs, signaling to Jason that tonight I belonged to him. And I completed the circle of our love dance as I wrapped my pale legs around my boyfriend, signaling to both of us that he was mine. 
 And then the love dance began for real. At first, Jason was just content to take me missionary, as we both enjoyed the sumptuous luxury of his full ten-inches sliding in and out, like a smooth and powerful machine servicing me. And then a look appeared on Jason’s face that I’d seen before, and I knew it signaled that I was in for a very hard and intense session. It signaled that he was going to use all of his huge muscular frame and wild imagination to fuck me as hard and deep as he could, intent on dominating and owning my body. 
 At the end of the next hour, I was totally spent and exhausted. My body covered in sweat and marked by love bites, with Jason’s cum now oozing out of my stretched pussy. My head lay cushioned on Jason’s broad chest as it rose and fell after his exertions. I raised my head and kissed him, our lips barely touching. 
 “Darling, that was amazing,” I told my lover in a soft voice, full of feeling. With a smile, I gently teased, “Any more nights like this and I might not be able to stop myself falling for you!” 
 Jason grinned that special wolfish grin of his. “That doesn’t sound too bad, although I’m not sure what Neil would have to say about that! He might cancel visitation rights, so probably best not to say anything to hubby!” 
 I laughed and kissed him again. That was one reason that we were close, even in the throes of passion or a romantic moment, Jason and I could laugh and joke. He reminded me of Neil in that way. 
 While we recovered, we enjoyed that special closeness that a couple share’s after they’ve given their bodies to each other in the act of love. With my head on his chest, I idly played with his hosepipe of a cock, enjoying it’s weight and texture, as we talked about school and his business. I’d missed this closeness and time together these last seven days. 
 Of course, at the cabin, I’d enjoyed a whole five days with Jason, as we’d swapped partners and I’d temporarily become his significant other. That’s why it had been so difficult since then, as Jason and I had seen little of each other since returning to New York. 
 Being ten years younger than me, at a mere thirty-three years of age, Jason soon recovered his sexual appetite, helped by the lady who was innocently playing with the limp and sticky piece of meat laying between his legs. 
 I was suddenly filled with an urge to feel his wonderful cock in my mouth, and so I maneuvered so that my head was next to his erect cock and my pussy was near his head, the invitation was clear. I took Jason in my mouth, swirling my tongue around his fat cockhead, smiling to myself as I realized I was cleaning him from our shared juices. Getting him nice and clean and ready to go again! I angled my head to take as much of his massive cock into my mouth as I could. And then I started bobbing my head up and down, knowing that Jason would love the warm moist feeling of my mouth. 
 Part of me wanted to blow him to completion and allow him to pump his potent load into my stomach. But my need to feel him back inside me was too great, and so I lifted my head off his wonderful cock and stood at the side of the bed. I took a moment to step back into my six-inch hooker pumps that, chosen to complete my outfit, and provocatively bent over the chest of draws, pushing my ass back and as high as I could. 
 The old, reserved teacher Claire had again disappeared as the new Claire continued to spread her wings and dominate. And I was rewarded as I felt Jason firmly grip my hips and slowly sink himself fully into my body in one smooth action. 
 He started off sliding in and out of me with a moderate and very satisfying tempo, as I moaned my appreciation and twisted my neck to offer him my mouth. But before long, he was no longer satisfied with that and started really pounding into me as his hips worked like a jackhammer. The sound of his hips and pelvis slapping against my behind seemed the lewdest thing, but it aroused me no end, perfectly fitting with the animalistic nature of our rutting. 
 Jason brought me to two overwhelming climaxes in that position, and while I came down from the second one, he smiled tenderly and turned me around by the shoulders. Then he picked me up, as if I weighed nothing, and put me so that the entrance to my body was just above his throbbing member. This was one of the great things about having a lover as large and muscular as Jason. Standing six-foot, five inches tall, it was no problem for him to carry my weight, drop me down onto his dick and fuck me in the standing up position. 
 For the next ten minutes or so, this man mountain kept up a steady rhythm of lifting me up until his cock was barely in me and then dropping me down. Each time, as gravity did its work, I was impaled on his huge dick with a speed and depth that had me in an almost continuous orgasm, our mouths continuously looked together. 
 Neil wasn’t tall or strong enough for us to have ever used this position, but I’d learned to love it with Jason, for the depth and force it gave to his penetration of my willing body. And also the way the position made me feel so tiny and feminine, next to this huge male who was taking me in such a primitive way. 
 But even Jason needed to switch things around after a while, and he gently placed me back on the carpeted floor of his bedroom and lay on his back. No words were needed as I squatted above him and slowly lowered my now very stretched pussy onto his ramrod straight phallus. I started off doing the work of lifting and lowering my pussy up and down Jason’s cock, almost feeling like my actions were akin to me milking my man to get his cream. But after a while, Jason took over and raised me up and down. 
 We eventually came together when Jason was fucking me from behind in the doggy position, with my big boobs swinging back and forth in time to the savage pounding his hips were inflicting on my tender pussy. We collapsed in a heap, sucking in huge gulps of air as we recovered from the vigour of our lovemaking. 
 As we lay together on the bed, I saw that it was already eleven o’clock. I had to teach the next day, and I knew I should shower and go home. But a bigger part of me didn’t care. I’d been a ‘good girl’ and a meticulously prepared teacher for as long as I could remember, and I thought ‘screw it’, I want more time here with my man. 
 Jason had seen me looking at the clock and guessed what was on my mind. “Stay a little longer, Claire, then I can drop you home.” 
 I smiled at this gorgeous man and reached up to kiss him once again. I loved the way he kissed me, a perfect mix between tender, soft kisses mixed in with deep, hungry kisses. 
 Just then my phone chirped with an incoming message. “Sorry to interrupt, honey, but any idea what time you’re coming home as I’m trying to work out whether to sleep or wait up, N x.” 
 Neil’s text caused a confusing mix of emotions. The first emotion, of which I’m not proud, was a little annoyance that he’d interrupted. I’d managed to create a perfect little world for myself tonight. No school, no work, no stress, no husband. Just the pure fantasy and sex of Jason and me together. And Neil had pricked the balloon, and a small part of me felt annoyed. But I also felt guilty. Because it made me realize I’d not thought of Neil all evening. 
 Until this evening, the game had always been about the three of us. But tonight, to me it had only been about the two of us – Jason and me. And that made me feel guilty, as I knew it was my generous and loving husband who was allowing me to play. And I also knew parts of tonight would have been hard for him. Knowing this, I had to admit to myself that I’d not thought about him all evening, and that made me feel a bit of a selfish bitch. 
 Pushing these thoughts away for a moment, Neil’s text forced me to talk to Jason about what I should tell Neil. When would I be home? 
 Jason pulled a face. “Tell him you’re staying the night and that you’ll see him in the morning!” 
 That was a tempting thought. I’d love to stay the night, but knew I’d not discussed this with Jason beforehand, and that this would be a step too far on my first date with Jason. Neil and Jason had become friends and Neil had watched us together plenty of times, but staying overnight felt a step too far on our first date. 
 Jason read my expression. “I know, I know. I feel the same way, Claire. It would be wonderful, but I wouldn’t do that to Neil. At least not on our first date!” he chuckled. 
 We settled on telling Neil that I’d be home at one a.m., which gave us about another hour and a half here and thirty minutes for the drive from Brooklyn to Lake Success. 
 Having successfully pushed the world away for another two hours, I settled back to concentrate on my new boyfriend. Those words sounded good in my head - ‘My boyfriend.’ I repeated the words a few times and it still sounded good to me, but then I turned my attention from the word to the man. 
 Jason was now hard again, and I pushed his muscular thighs apart and nestled between his legs. I did something I’d never done before, as I let my tongue slip back behind the back of his big balls and I gently inserted my tongue in his ass hole. All those months ago, watching porn with Neil, I’d seen women do this for their man, but this was the first time that I’d done it for Jason. I’d not thought to do it, it just felt natural and something I wanted to do for him. And I’m sure my desire to experiment and rim his black ass for the first time was linked to his new status as my boyfriend. 
 Jason’s face lit up with pleasure and excitement as my wet and hard little tongue playfully probed at his ass hole and I licked up and down. I realized that by doing this and playing with his big balls at the same time, I could make him even harder and a tiny bit bigger. 
 But I’d promised myself earlier that I was going to suck him to completion and drink his seed down into my stomach. So I gave his ass one final little goodbye kiss and kissed my way along his pleasure stick until I could smile at him and once again take his velvety cock-head into my warm and loving mouth. As I started working him with my mouth, I reached up and pulled both of his hands onto my big boobs, and I was soon moaning as he stroked and rolled my nipples. 
 But the night was destined to end without me drinking his seed because he pulled his cock from my mouth and told me that he wanted me again. What can a girl do? I’d have loved to have held him in my mouth and looked into his face, as he watched me drink his seed. But I wanted him inside me again just as much as he wanted to possess my body one more time before I had to leave. 
 The next hour or so was a blur as we made love all over his condo. Sometimes soft and tender, sometimes hard and fast. I lost track of how many times I came before I looked into his eyes and told him that I wanted to feel him spill his seed in me one more time. Minutes later my legs were up over his shoulders, our mouths locked in union as he pushed as deep as he could and shot spurt after spurt deep into my womb. 
 As we cuddled in that twilight zone of recovering lovers, I thought we were done for the night. But while I was in the shower getting ready for home, Jason came in and we ended up having a hot stand-up fuck under the hot jets of his walk-in shower. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 As we pulled into our driveway, Jason put on his parking brake and turned to kiss me, and we shared a soft kiss which was full of feelings and emotion. We were already twenty minutes later than we’d told Neil, but still, neither of us wanted the evening to end. I stroked his face slowly with the back of my hand, my face a picture of regret, and gave him one final kiss before forcing myself to leave his car. 
 The lights were all off downstairs and I felt relieved, as this would give me a moment alone to gather my feelings and thoughts before I climbed the stairs to face Neil. I needed this time, because now back at home, it was just dawning on me how intense and different tonight had been. It was so much more intimate and special compared to when we’d played as a threesome, or even when we’d all swapped partners for five days at the cabin. 
 And as I went upstairs to face Neil and give him the account of the evening which he was bound to want, I realized that I was both far more excited and far more scared than I thought I’d be. 
 That day when Neil and I had worked in Central Park and made our decision, that Jason would be my boyfriend and Neil would spend time with Hannah, we’d admitted to each other that we were both scared and excited about the step we were about to take. 
 But as I stood at the bottom of the stairs gathering my thoughts, it was the scale of my excitement and fear that surprised me. And as I prepared to face Neil, I wondered about the wisdom of this new phase of my relationship with Jason and how it would affect our lives. And I also wondered how open I should be with Neil about just how excited and frightened I was. 





Chapter 12 

Claire’s view

 Neil was sat up in bed when I entered our bedroom in the early hours of Wednesday morning. I could see his eagerness to hear details, but suddenly I felt incredibly tired. I guess excitement and adrenaline had driven me on through these last hours of our energetic lovemaking at Jason’s. But now back in the real world, all I wanted to do was sleep. 
 “I’m sorry, honey, can it wait until tomorrow. I’m totally whacked and right now, all I can think of is sleep. I promise I’ll tell you everything tomorrow. Is that okay, baby?” 
 As I climbed under the duvet, I snuggled under Neil’s outstretched arm, and I immediately felt safer and more at peace with the world. At that moment, my early indecision about telling Neil about my feelings disappeared, and I knew I’d tell him everything tomorrow. Tell him how intense the night with Jason had been, and about how this had increased both my excitement and fears. 
 I was too tired to want anything sexual to happen with Neil that night. And the truth is, I wasn’t thinking of him in that space at that moment. I needed him far more as my best friend and protector, more than I needed him as a lover. But as I spooned with my back to him and settled down in Neil’s loving arms, I felt his lips nuzzling my neck and moaned softly in response. 
 Encouraged, his hand went beneath my nightie, slowly tracing its way down my tummy to my pussy. I wanted to sleep, but my body had a will of its own as it started responding to Neil’s touch. He gently rubbed at my clit, his warm breath telling me, “Darling, you feel so wet, so stretched. Was it good tonight? Was your boyfriend Jason good tonight?” 
 I smiled to myself. Neil never tired of this game. I knew he loved me and would never want to lose me to Jason. But he also never tired of hearing how good Jason was, and how wonderful his big cock felt inside me. I loved Neil and so fighting my tiredness I whispered back, “So good, honey. He was so amazingly good, and so big, bigger than normal I think.” 
 I heard Neil’s breath quicken, and I moaned as his fingers pulled my love lips wide and he explored my stretched pussy. I was sore and had to bite my lip, grateful that Neil’s fingers were gentle as they entered me. 
 “You were very naughty tonight, weren’t you honey! Instead of being home with me, you were out getting yourself fucked senseless by your big black boyfriend!” 
 Despite my tiredness, Neil’s words and touch were starting to excite me all over again, and I rolled over and grinned wickedly. “Oh, I’m sorry. If my husband wanted me to stay home, maybe he should have fucked me as well as my boyfriend does. That is if he can?” 
 Our eyes locked together in the intensity of the game, and Neil’s hands left my stretched pussy and locked into my fingers, pulling my arms high. He removed my nightie, not caring to ask, and I loved the way he hungrily looked at my body, still marked from my time with Jason. 
 “Come on, lover. Take back what’s yours,” I gently teased. He guided himself into me, and it felt so good to have my husband inside me once again. I loved being with Jason. But I loved being with Neil, just in a different way. 
 I locked my arms around his neck and kissed my husband slowly and passionately, breaking the kiss to look into his eyes. “I love you, honey.” I waited for his warm smile in return, and then continued, “I love you honey, but are you inside me yet? Sorry, honey, but I can’t really feel you.” 
 Our little game always drove him wild, and I knew what was coming next, as he summoned his energy to fuck me in a way designed to prove to both of us he was as good as Jason. Neil fucked me with animal lust and a need to re-possess his woman. To re-possess the mother of his children. And I held him, enveloping him in my arms and legs, moaning in my completeness. He fucked me hard, as I alternated between kissing him and teasing him about Jason’s performance. Neil was so pent-up from an evening of thinking of Jason and me together that I knew he wouldn’t last long. I was happy as I felt Neil’s moment approaching, and with Neil’s final push of his hips, I came again. Our lips locked together, finally reunited, as he shot his juices into me, both of us happy that I’d been reclaimed by my man. 
 As we slowly returned to earth, Neil eased his weight off me and I brushed his cheek and kissed him tenderly. We smiled together, and I asked, “Now can I sleep? Two men in one night! This girl needs her beauty sleep if she’s going to be any use to anyone in school tomorrow …” 
 We returned to our tender, spooned embrace, and I drifted off to sleep still thinking how much I loved Neil, but also still worrying how he might react when I told him about the new levels of feeling and intensity between Jason and me. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 The next morning, I was a little more at peace with the world. Fresh from the shower, I sidled up behind Neil and hugged him as he stood at the oven frying our morning breakfast. 
 As I continued to snuggle up to my loving man, he turned to face me. “Wow, that must have been some evening if you’re being this loving and affectionate!” Neil knew me too well, and he was spot on. He already knew from my clinginess that I had something on my mind. He knew all he could do was give me time and space and I’d share when I was ready. 
 The day progressed pretty much as normal and being tired from our lovemaking the previous day, I was glad when lunchtime arrived and I could rest in the common room. Jason was obviously still thinking about me, as he texted me as I tucked into my lunch. 
 Jason: “Hi Teacher Green. Hope you had a nice school trip yesterday. The museum curator says to thank you for your enthusiastic participation during the trip. 
 I smiled and giggled to myself as I read his silly message, looking to check if anyone had noticed my reaction. 
 Me: “LOL. Teacher Green says to tell the curator she had an amazing time and can’t wait for the next school trip when the headmaster approves it. 
 Jason: “The curator says to tell you the museum is always open, with special rates for frequent visitors, and special rates for beautiful teachers, and special-special rates for beautiful teachers who visit frequently. 
 I had to choke back a laugh in case I attracted my colleagues' attention. 
 Me: “Leave it with the visits committee. In case they ask, do you offer nighttime visits and sleepovers? BTW, we especially enjoyed the full-size African fertility artifacts. So satisfying to have such exchanges of culture between Africa and America. 
 Jason: “The curator couldn’t agree more. He understands it’s a shame that such large artifacts are not domestically produced anymore and have to be imported from Africa. But never mind, just as long as American visitors are getting their cultural needs met. 
 There were more texts later and even a call when I got home, with Jason telling me how much he’d enjoyed last night, and that he hoped we could do it again soon. When I told him that Neil and I were thinking about one date a week with our respective new partners, I could sense the disappointment at the other end of the phone. But he perked up a bit when I said that we still expected to play as a threesome or even hang out all four of us together. It was just the dating away from each other than Neil and I thought we should limit to around once a week. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 When Neil came home that evening, I knew he wanted to hear all about what had happened last night, but didn’t want to appear too eager and jump right out and ask. He’d been so patient last night that I decided not to tease him by forcing him to ask. As we snuggled up on the sofa watching Game of Thrones I put him out of his misery. I told him all the mechanics of the evening, about the club and all of the details from the sex between Jason and me at his condo, including the standing up fucks in the bedroom and the shower. 
 For the briefest of moments, I thought again about holding back about how it had felt more exciting than when the three of us played together, and how this scared me. But as I looked at Neil’s open and trusting face, I knew I needed to unburden myself. I was afraid this might trigger Neil’s own fears to get worse, but my smart husband was totally calm and logical about it. He told me he wasn’t surprised, and that my heightened excitement and different feelings were natural, as we’d agreed that it was okay for me to be more emotionally open and available to Jason. Neil explained that as we were moving from something mainly physical to something that was a mix of physical and emotional, it would feel different. 
 Put like this, it all seemed very logical, and it helped reduce my fears a little. Neil confessed that he felt turned on and excited by my feelings about my first date with Jason as my boyfriend. I smiled, thinking how much I loved him, but also that I’d never fully understand the pleasures he got sharing me with Jason. I understood it better now than when we’d started this. But I wasn’t sure I’d ever fully get it. 
 Neil and I soon headed upstairs, all this talk of Jason and last night getting us both worked up. Afterward, we talked more calmly about the differences I’d felt between our date and when we played as a threesome, and by the look on Neil’s face, I could see how excited he was by what I was telling him. I was happy for him, and also relieved. I’d been worried he might be freaked out and want to stop the arrangement that Jason could date me as my boyfriend. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 It was a couple of days later that we’d agreed Hannah and Neil would get to spend some time together. I was really getting to like Hannah. Not only was she good company, but she was also proving to be a good and caring friend. Knowing how nervous I was about her and Neil, she insisted on taking me out for a drink the day before their evening together. 
 She reassured me that she wasn’t after Neil. She just wanted a smart, funny guy in her life, and that she wasn’t looking for anything permanent as her life was full enough with her business and bringing up her son. I could tell she meant this, and it certainly helped me feel more relaxed. And then, with a wicked smile, she added that it also meant that Neil would have someone to ‘hold his hand’ and help iron out any ‘kinks; while I was out playing with her hunky ex-husband! 
 But despite that drink and talk the previous night, half-way through Neil and Hannah’s Thursday night date, I was feeling pretty low and like I couldn’t manage. I’d coped with seeing Neil and Hannah together at the cabin largely because I was with Jason and didn’t have time to brood and worry. Naturally, my mind wandered to Jason, and I wondered what he was doing and wished that he was here with me right now. Two or three times I picked up the phone to call him, but it was only on the fourth time that I went through with it. 
 As I heard the rich velvety tones of Jason’s deep voice, I felt better. As we talked we were soon laughing and I’d totally forgotten about Hannah and Neil’s evening together. We’d been talking for around a quarter of an hour when the idea of inviting Jason over occurred to me. He agreed, provided it was okay with Neil. 
 As I tapped in the start of my text to Neil, my first words were, ‘Sorry to disturb you …’ I was struck by the irony, as Neil’s text to me when I was on my date with Jason had started with virtually the same words. Realizing this made me feel a little less guilty about texting Neil and interrupting Hannah and him. 
 Me: “Sorry to disturb you, honey. I’m finding it quite tough with you and Hannah out together. Before I always had Jay with me. Is it okay if I invite him over to keep me company? Will understand if not okay. Love u always C x.” 
 And then a nervous wait for Neil’s reply. I’m sure it didn’t take long to come, but it seemed to take an eternity. 
 Neil: “Sure honey. I get it and understand. Tell Jay high from me. See you later this evening. Have fun with lover-boy! All my love N xxx.” 
 Maybe I shouldn’t have been thinking this, but my evening just got a whole lot better. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 Those first few weeks of our new set-up followed a similar pattern. The first week I’d played with Jason on Tuesday, and Neil had met Hannah on Thursday. And we also got together on the Saturday night, as Neil invited Jason round to watch the Nets game and then have our own games upstairs afterward! 
 The following week, Neil and I agreed I’d see Jason on Tuesday night again. This time Hannah had no clash and so was able to meet up with Neil that night, with the two of us making a pact that we’d both try to be home as close to one a.m. as possible. 
 It felt truly surreal as both Neil and I got ready that night, for an evening with our different partners. More than once I quietly wondered to myself how does a married couple get to a place like this after twenty-four years together? The most surreal part was when we kissed each other goodbye at the door, just like we did every day when we headed off to our respective jobs. Only this time it was our respective dates that we were heading off to! 
 Neil and I spent the following two nights together. The Wednesday we enjoyed a quiet evening at home. But on Thursday Neil insisted we go out for a movie and a fancy meal. He said if we could take the trouble to go out on dates with other people, we sure as hell should find the time and energy to go out on a date together. He said it as a joke, but I knew he was also making a serious point. 
 The following night the Nets were again playing, and so Jason came around for the game and to help provide some post-game entertainment for Neil and myself! 
 The next few weeks followed a similar pattern. Tuesday nights became ‘date night’ with Jason and I going out somewhere and Neil and Hannah normally meeting up. Sometimes Hannah would have a clash with her work or family commitments, and they’d move their date to the Wednesday or Thursday. Whenever this happened, Neil would get a text from me asking if it was okay for me to invite Jason over to ‘keep me company’. My loving husband never said no! 
 The Nets always seemed to have a game on Friday night, and so that became our go tonight for Jason, me, and Neil getting together at our place to play as a trio. This was important for my hubby, as it was his only chance to watch Jason and me together. Jason always slept over on these nights, and he and I normally slept together in the master bedroom, as it seemed to suit everyone. I honestly wasn’t bothered where we slept, but Jason found it helpful given his size, and I know Neil got a kick out of the symbolism. 
 As the weeks went by through February and March, these Friday night get-togethers slowly started morphing into longer play dates. Hannah started joining us for Saturday morning brunch, and it soon became normal that she and Neil would disappear upstairs afterward for some ‘alone time’. And of course, Jason and I weren’t far behind! Hannah normally had to get back after a few hours to relieve the babysitter, but we’d sometimes meet up with her again at a club or restaurant in the late evening when Joshua was asleep. And all four of us would then head back to our place. So depending on how each weekend developed, for many of those weekends in February and March the three or four of us were together for much of the weekend. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 During these first months, Neil and I knew it was really important to keep the channels of communication open, and so we always made a point of at least a couple of times a week checking in that we were both still okay with the new set-up and that neither of us had any problems that needed discussing. 
 During these discussions, Neil and I talked and always found that we were happy with how things were going. We were having fun, both together as a couple with Jason, and also separately with our respective partners. And by going on our dates on the same night of the week, we’d managed to keep several weekday evenings a week for ourselves. We knew that time together, just the two of us was really important. Otherwise, the games with Jason and Hannah might dominate our lives and harm our own relationship. 
 Neil and I were also very aware of the need to make sure own relationship was exciting and fresh, and we worked harder at it than we’d done for many years. Now we seemed so alive from our new lifestyle and determined to have quality time together that we were closer and enjoying our relationship more than we had for many years. We reveled in this increased closeness and feeling of exploring a new world together, looking at the world through new eyes again after more than twenty years together. 
 As we moved further into Spring, my nights out with Jason still felt amazing and very intense and emotional, but I worried about this less and less. I was now thoroughly enjoying the growing closeness with Jason. Neil and I talked about it openly, and he said that he was also happy and excited about this. It seemed to push a number of his masochism buttons in the same way as watching Jason and me together gave him that essential bittersweet thrill. 
 I was also becoming more relaxed about Neil spending time with Hannah because as I listened to his description of their time together, they seemed much more like good friends who just happened to have sex as well. 
 All was rosy in the garden. Even Jason and Neil still found time to hang out as buddies, these bro nights normally having something to do with the Nets. And in fact, it was after one such buddy session that things made their next lurch forward in our new lifestyle. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 It was a Sunday in mid-March and Jason and Neil had headed off to the Barclays Center to watch the Nets play the Dallas Mavericks. We’d already played as a threesome on Friday night, and as Hannah was out of town with her son, Joshua, I knew there was a good chance that after the game Neil would bring Jason back to our place and we could play again. A girl could hope! 
 And sure enough, the three of us had an amazing evening together before Neil kissed me goodnight and headed off to the guest room, leaving Jason and me cuddling together after our final bout of lovemaking. 
 Shortly after Neil left the room, Jason got up off the bed and pulled an envelope from his jacket. He kissed me as he handed me the envelope. I read the message on the front. 
 “Claire, this is just a little something to say thank you for bringing so much joy and happiness into my life these last few months. After the loss of Jayden, I never thought I could feel like this again, but you’ve lit up my life these last months. I hope you can accept this small thank you gift. Thanks, baby, Jason xxx.” 
 I was intrigued at what could be in the envelope. Maybe theatre tickets to one of my favorite Broadway shows, or maybe a voucher for a spa day for me and Hannah, or maybe tickets to see one of my favorite TV shows recorded. The list went on. But none of my guesses was remotely close. 
 As I opened the envelope, the first thing I noticed was the Delta Airlines logo at the top of a piece of paper. As I took it out, I saw it was an itinerary to fly to Kingston Jamaica for three people: Claire Green, Neil Green, Jason Campbell. The outbound flight was on Thursday 30th March, returning on Sunday 9th April, the dates of my upcoming Spring Break. 
 I looked up from the tickets and saw Jason’s handsome face smiling at me, and I felt that familiar warm feeling of love and happiness spread through my body at Jason’s generous gesture. He’d told me many stories from the place he grew up, and I’d often said that I’d love to visit. And the thought of a week in Jamaica with my two favorite men filled me with excitement and anticipation. 
 “What do you think?” was Jason’s simple question. 
 Grinning like a child at Christmas, I answered, “I think it’s wonderful and so exciting. I’m really looking forward to seeing where you grew up. Seeing all the places you’ve mentioned.” 
 I gave Jason a huge, passionate kiss by way of a thank you. “Thanks, baby. That’s really kind of you to treat us,” my face still beaming. I jumped out of bed and ran to tell Neil, aware that Jason’s eyes lustfully followed my big bouncing boobs as I ran. 
 “Neil, honey, look at these!” I said, waving the tickets in the air. “Jason’s bought tickets for us all to go to Jamaica.” 
 As he read the itinerary and tickets, Neil laughed out loud, with a big grin appearing on his face. I must have looked confused or surprised, or both. Still smiling, Neil explained, in a quiet voice, Jason wouldn’t be able to hear. “Don’t you see what he’s done? The sneaky bastard. My sneaky bastard, so-called friend wants my wife all to himself for a whole week. And rather than man-up, he deliberately chooses dates when he knows you’ll be free and when I’ve got no chance of getting leave.” 
 I felt an idiot for not having seen through Jason’s plan. Now that Neil had explained it, it seemed pretty obvious to me. 
 I was relieved that Neil was taking this so well. He turned and shouted loudly through the open door. “Mr. Jason Campbell, get your sneaky black ass through here this instant, do you hear?” 
 Jason had been waiting outside, and before Neil’s words were even finished, his smiling face appeared around the door frame. With a mock look of hurt, he asked, “Did I do something wrong?” 
 Neil was still seeing the funny side of his friend's joke. “ I should say so. You sneaky black bastard. Not content with sleeping in my house with my wife, now you try and trick her into running off to Jamaica with you at a time you know damn well I can’t travel!” 
 His best innocent little boy look still on show, Jason just grinned. “I don’t know what you mean. It’s a genuine offer! I assumed that, as one of the titans of Wall Street, you’d be able to take leave pretty much whenever you want. You know, like a humble car mechanic in Brooklyn can!” 
 After a bit more banter and teasing between the two guys, Neil asked Jason if he could give us some privacy for a few minutes as he wanted to talk to me alone. 
 Neil pulled me to lie next to him on the bed, and looking into my eyes asked me, “Claire honey, tell me totally honestly, even if I can’t go, do you want to go to Jamaica with Jason.” 
 There was an intense look on Neil’s face as he waited for my answer. I’d seen that look so many times these last months. Excitement mixed with anxiety and fear. I hesitated. I was really torn as to what answer to give. If it was just me to think about, then yes, of course, I’d have loved to spend a week with my amorous boyfriend on his home island. But it wasn’t that simple. I was married to a man I loved, and I didn’t want to do anything that Neil wasn’t comfortable with. 
 These last months, Neil and I had learned to live by the principal of total, one hundred percent honesty, and so I took a deep breath and answered Neil’s question. 
 “Neil, honey, if it was me, then yes, I’d love to go. But it’s not just me. I love you, darling, and I’d never do anything that you weren’t happy with. So I only want to go if you’re totally okay with it. If there’s even a tiny doubt in your mind, you have to tell me, and then I wouldn’t want to go at all.” 
 Neil and I held each others’ gaze as he looked at me thoughtfully, all of his early joking now gone. I knew he was trying to work out what to say, and I waited patiently. 
 “Go. Go with Jason, darling. You’ll have a wonderful time. I’ll miss you like hell, but it’s only a week, and then I’ll have you back.” 
 I didn’t reply, I just carried on looking into Neil’s face, thinking how wonderful and giving he was. Of course, I knew he’d get his own strange type of pleasure from me being with Jason in Jamaica. But I knew that wasn’t what drove his decision. He’d taken his decision on what he knew I’d enjoy most. And yet again I thought how lucky I was to have had the wonderful man in my life all these years. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 As I stepped out of the plane, the blue of the sky and the soothing warmth did wonders for my spirits. It had been cold and dark when Neil dropped me at JFK and I met up with Jason. And looking at that deep blue sky and it’s accompanying warmth, I thought how much better this was than the New York I’d left behind me. 
 After we cleared customs, we passed along all of the greeters holding their cards. One card stood out and made me laugh, simply saying “I’m with Stupid.” In all my years of vacationing with Neil, I’d never seen a card like that. As we got nearer, the giant black guy holding it looked at me and burst into a huge grin, a split second later shouting ‘Hey Stupid’ directly at me. 
 “Stupid yourself!” I heard Jason’s loud voice reply. “You’re the one still in Jamaica.” It dawned on me that this was Jason’s brother Joel, who he’d said would pick us up. As they hugged, I realized his brother was considerably bigger than Jason, both in height and bulk. Seeing them together, if Jason was six-foot, five-inches, then Joel must have been a good four or five inches taller. 
 As Joel bent down to give me a hug, I practically felt like a midget. I wondered if all of Jason’s family were freakishly tall. Joel beamed at me with an infectious smile. “Wonderful to meet you, Claire. I’ve heard so much about you from my brother. It’s great to finally meet you.” 
 I tried my best to smile as I replied, but I felt the warmth of a blush on my cheeks as I wondered what exactly Jason had said to his family about me. 
 It was to be a morning of surprises. On the plane Jason had splashed out on business class seats, teasing me that he paid for this with the money he’d saved on Neil’s ticket. Given this luxurious start, I’d assumed that we’d be staying in a nice hotel or something similar. But before we were even out of Kingston, the car turned into a large ranch style house, and I saw three people lined up on the veranda to welcome us: A short but friendly looking woman who looked to be in her sixties, a young man in his early twenties who seemed to be a younger version of Joel, and a woman in her twenties who was cradling a baby in her arms. 
 As we got out of the car, I hung back a little as Jason hugged and greeted each in turn. Then he gently pulled me forward by the hand. “Everyone, I want you to meet my girlfriend, Claire, the woman I’ve been telling you about.” I felt a rising nervousness. What had he been telling them about me? 
 I’d been expecting the quiet anonymity of a large hotel – not being introduced to the family of the returning prodigal son. Here I was, a married woman of forty-three with two grown daughters, fifteen-hundred miles from the man I loved, being introduced as Jason’s girlfriend. This isn’t exactly how I’d expected my vacation to start. 
 As Jason did the round of introductions, I pushed these thoughts to the back of my mind. First, he introduced me to his younger brother, Leon, the guy who was the younger version of Joel. Then he introduced me to his mother, Alvita, who gave me the biggest of hugs and the warmest of smiles. And finally, he introduced me to his sister Delores, the girl with the baby in her arms. As all mothers do, I peeked inside the baby’s wrapping so that I could tell Delores how pretty or handsome the child was. And I was slightly taken aback to see that the little boy inside the wrappings was obviously mixed-race. Delores and her three brothers were all very dark, so I had to assume the father was probably white. 
 My stress level slightly reduced when Jason whispered in my ear, “Don’t worry, honey, we’re only staying one night, my mother insisted.” 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 “You could have warned me?" I said, with more than a hint of annoyance in my voice. 
 We were alone in one of the big bedroom’s, setting our bags down and unpacking for the one night we’d spend here. 
 “Where’s the fun in that?” Jason beamed back, pulling me away from my unpacking and wrapping me up in his strong arms. 
 His arms tight around my hips, He gazed down with those soulful brown eyes of his. Not for the first time, I wondered how such soulful and poetic eyes could live in such a heavily inked face. Ink that spoke of his earlier gangsta lifestyle, before Hannah and fatherhood partly changed him. 
 I couldn’t stay angry with him. I stretched on tip-toe to overcome our big height difference and wrapped my arms around my boyfriend’s neck, thinking this was the first time we’d kissed since we’d left JFK. Suddenly, I felt amazingly excited at the thought that Jason and I had the next eleven days together. 
 As we broke the kiss and I looked into those dark poetic eyes, I felt one hand on my ass and Jason’s other hand give my left boob the faintest of touches. Was this man ever not horny? Not that I was complaining! 
 I suddenly felt a need to say thank you to Jason for his generosity in bringing me here to Jamaica. I’d noticed an old-fashioned key in the door when we entered, and I broke our embrace and went to the door and locked it. 
 Turning around but staying by the door, I smiled seductively at Jason and without stepping out of my heels I dropped my denim mini-skirt to the floor and stepped out of it. I paused a moment to allow Jason to enjoy my long white legs, accentuated by the heels he’d bought me, and then continued the show. As slowly as I could, I unbuttoned my blouse, finally pulling the sides apart to reveal Jason’s favorite part of my body. I shrugged the thin white blouse from my shoulders and reached behind my back to unhook myself. 
 The clasps unhooked, I dropped my lacy white bra to the floor and stood totally still, my shoulders pulled back and my chest pushed out, smiling at Jason and displaying myself for my man. I stood stock still for a few moments, enjoying the desire in his eyes as he looked at my heaving bosom and flushed face. Giving my best playful smile, I cupped my boobs and rolled my nipples, and then seductively walked towards him feeling sexy in only my panties and heels. 
 Jason was about to speak, but I placed my finger to my lips, as I didn’t want any words to interrupt the moment as I knelt between his legs and started lowering his pants. Looking up at my boyfriend, I smiled, “This is to say thank you for this wonderful trip.” 
 And I took him into my mouth, my tongue exploring the eye of his cock as one hand stroked his thick shaft and the other cupped and caressed his big balls. Slowly I worked my head down, my mouth now taking three or four inches of his fat cock. His head was thrown back and his eyes closed. Looking at him like that, so lost in the pleasure I was giving him, I felt supremely happy. 
 So often he was the one giving me amazing pleasure, it felt really fulfilling to reverse those roles and to be the one pleasuring him. I took him by the hand and got him to lie on the bed. Kicking-off my heels, I knelt so that he could reach my boobs and resumed lovingly worshipping his manhood. 
 Since starting our relationship with Jason five months back, my blowjob skills had come on leaps and bounds, and as my warm and moist mouth worked with my tongue and teeth, I knew that Jason was close to coming. I loved this moment. The feeling of power it gave me, and I gently teased his anus with my painted nail, as my hand and mouth brought him right to the edge. I turned to put my head next to his and whispered seductively, “Come on lover, you know what I want.” 
 As I lay down on the bed, my big breasts rising and falling from my exertions, Jason knew what I wanted, and he knelt by my head and started wanking his huge cock up and down, our eyes locked together. Although no words had been spoken, he knew exactly what I wanted from him. I wanted him to mark me, to cover my face, breasts, and tummy with his scalding seed. This had come to be a very erotic and symbolic part of our games, whether together with Neil or when the two of us were alone. 
 I stroked myself and Jason let out a deep moan as he pulled his foreskin all the way back and the first spurts of his essence shot onto my face, and I came myself from the excitement and my fingers. Jason was a heavy cummer, and I felt a shiver go through my body as he dumped those heavy first spurts on my face and then worked his way lower down, before collapsing next to me on the bed. 
 My black boyfriend kissed me softly, not caring that this smeared his lips with some of his own sperm. Looking at me with those soulful eyes he told me, “I love it when I see your face covered in my cum. I love what it says about us.” 
 “Me too, I love to feel your stickiness and the heat of your juices on me. I love it when it’s shooting deep inside me, but I love it when you shoot it on my face and body too.” 
 Jason playfully gathered some of his cream upon his finger, and offered it to my lips, happy when I smiled and licked it clean. He kissed me again and tenderly smeared his cum in little patterns on my cheeks, before making us both laugh as he put a little on my eyelids as if it were eyeshadow. 
 Having cum so heavily, Jason was in a playful mood. But I still needed to feel him inside me, and so I kissed him softly and whispered, “Come on, big boy, you’re no use to me all soft and floppy.” 
 I kissed my way down his tattooed trunk until my mouth was ready to clean and work on his now limp black hosepipe. After several minutes of sucking and stroking and tickling, my jaw was tired, but I had my reward. I rolled onto my back, looked up at my boyfriend and moaned with satisfaction as once more I felt him slide that beautiful monster of his deep into my soul. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 “You’ve got to be kidding, right?” I cried, my voice a couple of octaves higher from my shock. “You want me to wear this in front of your family? In front of your mother?” 
 Jason just grinned. “Sure, why not? Mum’s seen Hannah in bikinis like that plenty of times. Come on, Claire baby, you said you wanted to say thank you to me for the holiday. Well, now’s your chance. At least try it on, maybe wear it for a few minutes and if you’re still not comfortable, then come in and change into one of your ‘mumsy’ bikinis.” 
 I narrowed my eyes at this last comment. Jason was deliberately trying to goad me into wearing this obscenely lewd micro-bikini that he’d secretly bought and packed for me. 
 We’d showered and were just getting ready to use the pool at his family home. The bikini’s straps and coverings were so narrow and minuscule that the piece of fabric in my hand seemed more like a piece of cotton dental floss than a bikini. For my breasts, only my nipples would be covered by two vertical white strips which were an inch wide at the nipples, tapering to a quarter of an inch at the top and bottom of my big boobs. A red string halter ran from the top of these two coverings around my neck and down my back, while two red strings connected with a matching white micro-thong bikini. This micro-thong just about covered my slit and maybe half an inch either side. 
 I folded my arms in protest, and Jason continued to work on my resistance until eventually, I agreed to try it on. Once it was on, I realized it was as bad as I thought it would be. But as much as I resisted, a part of me wanted to be outrageous and shock Jason’s sweet mother by wearing such a revealing garment. So I let Jason talk me around. 
 Never once for half measures, having got me to wear this obscenely revealing bikini, Jason insisted I also wear one of the pairs of five-inch heels he’d bought for me. And I was insanely nervous as I tottered out there, a forty-three-year-old wife and mother, and awaited the disparaging comments from Jason’s mother and sister. 
 Taking a final deep breath, I walked around the corner to emerge by the pool, only to be greeted by Jason’s smiling mother. 
 The reaction I got wasn’t exactly what I’d been expecting. 
 “Woo-hoo. Hey, girl, My boy said you had a hot body, and he wasn’t lying to his old mother. I tell you, girl, I wish I’d had a body like that after my first two children! Maybe Jason’s father would have stayed at home a little more!” 
 Jason’s mum’s comments nearly felled me with shock, but her next words finished the job. “Claire, dear, I can’t believe your husband is silly enough to still be in New York and let you run around down here with a body like that, in a bikini like that. If you’re going to wear clothes like that, any red-blooded man should ever let you out of his sight, or his bed!” 
 I wanted the earth to open up and swallow me whole. If I’d had any small remaining doubt, now I knew that all of Jason’s family were aware of the relationship between Jason, me, and Neil. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 I was surprised at how quickly I settled into a normal conversation with Jason’s mother, despite sitting next to her in my near naked state. She insisted I call her by her first name, Alvita, and she was very welcoming as she served an early lunch to celebrate her son’s return. Jason’s brothers, Joel and Leon had taken themselves off somewhere and his sister, Delores was busy with the baby, so it just the three of us having lunch and enjoying the rum coolers. 
 Alvita seemed a lovely and very down-to-earth woman. She was open about her own life, telling me how she was a trained nurse and she’d raised the four children with little help from Jason’s good-for-nothing father. I’d hardly known her an hour, and she was already bemoaning the state of her love-life, before coming back to the subject of what a fine body I had for a mother of two! 
 She was so natural and open that it didn’t feel strange to discuss these topics with her even after such a short time. But having shared about herself and her own life, she then moved onto new territory as she took a mother’s interest in the life of her son’s girlfriend. 
 “So, Claire, tell me all about yourself, your girls and that strange husband of yours!” 
 I nearly fell off my chair and had no time to recover before Jason’s mother continued. 
 “My son tells me that you two have been together for five months now and that your husband’s okay with it, that he likes to watch, and that he lets you and Jason stayover and go away together. And that he’s actually carrying on with Hannah!” 
 I was lost for words, and I looked to Jason to help me. “Mum, give Claire a break, she’s tired after a long break. These questions can all wait for another day.” 
 “Poppycock!” replied the middle-aged Jamaican matriarch. “I know you, Jason Campbell. If I don’t get some straight answers from you or Claire today, you’ll be back to that wicked city of yours before I know what’s what, and I’ll never get any straight answers.” 
 Then she turned back to me, but with a softer and more gentle tone. “Now, Claire, let’s you and me have a talk, woman to woman. We’re both smart, mature women, used to being the center of our families. Let’s you and me talk, let’s not have any secrets from each other.” 
 She smiled at me in a kindly way that reminded me of my own late grandmother, and then turned to Jason. “Son, why don’t you make yourself scarce, so that Claire and I can get to know each other a little better.” 
 I’d seen enough of the two of them together to know that he might be the big boss in New York, but here in Kingston, she was the boss. Jason gave my near naked boobs and pussy a final wistful gaze, and then slunk off to go and find his brothers. I chuckled to myself, thinking I’m sure this wasn’t what he had in mind when he got me to wear this super-skimpy bikini. 
 With Jason safely out of the way, his kindly mother offered me a shawl to at least partly cover up. She chuckled to me as she handed it, “You might be proud of those big titties of yours, honey, and they might have fed your girls all those years ago, but why don’t you cover up a little so this poor old woman doesn’t get nostalgic about the body she no longer has!” 
 Put like this, how could I say no? 
 Pulling her chair around a little, Alvita moved closer to me and put her hand on mine. 
 “Claire, honey, my boy tells me that you’re a wonderful woman and that he thinks the world of you. And I’ve only got one question for you, Claire.” 
 She looked into my eyes and continued. “Tell me, as one mother to another, are you going to break my son’s heart?” 
 Maybe it was the flight and change of country, or maybe it was the strength of the rum coolers. But for some reason or other, I didn’t get what Alvita was driving at. Seeing my confusion, she tried again, spelling it out in words of one syllable. 
 “Claire, honey, you do know that my son’s head over heels in love with you, don’t you? And I can see in your eyes how you care for him. But I also know you’re already married to Neil, so this is a far from normal situation.” 
 “So, Claire, honey, I’m asking you how you feel about my son. Do you love him like he loves you? Or are you and that husband of yours planning on breaking his heart when you’ve had your fun with him? And he’s going to be all broken, in pieces again, like he was after Jayden and Hannah.” 
 “You’re a mother too, Claire, so you understand. I’m asking because he’s my son, and I’ll be the one who has to put him back together, if you do break his heart.” 
 She squeezed my hand, and with sad eyes that had known too much sorrow, she asked me a final time, “Claire, do you love Jason, or are you going to break his heart again?” 





 Chapter 13 

Claire’s view

 There was a loud rapping on the hotel door. “Claire, it’s me.” 
 My heart leaped. I opened the door and threw myself into his arms. There was a chance this thing was still going to be okay. 
 After Alvita had challenged me whether or not I loved her son, I’d been totally freaked out and unnerved. I’d had to get some space to pull myself together and get my head straight. Alvita’s simple four-word question, ‘Do you love Jason’, had forced out into the daylight a question that I’d been mentally avoiding for many weeks now. 
 The three of us in this happy little ménage à trois knew and were comfortable talking about some things, but this wasn’t one of them. We knew I loved my husband Neil, and he loved me. We knew Jason and me were close, and getting closer, and this was something my husband and I were okay with. Indeed, Neil with his voyeuristic love of watching us together admitted to a masochistic thrill from seeing that growing closeness between Jason and me. 
 But Alvita had asked a different question. She didn’t ask me if I was close to Jason. She asked me if I loved him. And if loved him, in the same way, he loved me. And this was a whole different ball game. Because. in one fell swoop, it put my husband and Jason in the same league. Maybe not at the same level in that league, but certainly in the same league. 
 In the last twenty-four years, I’d only ever told one man I loved him. And that was my wonderful husband Neil. A man who I’d loved enough to marry, spent my life with and raised a family with. And now Alvita was asking me if I felt the same way about Jason. Or would her son always come a distant second place to my husband and family? And that question scared me to death. Because there was an inconvenient truth I’d buried in a little corner in the very depths of my brain. And that inconvenient truth was that I did love Jason. And not only did I love him, but I was also in love with him, with those feelings of infatuation and excitement that set my pulse racing whenever I was with him or thought about him. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 I closed the door and hugged him once again. It felt so good to feel his arms around me, to enjoy that familiar smell of his hair and body. It made me feel safe and hopeful. 
 After Alvita’s heart-stopping question, I’d left her house in a confused panic. I’d booked myself into a nearby hotel and just stood on my room’s balcony staring out to sea for a good couple of hours. Trying to get my thoughts and feelings sorted out. And when I’d finally let that little thought locked in the back of my brain free – that I did love Jason – I knew I had to call my husband and have a very difficult conversation. 
 After we’d talked, he’d immediately jumped on a plane and made the four-hour flight from New York. And here he was, his arms wrapped around me so we could continue discussing where we were headed in our marriage. 
 For ages we were just happy to hold each other in our arms, getting comfort from this togetherness and closeness, knowing the conversation to come would be hard. 
 Neil was the first to speak. “I love you Claire, baby, and I always will. We’ll get through this honey.” 
 When we’d talked earlier, when I first told him, Neil said there was really only one question that was important and that scared him. Was I planning to leave him for Jason? 
 Yes, I loved Jason, but to me, that was a million miles from thinking about leaving Neil. Neil and the life and family we’d built was the bedrock of my life, of the very person I was. The thought of leaving Neil and that life had never entered my head. 
 When he understood this, Neil had become calmer and, with his own fears now under control, had been able to help me work through my own thoughts and feelings. 
 When we’d talked while Neil was waiting at JFK, he’d told me he wasn’t surprised we’d got to this point in our three-way relationship. He gently pointed out all three of us knew Jason and I were getting closer and closer with each passing week. Neil said it just seemed a matter of time before we faced the question of whether that closeness had gone so far that Jason and I loved each other. 
 Neil was right, it had just been a question of time. But I didn’t have the courage to tell him about that little voice I’d locked away in a box at the back of my mind. That deep down I’d known I was in love with Jason for several weeks now, but that I’d been too frightened to admit it to myself or anyone else. 
 Neil helped me to understand that the real heart of the matter wasn’t whether or not I loved Jason. No, the key thing was whether or not my feelings for Jason reduced my love for him. If the answer to this was ‘no’, that my love for Jason didn’t take away from my love for Neil, then he said we shouldn’t feel bad about how things had developed. 
 When I told him that over these last five months my love for him hadn’t shrunk, but had grown, my husband looked amazingly happy and gave me a smile I’ll remember to the day I die. 
 Neil said he’d been doing some reading up and he thought what we’d developed by accident was what people called a polyamorous lifestyle, where one partner was in love with two other people at the same time. He said it was different from a swinging or an open marriage, which was mainly sexual, as it involved love as well as sex. 
 He said it wasn’t a common lifestyle, but it wasn’t as uncommon as we might think, with there being various articles and websites dedicated to it on the web. Hearing this made me feel a little better about the emotionally confusing place the three of us had ended up in. I think it’s human nature to think you’re the only one experiencing a problem. But when you know you’re not alone, and that others are in the same difficult place, it makes you feel better about yourself and your problem. What is it they say? A trouble shared is a trouble halved. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 We’d talked about this while we’d waited for Neil’s flight, and here we now were, six hours later, lying together on a bed in my Jamaican hotel room. 
 As we looked into each others’ eyes, I asked him a question that had been nagging away at me ever since he’d told me he was okay with me love for Jason. 
 “Neil, darling, there’s one thing I don’t get. How come you’re not upset or angry about me being in love with Jason?” 
 My sweet husband chuckled to himself. “Because I have eyes, Claire. And because I love you, trust you and want you to be happy.” 
 “Darling, every time you’ve thought about Jason or been with him these last five months, I’ve seen with my own eyes how you look at him. We’ve not called it love until today, but it’s been pretty obvious where it was heading.” 
 “Why didn’t you do something to stop it? Why didn’t you talk to me about it?” I asked with a mix of confusion and a little exasperation. 
 “First and foremost, because I wanted you to be happy, honey, and I know you well enough to know there wasn’t much danger in what we were doing. I wanted you to have all the fun and excitement and pleasure that we’ve had.” 
 “And honestly, honey, I knew you’d probably end up giving your heart to Jason as well because that’s who you are. You’re someone who gives and loves. You’ve done it for me, and then for our wonderful girls, and for all those little kids, you love so much at school. It wasn’t exactly a stretch to work out you’d probably end up giving your love to Jason too” 
 I smiled, not knowing whether I loved or hated being married to a man who was so often a couple of steps ahead of people. Sometimes it made me feel a little slow, but it made me love him all the more and be proud of this smart man I’d married. 
 As we lay there, my loving husband brushed a strand of hair away and continued. “Claire, I also know, as much as a man ever can, that you’ll never leave me. Our life together is who I am, and I know it’s who you are. And the only way I could ever change that is if I started being someone I’m not, and started being selfish and not thinking about what makes you happy.” 
 We both just looked at each other, both knowing this was the only way I’d ever fall out of love with this man. 
 Neil kissed me, “Honey, you know what? I think Jason’s mum actually did us a favor. I think she just pulled forward what would have happened anyway, and made us all be a little more honest with each other, a little sooner than we’d otherwise have been. I’m glad everything’s now out in the open now.” 
 And then my loving husband kissed me again. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 There was another knock on the door, and Neil headed across to open it. 
 Standing there was a rather sheepish looking Jason. We’d not spoken since I’d fled from his family’s home. Seeing each other for the first time since then, our faces betrayed our nerves, as we suddenly felt nervous and a little shy, despite our frequent intimacy these last five months. 
 Neil put a reassuring hand on the shoulder of his friend, my boyfriend, and ushered him into the room. The tension between myself and Jason was palpable, and strangely it was Neil who seemed the calmest. Despite all of the intimate moments we’d shared, Jason and I didn’t seem to know what to do. He just stood inside the door and looked at me. 
 It was Neil who broke the ice, doing a bizarre husbandly match-making thing. “Look, I know it’s a little awkward right now, but I invited Jason here as I think it’s best the three of us all talk a little, after everything that’s happened these last few hours. Jason, buddy, please sit next to Claire on the bed.” 
 Jason did as Neil asked, and sat at the head of the bed, just next to where I was. Seeing his nervous expression, I couldn’t stop myself reaching out and taking his hand to make things a little better. I think Neil had been planning to speak, but I suddenly wanted to be the one talking. After a brief look between Neil and I, I squeezed Jason’s hand and started the discussion. 
 “Jason, honey, I’m really sorry I flew off after your mum asked me about my feelings. I needed some space to get my head straight. But now I want to tell you, Jason, that I love you and that Neil’s okay with it. Hell, he was probably the one who was least surprised by it.” 
 There were tears in Jason’s eyes as he listened to me, and I leaned over and kissed him softly. With our two face touching and close, in his quietest voice, he told me, “I love you, Claire.” 
 We just gazed into each others’ eyes, both knowing in our hearts this was the moment when the last barrier came down between us. From that moment onwards, that Polyamory thing Neil had read about in his books was more than just some psychobabble word. It was a reality. I had two men in my life who I loved. And I felt the luckiest woman in the world. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 With this thought that the last emotional barrier between myself and Jason had just been removed, I suddenly wanted to be the one in charge. Too often it had been Neil or Jason setting the agenda or taking charge, and as I sat there holding Jason’s hand, I felt strong and confident and wanted to control what happened next. Neil and I had always been equal partners in our marriage, and at this pivotal moment, I wanted to show my two men I wasn’t just going to be the passive one in this three-way relationship. 
 I gave Jason a parting kiss and walked over to the armchair where Neil was sitting, and gently pulled him to his feet. I kissed him, barely touching my lips on his, and started removing his clothes, leaving him just standing there in his boxers. I knelt by his feet and pulled down his boxers, revealing his very hard five-inch erection. I ran my hand up and down my husband’s length a couple of times and then kissed the head, enjoying the taste of his pre-cum. 
 From my kneeling position, I smiled up at Neil. “Mmm, I love this cock. It’s given me two wonderful daughters and thousands of orgasms.” 
 And then I went over to Jason, and repeated the same actions, until I was kneeling in front of a naked Jason, stroking his considerably longer and thicker shaft, before again kissing the head of his manhood. “Mmm, I love this cock. It hasn’t given me any children, but it’s going to give me thousands and thousands of orgasms.” 
 From their faces I could see how excited my two men were, anxious to know what I’d do next. As I continued to stroke Jason’s huge cock, I looked over at Neil and decided it was time to fill one gap in all of the talking we’d done these last few hours. Jason had talked lots about how he was okay for me to be in love with Jason, because he wanted what would make me happy, but he’d left out his own kinky needs from all of our discussions. 
 And now I wanted to correct this omission. It wasn’t right or fair to put all of what had happened on me. A big part of this was also the kinky pleasure Neil got from watching Jason and me together, or of knowing we were out on a date. 
 And so with my left hand stroking Jason’s huge cock, I fixed Neil with a determined gaze and encouraged him to be open with all three of us about his desires and needs. 
 “Neil, honey, tell Jason whose cock you love to watch going in and out of your wife’s sweet little body.” 
 Normally Neil just sat quietly and watched when Jason and I had sex. He wasn’t used to being involved like this in our love games, and he blushed before stammering his answer. 
 “It’s Jason’s cock.” 
 I smiled, maybe with a tiny hint of cruelty in my expression. “Well done, baby, I know that wasn’t easy. Now tell me whose cock is bigger and better than yours, and will give me more pleasure. 
 Neil seemed to blush more, but I noticed his cock seemed to harden a little. 
 “It’s Jason’s cock” 
 I loved Neil, but I was enjoying our little game. “Louder, honey, Jason and I can’t hear you.” 
 “It’s Jason’s cock, that’s what I said, Claire.” 
 Satisfied with this part of the game, but still wanting to be in control, I told Neil to come across to where I was standing. 
 “Now, baby, I want you to show Jason and me how much you love our little game by stripping me naked for my lover.” 
 With shaking fingers, he started removing my clothes, until I was standing there in just my panties and bra. Neil was about to unhook my bra, but I gently placed my hand on his to stop him. Kissing his cheek, I whispered into my husband’s ear so only he could hear. “Tell Jason these tits you love so much now belong to both of you, and then uncover me.” 
 I loved the look of excitement mixed with anxiety in Neil’s face, and I gave his small cock a little squeeze as I waited for him to do as I’d asked. He was still looking at me, so I slowly turned his face towards Jason with my index finger. “Go on, honey.” 
 Neil reached behind my back and unhooked the clasp of my bra, and as my big boobs fell into their natural position, his quivering voice told Jason, “Claire’s lovely boobs belong to both of us now, Jason.” 
 Jason was really starting to enjoy my game too and gave Neil a big shit-eating grin, “Why thanks, Neil, I’ll make sure they get plenty of attention, you don’t need to worry about that” 
 Using the same single index finger, I turned Neil’s face back towards me and kissed him tenderly, again speaking to him so only he could hear. “Now the last thing, honey, before I let you enjoy watching me and Jason together.” 
 I took his hand and placed it inside the sopping wet gusset of my panties. “Baby, do you feel how wet I am for Jason. I want you to remove my panties, help me onto the bed next to my boyfriend and then take his big cock and guide it into me. Can you do that for me, darling?” I asked, our eyes locked together. 
 Neil didn’t actually reply to my question, instead, he gave me a faint smile and kissed me as he took my hand and lead me to the bed. 
 In all the five months we’d been playing, not once had Neil touched Jason’s huge cock. Afterward, when Jason wasn’t in the room, sometimes he’d eaten me out when he knew Jason’s seed was still inside me, but he’d never touched Jason’s big black cock. 
 As Neil helped me into position, I smiled and kissed Jason, “Jay, baby, if you’re okay with it, I want Neil to guide you into me, it feels right now that everything’s out in the open between the three of us.” 
 Jason’s grin disappeared, sensing this was going to be difficult for his friend Neil. He squeezed Neil’s shoulder and looked at my husband, “I think that would be hot as hell, buddy, if you’re okay with it?” 
 Neil still looked nervous, and I kissed him again to reassure him and then looked into his eyes, to make sure I wasn’t making him do something he really wasn’t comfortable with. My loving husband’s eyes told me he was nervous, but more importantly, he was excited. So I carried on and lifted his hand onto Jason’s massive shaft. 
 As Neil’s hand went where mine had been so often, I saw his eyes widen, as for the first time he felt the weight and realized the girth of Jason as his fingers failed to close around Jason’s thickness. And I couldn’t resist a little more teasing. “Is he bigger than you imagined, honey? If that’s what its like for you, Just imagine what it feels like for me, having that monster stretching me and pounding me all night. Baby, that’s why sometimes I can’t feel you afterward.” 
 My words sounded mean and cruel, but we’d played like this so often these last months that I knew my words were pressing every masochistic button my sweet husband had, as well as some new ones he was just discovering. 
 I gave Neil one final kiss and then lay back to watch my two men working together to put Jason’s huge cock into me. Seeing Neil’s pale hand on the blackness of Jason’s huge shaft was one of the hottest things I’d ever seen, and then Neil pulled my lovelips apart so his friend could lodge his huge cock head in my vulva. 
 Jason squeezed his friend on the shoulder, “It’s ok, bud, I can take it from here,” as Neil looked a little embarrassed at having to be told to let go. 
 I’d expected Neil to retire to the armchair and watch from a distance like he normally did, discreetly playing with himself. But he surprised me by staying right there next to me, seemingly mesmerized by the close-up view of all ten-inches of Jason’s black cock sinking into me. And alternating my attention between my two men, I squeezed Neil’s hand and smiled at him. “I love you, baby. Doesn’t it look fabulous? If you’re okay with it, honey, I want you to do one last thing for me. I want you to stay there and beat off for me and Jason, while you watch us make love. I don’t want you quietly doing it in the corner. I want you to do it out in the open, in front of us both, to show us you’re really okay with everything.” 
 I squeezed Neil’s hand to reassure him of my love as I asked this final thing of him, and his eyes told me he was embarrassed but also excited. Excited to be involved, on the center stage so to speak, not just in the wings. But embarrassed a little that his role was only a bit part, supporting cast to the main action between Jason and me. 
 My beautiful, kind, kinky husband didn’t deny me this last request, just as he’d not denied me anything these last five months, and I blew him a kiss as I saw his hand start to work up his incredibly hard but small cock. I squeezed his hand, this time not to comfort him, but rather to warn him not to cum too quickly. We both knew cumming too quickly could lead to a serious case of the cuckold blues, as he needed to be aroused to achieve the right mix of pain and pleasure while he watched Jason and me together. 
 Up until this point, most of my attention had been on Neil, but now I needed to turn my attention to the second man in the room who I loved. But I continued to hold Neil’s hand as I turned to my black boyfriend and smiled invitingly. Jason smiled tenderly at me and bent down to kiss me as his huge cock slid in and out like some wonderful piston, whispering, “I love you, Claire.” 
 “I love you too, baby,” I echoed back, surprised at how easy it was to say it now that my loving husband had given me permission, to be honest about my feelings for Jason, without guilt or fear for the consequences. 
 Jason then hoisted my pale legs over his shoulders, and Neil and I shared a look. After five months we both knew what this meant. This was Jason’s signal he intended to power fuck me, with the long deep thrusts of his thick cock building up speed until he’d be pounding me into the bed in a way that was guaranteed to have me in a state of near continuous orgasm. Realizing this, I shivered in anticipation, looking forward to both the pleasure and submission. 
 I sobbed and cried out as Jason was soon slamming into me with a frightening speed and force, all thick ten-inches thrust deep and then pulled out, leaving me empty until he thrust deep and possessed me again. I was soon building to my first climax, still holding onto Neil’s hand. I made a point of looking across at my husband as I shuddered through my climax, my face screwed up in my ecstasy, only just able to make out that Neil was as excited as I was. 
 Jason slowed to a steady and deep pace as he let me recover from my orgasm, showering me with a series of little kisses, all the time looking into my eyes to see when I was ready for him to resume his power-fucking. I gave him a tiny nod, and with my legs still hooked over his shoulders, I felt him start to speed up again. His thrusts were so hard and deep, that on his reverse stroke it felt like he might pull my pussy all the way up and out of my body. But I loved every intense moment of it until I felt that familiar tingling build up and I was again screaming out his name as I shook through a second climax. 
 This time, when I’d recovered, Jason gently unhooked my legs from his shoulders and positioned me so I was on my hands and knees. As I waited to feel Jason’s huge meat in me again, I heard Jason talking to my husband. “Neil, are you okay to do the honors again? If you’re cool with it, why don’t you give Claire a little kiss and then put me in her again.” 
 Jason’s tone was friendly, giving Neil a genuine option, and as I looked around I saw Neil had taken Jason up on his offer, and it was Neil’s hand which was teasing Jason’s huge cock up and down the length of my love lips. Our eyes met as Neil looked at me, “Go on, Jay, give it to her good, make her squeal and beg for mercy.” 
 Jason grinned at Neil, “You got it, bud,” and I felt his massive black hands grip my hips tightly, and I knew I was in for more of the same. I was about to be pounded again, only this time in a position so both of my men could enjoy the pendulous swinging of my big tits. 
 As my big tits started swinging in time with the deep and rapid thrusts of Jason’s cock, Neil surprised me by sitting by my head. Then he pulled my head down onto his dick, and he whispered into my ear. “There you go, Claire baby, does that feel better. I know you love two dicks at the same time.” 
 Then he kissed my cheek, as my lips were otherwise occupied around his dick, and he held my head firmly and looked back at Jason. “Come on, buddy, time to show this sexy teacher of mine what a black guy from Brooklyn can do to a married pussy” 
 As my head was firmly held and I could only look straight ahead, I could only imagine the expression on Jason’s face. But I was pretty sure he was grinning like an idiot as he started building up speed. 
 Neil continued to firmly hold my head on his dick, our eyes locked together as he enjoyed his grandstand view of his black friend fucking me within an inch of my wife. Neil told me later he loved looking into my eyes as he saw my arousal and excitement building towards a climax, and he especially loved the moment when I gave in and let the wave of pleasure flood over me. 
 My sweet, kinky husband had the opportunity to enjoy this sight another two times before Jason roared and shot his baby batter deep into my womb, at the same moment as Neil was holding my head to make sure I swallowed all of his seed. 
 The three of us slowly came down from the heights and having lost my earlier control, I quietly re-asserted myself by lying in the middle of the bed, getting my two men to lie either side of me so we could all cuddle. 
 That session was the first time in five months that we genuinely played as three people together. And I was proud of my role in making it happen, dragging my loving husband off the sidelines, to be a participant rather than just a watching voyeur. (Later, Neil told me he’d always felt intimated by the difference in physical size between himself and Jason, and the very different dimensions of their cocks. And that’s why he was more comfortable watching from the side, rather than being more involved.) 
 As we cuddled, it felt wonderful to be sandwiched in the middle between the two men I loved. We were all so tired, both from our physical exertions and from the emotional highs and lows, that we were all soon sound asleep. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 When I woke up, I felt refreshed but almost instantly I realized one of the two men who I’d gone to sleep was gone. Jason’s handsome face was still in front of me, still sleeping like a baby, but Neil was nowhere to be seen. 
 I suddenly panicked, overtaken by an irrational fear he’d left for good. He’d left a letter on the bedside table, and as I read it, I relaxed. 
 “Dear Claire, 
 Life sometimes changes in ways we don’t expect and didn’t plan. Neither you nor I expected or asked for the difficult times we had yesterday, but I’m glad they happened because I think we’ve ended up in a better place. I loved the way the three of us made love last night. You, me and my friend Jason. And I’m glad everyone’s true feelings are now out in the open. And last night, baby, I saw and felt a greater closeness both between you and me and between you and Jason. Claire, I’ll always love you, and I never want to lose you. And provided you and I are always the foundation of each others’ lives, I am excited and happy for you to own and live the love which you and Jason have for each other. 
 Claire, my love, I have to go back to New York now. But I want you to enjoy every moment of your time in Jamaica, the two of you together, in love and able to own it and live it. That’s my loving gift to you, my wife, and to Jason, my friend. 
 And remember, darling, I’ll be waiting for you at home. 
 I’ll miss you terribly, but I’m happy for the pleasure the two of you will have and the times you’ll share, 
 Always your loving friend, lover, and husband 
 Neil XXX” 
 I cried as I read Neil’s letter to me and then cried again as I re-read it. I’d thought it so many times over these last months, but I thought again of how loving and generous Neil was to me, and that whatever developed between Jason and me, I could never leave this man who’d been my life and who was the future I planned. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 It was hard to believe, but it was still only Sunday morning. So much had happened in the few hours since we’d flown in on Saturday morning. 
 Jason and I spent virtually the entire day in bed. As both of us were now able to be totally honest about our feelings, it was a magical day. Sure, the sex was amazing, but what made it special was the emotional honesty we were finally able to achieve and share. For five months now, our feelings had been building up. From that very first night when Jason had opened up about his loss of a child, and the painful break-up with Hannah. Through the happy Christmas days at their cabin, when we’d swapped partners and I was Jason’s and Hannah was Neil’s. Through the last eight weeks of dating with Jason as my boyfriend. 
 There’s an expression from an old poem. ‘The love that dare not speak its name,’ and that about sums up where Jason and I were before these tumultuous last hours. But thanks to the prying intervention of an old-school Jamaican matriarch, and my own husband’s understanding and sexual kink, our love was finally able to ‘speak its name.’ I was finally able to lay next to my lover, kiss him softly, and despite my marriage to another man, tell Jason I loved him. 
 And I said it often and in many ways. I said it in the throes of love, finally able to tell my new man I loved him as we clung together as he came in my pussy or my mouth. I said it when we just played and I teased him like an excited teenager, kissing him with each kiss matching a round of the child’s rhyme ‘he loves me, he loves me not’. I said it when we enjoyed quiet, soulful times together – neither playing nor making love. Just content to hold each other, looking into each others’ souls and lost in thoughts of the present and future. 
 And, of course, it wasn’t a one-way street. When I heard my handsome lover declare his love for me, it made my heart and soul soar upwards, and that warm feeling of happiness that spreads throughout your body. 
 Even then, there was a little voice of danger. I knew I’d never leave Neil. But now Jason had declared his love for me, I didn’t know how his love and desire for me might clash with my love for Neil. I knew my own heart, but I didn’t know the depth of Jason’s promise to never cause trouble between Neil and me. 
 But I didn’t want to hear that little voice of danger, and so I locked it up in that little box at the back of my brain. The box I’d used to hide from myself and everyone else the truth of my love for Jason. All I wanted to do was enjoy this wonderful new and exciting love Jason and I were finally able to bring into the light of our everyday lives. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 If Sunday had been a day of two people finally owning and celebrating their love, Monday was a day of two lovers hand-in-hand exploring the island. 
 day started with a late breakfast, back at Jason’s family home. Jason’s mother didn’t embarrass me by asking her questions again. I think she had the answer to her question from the smiles of contentment on our faces, no doubt backed up by a quiet conversation with Jason when I wasn’t around. My boyfriend seemed to have splashed out on different clothes for every day of our trip, and thankfully the clothes he got me to wear that day were slightly more respectable than the micro-bikini he’d chosen for me the day before. But only slightly better – as he dressed me in a tiny suede waistcoat that came about six inches below my boobs, and tiny skintight gold hot pants which couldn’t have been four inches from top to bottom. whole slutty outfit completed by see-through hooker platform shoes, probably three inches at the platform and six or seven inches at the heel. Not exactly something to wear to a PTA meeting, but at least I didn’t feel virtually naked as I’d felt the day before. 
 Unlike the day before, Jason’s two younger brothers, Joel and Leon were around the house and joined us for the meal. Not surprisingly, they looked at my body with undisguised lust. As the meal went on I grew less embarrassed and even started teasing them a little. Halfway through the meal, I unbuttoned all but the last button on my little suede waistcoat, and I smiled at them in a way designed to keep them guessing. 
 After lunch, Jason said that he wanted to take me to meet someone he thought I’d be interested to meet. As Joel drove us, I tried to get Jason to tell me who we were going to meet, but he wouldn’t be drawn. Finally, after about fifteen minutes driving we pulled up at a small rundown looking restaurant. I wondered why we’d stopped here. We’d already eaten and it didn’t look like the kind of place you’d come to enjoy a special culinary delight. 
 Joel stayed in the car listening to his loud hip-hop music, and Jason took my hand and helped me down from the car towards the restaurant. “Anyone home?” he called in his booming voice. A moment later a middle-aged white guy came out of the back, holding the hand of a young mixed race boy. The man burst into a broad grin and hugged Jason, “Great to see you, man. Kalisa didn’t tell me you were coming.” 
 Jason grinned at the guy, “She doesn’t know. It was a last minute thing. Is she around? I’ve got someone who’d love to meet her,” he said gesturing at me. 
 I didn’t know whether to be inquisitive or worried as this middle-aged white guy, whose accent marked him out as American, looked at me in a strange way as if he knew something about me. “Sure, she’s out the back,” and then he turned to the boy, “Sanka, go and get your mother and tell her that Jason and Claire are here.” 
 The mention of my name, when we’d never met before, really had me confused and more than a bit worried. I already knew that Jason had been pretty open with his family about our relationship. Had he also been telling all his friends about me as well? 
 As the little boy returned with his mother, a pretty black woman about the same age as Jason, there was something vaguely familiar about her. As I looked across at Jason, I could see he was loving the fact that this was driving me crazy. Then he kissed me on the cheek and put me out of my misery. 
 “Claire, let me introduce you to Kalisa. Kalisa, meet the lovely Claire. You know, the same Claire that your sister’s told you all about.” 
 And then the penny dropped. Kalisa was Hannah’s sister. Now it seemed obvious, the resemblance was quite striking. 
 “And while we’re doing the introductions, this is Duane, Kalisa’s better half, and this handsome little fellow is their son, Sanka. Duane’s like you, he’s from New York.” 
 The introductions made, we were soon chatting away while the boys broke out the beers and I chatted with Kalisa. Kalisa seemed really nice, and we were soon chatting away. She knew New York a little as she’d lived there for a couple of years. Apparently, this is where she met her husband Duane before they relocated to Jamaica when she fell pregnant with Sanka. She seemed smart and funny, just like her big sister Hannah. 
 We stayed for a couple of hours before heading off to meet other friends, with Jason promising that we’d pop back tomorrow for lunch. 
 The rest of the day passed in a whirl, seeing various places and meeting various people, and finally, we headed to the hotel Jason had booked. As we booked in and settled into our room, my phone pinged with an incoming message. “Hi, baby, talk? Am just back home. Love N xx” 
 I smiled as I saw that the message was from my wonderful husband. I was loving my time in Jamaica with Jason, and the text from Neil was the one thing that could turn a great day into a perfect day. Jason was busy unpacking, and so I didn’t bother him as I immediately called Neil, my heart soaring as I saw his smiling face. 
 “Hey, you, how are you, darling? Did you get back to New York okay?” I asked my tired looking darling. 
 “I’m fine honey. A little tired maybe, but that’s to be expected, considering.” 
 I felt a little twinge of guilt at this last comment. ‘Considering’ he’d had to make two four hour flights down to Jamaica to sort out the mess I’d helped to create. And I knew his job was stressful enough without that kind of stuff, and it was Neil’s job that paid for the girls’ college fees and for our lovely home and vacations. 
 “Yeah, sorry about that, baby,” I nervously replied. 
 We chatted about this and that. A lot about the girls who were having a great time away with their respective boyfriends on Spring Break, this being Caitlyn’s first college Spring Break. We talked about work and other stuff. About everything but the elephant in the room. Or more specifically, the six-foot, five-inch African elephant that went by the name of Jason. After all of the drama of the last twenty-four hours, I think both of us wanted to leave that topic to another day. 
 Then I suddenly remembered about meeting Hannah’s sister, Kalisa. “You’ll never guess who I met earlier?” 
 Neil grinned, finally a little energy returning to his tired and stressed face. “Would that be Kalisa, by any chance?” 
 I stuck my tongue out. Party pooper. “How did you know?” 
 Neil blushed a little, “I saw Hannah this afternoon, and she mentioned that Kalisa had messaged her that she’d finally met you.” 
 “Finally met me?” 
 “Yeah, apparently both Hannah and Jason have talked about you loads to her. All good, I’m sure,” Neil gently teased. 
 This put my mind at rest, just as another question popped into my head. “Anyway, when did you find to meet up with Hannah? We only met Kalisa at around three o’clock, which is your four o’clock. If you’ve only just got back from work, when did you find time to meet little miss big boobs?” 
 My tone was a playful, teasing one, but nonetheless, Neil looked a little defensive. “I didn’t say I’d just come from work. I said I’d just come home. As I’d already had to take the morning off, I thought I might as well take the afternoon off as well, and Hannah was free. And it felt good to have someone to talk to about things.” 
 I felt a total hypocrite, as I felt a twinge in my tummy at the thought of Neil discussing the last twenty-four hours with Hannah. This was stupid, to feel threatened by Neil sharing these confidences with Hannah, after all of the freedoms he’d allowed me. But, stupid or not, that was the feeling I felt in my gut as Neil mentioned their conversation. 
 Not being able to mention this jealous fear, I masked my feelings with humor. “Hey, you. You should be too tired to be playing with miss plastic tits. If my memory’s correct, I pretty much drained those balls of yours before I packed you on your way back to New York.” 
 Neil grinned. “What can I say, The balls want what the balls want.” 
 My tongue was back on duty as I showed my reaction to my loving husband’s homespun philosophy. 
 We talked about a few other family things before finally signing off and agreeing to talk around the same time the next day. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 Tuesday was another day in Paradise. Jason woke me up with his long tongue lapping at my pussy, which was still rather tender from the pounding he’d given me when he and Neil had worked together as the two men in my life, to bring me to the heights of ecstasy. 
 His tongue was soon replaced by those fat ten-inches of his which had become my addiction these last five months, and we came together as my mouth closed over my boyfriend’s mouth to stifle his roar as he came deep in my body. 
 It was another three hours and another three fucks before Jason finally allowed me out to see a little more of his home island. As promised we headed back to the restaurant owned by Hannah’s sister, Kalisa, and her middle-aged American husband Duane. The lunch was amazing, the cooking reaching a standard that you really don’t expect to find in a place that looked so down at heel. 
 We were enjoying a rum cooler when Kalisa got a message that immediately caused her expression to change from a relaxed host to stressed parent. She explained that they were having terrible problems at the school where little Sanka studied and that the text was about a government official who’d turned up at school and was threatening to close it down due to alleged unsanitary conditions. 
 Less than a minute later we were all heading to the school in Duane’s car, while Kalisa explaining to Jason and I the full situation that was likely to greet us at the school. The school, St. Norman’s, was run and owned by a local church. Apparently, the church had major financial problems due to money that had been stolen. It had allowed the building to deteriorate into a terrible condition, with the idea that they could then get the government to close the school and then they could sell the land to a developer. 
 I could see the anger building in Jason as Kalisa outlined the full story. I remembered some of the stories that Jason had hinted at, about how he’d dealt with some of the less legal threats that people had made to his auto business. And I hoped that he wasn’t going to do something violent to this government official. 
 When we arrived at the school, I saw what a terrible state it was in. It was only a small place, with a couple of classrooms. As we entered, the place was in an uproar. There was a man in a suit protected from a surging crowd of angry parents by a couple of uniformed police officers. The parents were shouting, the man in the suit was trying to make himself heard, and suddenly little Sanka ran towards us, seeking the comfort of his mothers’ arms. 
 I’d never seen Jason at work in his business, but as I watched him start to take charge I began to understand how at the age of thirty-three this Jamaican immigrant had built himself a chain of auto shops. 
 He was polite but firm as he led the government official away from the baying crowd of parents so that they could speak properly. He even managed to persuade the two policemen that they didn’t need to accompany the official. 
 Ten minutes later Jason returned with a troubled look on his face. As the man in the suit and his two escorts left the building, Jason explained to everyone that I’d managed to buy them some time. The official had come armed with a closure notice, but Jason had persuaded him to give them one calendar month to sort out the long list of problems with the building. But that was the most he’d been able to negotiate, and if the problems weren’t fixed he’d return on the 4th May and shut the school permanently. All of the parents knew what this meant. They’d find the bulldozers there on the 5th of May so the corrupt church official and the developer could share their thirty pieces of silver. 
 Despite not being a parent, the crowd seemed to naturally look to Jason for leadership as they explained that they’d had several quotes to do all of the required work. The cheapest quote was one hundred thousand dollars, and because the church was poor and wanted to sell the land, there was little help from that quarter. Looking at their clothes, it was pretty obvious the parents didn’t have that kind of money. 
 As they carried on discussing this, I suddenly heard a huge peel of laughter coming from the adjoining building. A lot of the discussions about asbestos, damp and infestations were beyond me and so I was drawn to the next room, which was still ringing with the lovely sound of children’s laughter. 
 As I looked through the door, I saw a smallish lady with white hair who was trying to control what looked like seventy or more laughing children. As I watched, she had to constantly switch her attention from one group of children to another. And when she’d settled one group down, of course, another had started up. It was a battle she couldn’t win. There were too many children for one teacher to control. 
 What I did next was inevitable. Teaching’s a vocation, not a job, and there was no way I could stand there and let this poor woman suffer like this. I stepped through the door and took a deep breath. 
 “Quiet!” I shouted at the top of my voice. Seventy chuntering little voices fell silent, as they turned and looked at the scary and loud woman at the back of their classroom. 
 “That’s enough. Now, I want you to all sit-down and listen to what your teacher has asked you to do,” I told them as I walked towards the front of the classroom. 
 I smiled at the little old lady and was relieved that she smiled back, happy that I was helping, rather than thinking that I’d usurped her authority. 
 “I’m a friend of Kalisa and Duane’s, I’m a teacher back in the States, and it looked like you could do with a little moral support!” 
 She smiled and offered her hand, “Agatha. Thanks for helping, I really needed that. I was on the point of giving up!” 
 “Claire, nice to meet you, Agatha,” I replied as we shook hands. 
 It would have been nice to have talked, but the children were getting restless and so I quickly suggested that we split the children into two groups. Divide and conquer! 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 “Hi, honey, you look beat!” Just the words a wife wants to hear from her husband. 
 It was after ten p.m. when I was finally back in the hotel and able to have the planned evening call with Neil. And I couldn’t really argue with him. I was sure I did look tired. 
 After I’d intervened to help Agatha with the children, I’d then spent the next three hours teaching nearly fifty energetic little knowledge hoovers. Afterward, Kalisa and Duane had invited Agatha and us back to their restaurant to discuss the situation. The more we talked about it, the more I realized this problem had been going on for some time. Because they wanted to sell the site, the local church official was starving the school of funds. No money had meant problems with the roof and this had been made worse by Hurricane Matthew the previous Fall. The damp had meant that the only other teacher in the school was off with a chest infection, hence why Agatha had been left by herself to try and teach so many children. 
 The more I heard, the angrier I became, and I felt really sorry for Agatha, and when she told me that the other teacher wouldn’t be there tomorrow or Thursday, I said I’d be happy to give some help, and we agreed that I’d be there at eight the next morning. I was disappointed that Jason and I wouldn’t have any time together until the evening, but his expression told me that he supported my decision. 
 Having found a way to help Agatha in the short term, the conversation then moved on to the question of fixing the problems so that the school wouldn’t be closed in a month’s time. Agatha said that the parents couldn’t give much help as most were very poor, and Jason told me that he was frustrated as he had no spare cash or line’s of credit and that all he could offer would maybe be ten thousand dollars. 
 That evening, when I talked to Neil, I was still worked up about the situation and I asked him if there was any way we could help. He explained that with the cost of Amy and Caitlyn’s college, we’d struggle to offer more than a few thousand dollars at the moment. But as we talked, he said that he could talk to the bank where he worked, as they had a corporate engagement fund that helped communities. The guy who headed the committee, Gerry, had been a good friend of ours for many years. We’d often had Gerry and his wife Kate round for dinner, and vice versa. Neil promised to see what he could do but warned me to manage expectations as these decisions often took time, whereas we needed the funds almost immediately if the work was to be completed in a month’s time. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 By Friday night I was incredibly tired. Catherine, the missing teacher, was only returning on Monday and so I’d ended up teaching Wednesday through Friday. Back home, I was used to teaching a class of twelve children. But here Agatha and I had to teach eighty-five children between us. The kids were great, really having a huge thirst for knowledge, but it was really challenging teaching so many children in one class, with so few resources. 
 Each night Jason was incredibly supportive and considerate, and it was only the time that we spent together that gave me the energy to go back the next day. 
 My calls home to Neil also helped give me strength and encouragement, especially when he told me that he’d managed to take Monday off work and was planning to fly down on the Friday evening flight so that we could have three days together in Jamaica before the three of flew back late on Sunday. 
 But by the end of Friday, I was relieved that the next day wasn’t a school day, and I was really looking forward to seeing Neil later that evening when his flight landed. Although he knew I was tired, Jason insisted on taking me out to a nightclub that Friday night. I knew he was making the most of me before Neil arrived later that night when he’d once again have to share me. 
 I was so dog tired that part of me just wanted to stay in, but Jason was insistent, and a part of me also wanted to go out with him. I’d missed spending the days with him during the week, and I knew this was our last chance to be together before Neil arrived. I was happy to see my husband, but I also knew it would change the dynamics between me and Jason. Two would again become three. 
 I showered and when I came out of the bathroom there was an outfit, with an accompanying rose, laid out for me on the bed. I was beginning to think Jason was a frustrated fashion designer, he seemed to get such pleasure from dressing me up in clothes of his choosing. Tonight’s outfit was actually less shocking than those he’d chosen on Saturday and Monday. There were three-inch heels, red hot pants, and a tight white stretch top. They made me look like a Hooters girl on her day off. Quite tame by Jason’s normal standards. 
 I told Jason off about his choice, but he and I both knew that I didn’t really mean it. Even if I was tired, I was secretly enjoying being his muse. It was all part of this intoxicating game that the three of us were playing. So different to everything that had gone on before in my life. 
 We headed out to the club Jason had chosen, and I was surprised to see that both of Jason’s brothers were waiting for us at the club. After my unexpectedly hard week of work, I was determined to let my hair down and enjoy my last few days of vacation, so I probably was drinking a little bit faster than I should have. Ever the generous elder brother, Jason wasn’t selfish with my time and allowed Joel and Leon to dance with me. Dance seemed to run in the Campbell family genes, as they were both great dancers, like Jason. And with the rum taking effect, despite my tiredness I was feeling horny. The way that Joel and Leon were looking at me when we danced wasn’t helping any, only making me hornier still. 
 Jason seemed to be able to see right into my soul, because as we danced he whispered in my ear, “You’re a horny little minx aren’t you, Claire. You’re thinking back to that night with Tyrell, Lewis and me aren’t you.” 
 By the way, I blushed, Jason knew he was right, and he whispered again, “I just wonder if we’ll still be having fun with you when Jason comes through the door from the airport later tonight?” 
 My eyes went wide at the thought. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 The three guys finally let me take a break from dancing, and as I returned to our booth I saw a missed call from Neil. 
 I found somewhere quiet and called Neil. As I turned the video camera on, I was a little self-conscious about the way I was dressed. Clearly dressed for a night out on the town with Jason. I saw a slightly funny look on Neil’s face as well, as he took in the way I was dressed. Maybe he was expecting that I’d be having a quiet night in while I waited for him to arrive. 
 “Hi, honey. Someone looks like they’re dressed for fun,” his tone slightly different from normal. 
 Hi, baby. We weren’t expecting you to ring. Are you still coming down? Is everything okay?” 
 “Well, that depends, really. I’m still coming down, but I wanted to call as I’ve just got off the phone with Gerry. I can’t believe the nerve of those guys. After everything, I’ve done for them over the years. You’d think they’d cut me some slack.” 
 It was rare for Neil to go off on a rant. He was normally far too controlled and thoughtful for that. But I knew from experience not to interrupt him when he was mid-rant. 
 “Do you know what those jackasses have gone and done? They’ve said that they’ll give the school the money it needs, but they’ve added the condition that they need someone they know and trust to administer the money, to make sure it’s properly used. Apparently, they’re worried about bad PR if the money’s doesn’t get used as planned.” 
 I sat quietly, letting Neil vent his feelings. “I told them that you have a job and that it’s not possible, but they insisted. They said they’ll only give the funds if you stay and administer the money. So I told Gerry that we were sorry, but it’s just not possible.” 
 Neil then switched from rant mode to empathy mode. “I’m sorry, hun. Gerry and I tried our best, but as you can see. It’s just not possible.” 
 I looked at my watch, Neil would be taking off soon and would be here in about six hours. 





Chapter 14 

Neil’s view

 The ‘buckle up for landing’ announcement came out over the speakers. I took a deep breath, sighed and forced myself to stop thinking about how things were developing with Hannah. And I grimaced at the thought of having to open up to Claire about it this weekend. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 It was just after midnight and the airport was quiet, and so I soon spotted Jason’s imposing frame as I came through customs. My heart sank when I saw no signs of Claire with him. Ever the optimist, I thought maybe she’d popped to the restroom. But as Jason and I embraced, he told me the situation. 
 “Hope you don’t mind, buddy, but I suggested to Claire she stay at the club with my brothers. She’s had a long week and I thought she could do with letting her hair down a bit and having some fun.” 
 I was still disappointed not to see Claire, but I guess I understood. I knew from our nightly calls just how tough the last week had been for her. She’d told me how fulfilling it had been, but also given me vivid descriptions of the challenges of teaching forty little kids with few resources. Teaching was her passion, so she’d made the best of it as she cared passionately about the kids. That was one of the many things I loved about her, how she was such a loving and giving person. 
 As we drove out of the airport, Jason apologized that the hotel he and Claire were staying in was full for the weekend, so he’d only been able to book me into a nearby hotel. But he looked to me with a big grin, “Anyway, Neil, maybe the three of us could sleep in the same bed again like we did the other night.” 
 I loved watching them together, but had other ideas after a week apart, “Maybe, but I’ve not seen Claire for a week, and I was planning on some time just the two of us together.” 
 “Sure, buddy, I get it. Anyway, I think Claire’s seen enough of my ugly face this last week, I’m sure she’s more than ready for a change. Put some class back in her life.” Jason smiled, slapping me on the back. 
 It was only a short drive and we were soon entering a fairly seedy looking nightclub. There were maybe forty or so people out on the dance floor. The music was loud, the lighting very low and the atmosphere hot and sweaty. Pretty normal for any tropical island on a Friday night. 
 I soon spotted Claire. She was easy to identify in the outfit I’d seen her wearing earlier when I’d called. The moment the videocall had started earlier, I’d known she was out with Jason in a club. The mix of the dark, poorly-lit backdrop, background music and the orange and white ‘Hooters’ outfit was classic nightclub ingredients. 
 My first thought was how hot Claire looked in those tight orange shorts and tight, white top. The shorts seemed to accentuate the shape of her hips and waist, at the same time drawing attention to the expanse of pale flesh on her thighs. She looked as sexy as hell, and despite my tired condition, I felt my cock harden at the thought of making love to Claire in a few minutes time. Sex first, then sleep. But after the week I’d had, sleep was still high on the agenda, and only just behind having sex with my hot and beautiful wife. 
 Claire was dancing between two extremely tall, young guys, with Jason telling me the taller of the two was his brother, Joel, while the younger guy was Leon. Maybe dancing’s not the right word. The two guys had basically sandwiched Claire between them and were grinding their bodies up and down on Claire’s body. And there was no doubt that Claire was a very willing participant. Her arms were tight around the shoulders of the guy in front of her, and their mouths were locked in a passionate kiss, even as the guy behind continued grinding himself into Claire’s ass. 
 Seeing Claire out on the dance floor making out with these two young black giants, my mind went back to that Saturday night when Claire had ended up in bed with Jason and his two buddies, Tyrell and Lewis. Looking at the way Claire was enjoying their attention and letting them grind on her, I had little doubt that unless Jason or I did something, things were headed in the same direction. 
 On another day, when I was less tired and needed Claire less, I might have been only too happy to stay and watch the fun and games. But tonight I was exhausted and just wanted to reconnect with Claire after our week apart. 
 I headed to the dance floor and, with Claire totally engrossed in a passionate open-mouthed kiss with Joel, I felt a bit of a chump having to tap Claire on the shoulder to get her attention. My awkwardness disappeared the moment I saw Claire’s huge smile and how happy she was to see me, as she immediately pushed her way out from between the two large men so she could jump into my arms and hug me to death. 
 The lips that had been locked on Joel’s mouth a moment ago were soon locked on mine, and when she broke the kiss and gazed into my eyes, I could see how excited she was to see me. She hugged me again as if she was afraid I might not be real. She then led me by the hand off to our table, and as we sat down we just looked at each other for ages. Seeing the look on her face, I was sure that she’d missed me as much as I’d missed her, and shouting over the music I asked if there was anywhere we could go to talk. 
 Claire struggled to make herself heard over the music and so she just kissed me, took my hand and led me towards a door that led out into the parking lot. Out there it was possible to talk, and as soon as we were outside the sweaty noisy building, Claire turned on her heels and wrapped her arms around my neck and resumed the kiss from inside. 
 I loved the kiss and being back so close to Claire, but there was a little voice telling me that less than five minutes ago her arms and mouth had been gifted in a near identical way to another man. And the little voice asked me whether this was more special for Claire with me or the other guy. Having been away from Claire for a whole week, my jealousy glands were on overdrive, but I did my best to push these thoughts away. 
 As we finally ended the kiss, Claire smiled at me in a way I’d really missed this last week. I’d enjoyed being with Hannah, but Claire was my first and true love. 
 “I’ve really missed you, baby,” she told me, touching my cheek with tender affection. “I’m so glad you’re here now.” 
 “I’m really looking forward to showing you the island, and showing you the school where I’ve been helping out.” 
 I was happy just to gaze at my wonderful wife and best friend, letting my smile tell her how much I loved her. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 I suddenly realized I had an urgent need for the restroom, as all those beers from the plane needed somewhere to go. 
 “Honey, I need the restroom, but after that let’s head back to the hotel,” I told her, with Claire’s smile signalling her agreement, as we walked back into the club. 
 The restroom was between the parking lot and our table, so when we got inside I kissed Claire and let her carry on, as I attended to the call of nature. Something I’d eaten on the plane hadn’t agreed with me and I was longer than I expected in the restroom. I was probably in there for no more than five or six minutes, but when I got back into the club, Claire was nowhere to be seen, and Jason’s brothers were also missing. 
 I started getting a bad feeling in my gut, which wasn’t helped when I rang Jason’s phone and it went straight to voicemail. I suddenly felt very helpless. I was alone in a seedy bar in a foreign country, and as Jason wasn’t answering, there was no-one else I could turn to for help. I looked back in the parking lot and also out the front, thinking maybe they were getting some air, but there was no sign of any of the three of them. 
 When I headed back into the club I was relieved to see Jason, who apologized as he’d been waylaid by an old friend. I told him I couldn’t find Claire, and immediately a big grin appeared on his face. 
 “Don’t worry, Neil, I’m pretty sure I know where she is. Those two young pussy-hound brothers of mine have been trying to sneak a piece of Claire all week. And now you’ve arrived, they probably reckon this is their last chance to get a piece. I’ll take you there in a second, but before I do, there’s something I think we need to discuss while Claire’s not around.” 
 Jason dragged me to a quiet corner of the club. “Neil, it’s about the school. Of course, the decision’s entirely between Claire and you, it’s none of my business. But, as a friend, I just wanted to give you a heads up that I think Claire’s planning on saying yes to the bank’s condition about her staying to oversee everything. She’s become pretty attached to the school and all the kids there these last few days. And from what she said, she thinks her school back home can spare her for a month. I just thought you should know that’s what she’s thinking at the moment, so you’re not blind-sided.” 
 I don’t know if it was the tiredness, or the seven day separation from Claire, or maybe even the beer – but for the first time in many months, I looked at Jason wondering if I could trust him. Wondering if he was playing some agenda or game. He’d become my good friend over these last months, and I really didn’t want to look at him in that way. But at that moment, I honestly felt a little paranoid and ganged up on. 
 We looked at each other for quite some time, and my expression must have given me away. “Neil, man, don’t look at me like that. I’m not the bad guy here. I’m the good guy, just trying to help a buddy out, so he doesn’t get ambushed by his wife, and can maybe do a bit of that Wall Street strategizing type stuff that you smart guys do.” 
 I could see Jason was a little upset at my suspicions, but at least he was trying to make a joke out of it, as he made his point. 
 “Sorry, buddy. I know you’re only looking out for me. It’s just these last seven days, and being away from Claire has made me a bit cranky and unbalanced.” 
 Jason squeezed my shoulder, “No problem, I get it, Neil. All forgotten. I just wanted you to know. Now, let’s go and find Claire.” 
 As he led me through a door by the side of the bar, he explained, “There’s a room here which I know they sometimes use to take girls. I’m guessing they managed to persuade Claire to go with them to the ‘meat room’, as they so charmingly call it.” 
 Jason and I had pretty much been on the same page about most things as our friendship grew, but the grin on his face as he described ‘the meat room’ was a million miles away from the way I was feeling. My wife wasn’t some piece of meat to be fucked by his two horny brothers. She was the woman I loved, who’d been helping the local school out, and to me, they should have shown a damned site more respect and consideration. 
 We disappeared into a corridor behind the bar, I had to walk carefully as there was no lighting and it was littered with beer crates and a few broken chairs. Jason pulled me to one side and gently eased a door open. 
 As I peered through the door I was happy that we’d found Claire, but dismayed about how far things had developed in the ten minutes since I’d left her. 
 Claire was laid out on top of an old wooden desk, her legs held wide apart by Leon and an even younger black guy who I’d never seen before. Joel’s huge body was between Claire’s spread thighs and his black ass was slowly pumping up and down as he finally got what he’d been after all week. Although Leon and the unknown guy were holding Claire’s legs apart, from her moans and the look of pleasure on her face, there was no doubt that she was an eager participant. 
 After that difficult first night with Jason, everything else had been pretty good in the last five months. Even the closeness and feelings between Jason and Claire wasn’t a problem given Claire’s reassurances to me. But at that moment I did wonder whether these last five months had bred in Claire an addiction to black cock that was now getting out of control. She’d known I wanted to go back to the hotel, and I’d only left her for ten minutes. And yet, here she was, on her back, legs in the air letting some young black guy she hardly knew do his worst. 
 I pushed past Jason, “Okay, the fun’s over. Sorry to be the party pooper, but Claire and I need to get back to the hotel. Sorry guys, you’ll have to find someone else to have your fun with.” 
 Claire had opened her eyes and was looking at me with a look of surprise, whereas the young man who still had his black dick in Claire was looking at me with a look of undisguised anger as if he was about to come over and try to kill me. 
 Jason took control. “Joel, Leon, you heard the man. Neil’s flown all the way down here and is dead on his feet. Help Claire to get decent, because I need to give them a lift back to the hotel.” 
 Joel didn’t look happy, and Leon wasn’t far behind as he’d not even had a taste of Claire, but a lifetime of listening to their elder brother led them to do as Jason told them, and they helped Claire off the desk and onto her feet. 
 As they did this, Joel pulled out of my wife, and as his shiny cock left Claire’s body I was stunned by his size. He seemed even bigger than his elder brother Jason, both in length and girth. Part of me wondered if that was why Claire hadn’t waited for me and had allowed Joel and his brother to take her somewhere quiet so they could have their way with her. As he saw me looking at his massive cock, Joel just leered at me, grasping it and shaking it at me in a way that showed he was still angry at having been denied his pleasure with my wife. 
 Joel fetched her white panties and orange shorts from the corner where they’d thrown them. Claire looked pretty shaky on her legs, not surprising given the size of the cock Joel had been giving her. Joel then knelt in front of Claire to steady her and help her put her panties and hot pants on. He helped her step into her panties and then pull them up her legs, and when they were snugly in place on her hips, Joel kissed my wife’s tummy. Claire’s orange Hooters hot pants were next, and this time he looked directly at me with a surly look as he repeated the kiss on Claire’s flat tummy. 
 From the way he looked at me, there was no doubt it was intended as a gesture of possessiveness and challenge. That kiss said that despite my ending of his fun, he still planned on sinking his huge cock into Claire’s tummy and shooting his seed deep into her womb before he was done. 
 Sensing the animosity and wanting to avoid it coming to blows, Jason intervened to lead Claire away from the three males who’d wanted her so badly and over to me. Claire gave me an embarrassed look of apology as I took her hand and we followed Jason back into the dimly lit corridor. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 In the close confines of the back seat of Jason’s car I could smell Claire’s breath, and from this and how she acted it was clear she was drunker than I’d realized. I’d had a few beers on the plane down, which hadn’t helped my mood with her, but she was much further gone than me. I was still upset with her over the way she’d left me and gone with the guys when she knew I wanted to head back to the hotel, but I felt a little less mad realizing that she was quite drunk. 
 When we got to the hotel, Jason dropped us off and told me to ring him tomorrow when we’d rested and he’d sort out anything we needed. By the time we’d reached my hotel room, Claire had turned from a guilty drunk into an amorous drunk, and when I came out from the bathroom she was sitting on the bed in only her heels. 
 “Neil, baby, are you still mad at me?” she asked in her best innocent drunk voice. 
 I sighed deeply and looked at her. “A little,” I answered honestly. 
 “I’m sorry, baby, its just been such a hard week, and the boys just got me a little drunk and managed to make me very horny.” 
 “Yeah, I know, I could see that.” 
 Claire giggled, “And when Joel put my hand on his cock and I realized he was even bigger than Jason, well I’m sorry, honey, I kind of lost control a little.” 
 By this point, Claire was blushing, and I couldn’t stay angry at her, although I did wonder if Jason and I had given birth to some kind of size queen, given her confessed eagerness to have a go on Joel’s over-sized cock. 
 I sat next to Claire, kissed her and told her, “Okay, apology accepted, you’re officially forgiven.” 
 Claire wrapped her arms around my neck, and gave me a big and boozy kiss, “Thank you, baby, you’re the best husband a girl could have,” and I felt her hand squeeze my cock as she told me how much she loved me. 
 She hiccupped in a very unsexy way as her hand continued to play with my hardening cock, “Umm, someone’s glad to see me. Did he enjoy the little show I put on for him earlier?” all the times stroking me up and down. 
 With a dramatic flourish, Claire pulled back the duvet to reveal my hard five-inches. 
 My wife smiled seductively as she moved down the bed, “Neil, honey, I’m going to show you just how grateful I am, with the world’s best blowjob, and then I’m going to drink you all down into my tummy.” 
 Damn, that sounded good, particularly in my over-tired state where the thought of not having to do the work was incredibly appealing. But after the last week, I really wanted to physically re-connect with Claire, and that meant one thing. I wanted and needed to be inside her. 
 “Claire, honey, that sound’s great. But right now, I want to be inside you. Why don’t you ride me, instead of blowing me?” 
 My wife was in a playful mood, and she smiled wickedly and immediately started removing the orange hot pants she was still wearing and her white panties. Seconds later I let out a satisfied moan as I felt Claire’s tight pussy enveloping my hard cock, and I reached out to pull per top up as she started slowly riding up and down. I rolled her nipples as she smiled down at me, a couple finally reunited at the end of a long and difficult week. 
 “I love you, baby,” Claire cooed down at me from her position atop my tired body. 
 “I love you too, honey,” I told this beautiful woman, adding, “and I’m so proud of you for the way you helped all those kids in the school.” 
 Claire’s smile widened and I could tell my words had really meant something to her, and she leaned down and kissed me softly, stroking my brow. 
 “I love you, Neil Green, and I always will,” as she took my hand and placed it back on her breast. “What we have might seem strange to others but, honey, thank you so much for everything. For letting me play with Jay, for letting me come down here, for letting me help at the school.” 
 As she said this, I wondered how she’d react when we had to discuss this difficult subject. But I pushed this thought to the back of my mind. I just wanted to concentrate on using my last reserves of energy to enjoy the wonderful sight of my large-breasted wife above me, as I luxuriated in the warmth and feel of her pussy. 
 Claire and I just smiled lovingly at each other, as she slowly rode up and down on me, and just for one night, I wanted to put our games aside and be a normal husband, forgetting about Jason and Joel and the others. Just the two of us again, like it had been before. 
 But as I watched Claire slowly work up and down on me, a little voice popped into my head asking how it felt for her, compared to the monster cock I’d pulled her away from earlier tonight. And as she always does, Claire saw the change in my expression and even in her drunk state wanted to know why. “What is it?” 
 Part of me wanted to hide the truth, but I loved her so much I never wanted to hide anything from her. “Sorry, honey, I was just wondering how it was for you, compared to a big cock like Joel’s.” 
 Claire gave me a tender, sympathetic look, lowered herself from her upright position and kissed me softly. “Honey, don’t worry about that, it’s you that I love.” 
 Claire’s words were intended to reassure, but to an insecure listener, it’s always what’s left unsaid that gnaws away. What she’d not said was how she loved the feel of me inside her, and this omission both hurt and thrilled in equal measure. As she kissed me again before resuming her upright riding, I resigned myself to the pain and pleasure of her omission and decided just to enjoy the spectacle and feel of my beautiful wife riding me and taking my seed. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 Saturday. The luxury of an unset alarm, waking when the body says it's time. Despite how tired I’d been last night, my body clock was so well tuned to early starts that I couldn’t sleep past seven o’clock. I turned and saw Claire was still soundly asleep. 
 It felt good to wake up next to the woman I loved once again. I’d really missed her this last week, although her absence had been made easier by Hannah’s presence. Easier in some ways, more confusing in other ways. As I looked at Claire’s beautiful face, I thought back to all the special times we’d shared. From our first date to the time we’d first made love, to when she’d said she’d marry me. And then the amazing memories as we’d brought two baby girls home from the hospital, and laughed and cried as they grew into two wonderful young women. The apples of our eye, source of so much love and pride. 
 And as I looked into Claire’s relaxed and resting face, I sighed deeply and part of me wondered at the wisdom of the game we’d been playing these last five months. Part of me longed for that simpler time, before the games we now shared. Sure, the games were exhilarating and exciting, but they made life so much more complicated. 
 Claire was no longer just my own. Part of her heart, and part of her time, and a big part of her body now belonged to another man. 
 And before too long, Claire would wake up and either today or the next day I’d have to explain to her about Hannah. Claire had told me often enough how in her mind Hannah and I seemed like good pals. But good pals who just happened to fuck a lot. And I knew how Claire had worried earlier about losing me to Hannah, and that she’d struggled with it. So the conversation we had to have would be hard. 
 Claire had been so busy with the school this last week, I’d not had a chance to talk to her about Hannah. Since January, we were growing closer, which wasn’t surprising. We saw each other once during the week, and normally once or twice at the weekends, depending on how busy Hannah was with her family and business commitments. And as the weeks went by we grew into being good friends. She’d often want to share and seek my advice about things to do with her family life or her realty business, and I enjoyed being involved and feeling useful to her. 
 But this last week, with Claire away in Kingston, I’d been lonely and Hannah and I had seen each other and slept together on three of the four nights. In fact, given her need to be at home to look after her son Joshua, it was more convenient for us to spend time at her place in Queens. I’d actually only slept in my own bed once this last week. 
 I’d loved the time we spent together. I loved the sex we had together, playing with her big boobs and when she took me all of the way into her mouth and swallowed all I had to offer. I loved making love to her, looking into her eyes as I lay on top of her body moving in and out and seeing her pleasure. I loved when she rode me or we did it doggy and I got to see those beautiful 34DD boobs of hers swinging with my thrusts or bouncing up and down. Hannah knew full that I was a confirmed breast man, and she used this to her advantage. If we were in the kitchen, she’d come up behind me and innocently push her big boobs into my back, pretending it was a natural part of whatever she was doing, knowing it would make me horny. 
 We’d been good friends at the start of the week. But during this last week, as we’d spent so much time together we’d grown closer still. When I finished work I looked forward to seeing her, in a way I’d previously looked forward to seeing Claire. 
 Only this was new and shiny and exciting. No doubt the same way that Claire felt about Jason. I loved Claire with all my heart, but I’d be lying if I denied that I was starting to fall in love with Hannah. It didn’t mean I loved Claire any less, but I couldn’t deny I was starting to have strong feelings for Hannah. 
 And in some ways, this was helpful because it gave me a better understanding about what Claire was feeling and also, perversely enough, more confidence in the fact that Claire could love two men at the same time. That was what I was starting to experience, and if I could do it and not love Claire any the less, then surely she could do the same with her love for Jason not harming her love for me. 
 But I knew explaining this to Claire was going to be hard. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 “Morning, handsome,” my wife’s sleepy voice greeted me and interrupted my thoughts about the Hannah situation. 
 “Morning, yourself,” as I kissed this wonderful woman. As she stretched out, she looked for all the world like a contented feline, all at peace in her world. I kissed her softly. “You slept well. The sleep of the righteous.” 
 She grinned, “Only because someone pulled me away last night, just as I was about to be most un-righteous!” 
 I wondered whether now was a good time to raise the subjects of Hannah and the school. Maybe one, but not both. I looked at Claire’s beautiful and trusting face and knew that I needed to tell her how things had been developing with Hannah, even if I knew it might hurt her. After all, she’d not hidden anything from me about Jason, and so I owed her the same honesty. 
 I gently stroked her hair with my fingers and looked into the eyes I was about to hurt. “Claire, honey, I need to be open with you about Hannah.” 
 Claire’s face Immediately showed her feelings of panic and fear, and I could see the muscles in her body tighten. She didn’t speak, her frightened eyes just waited for my next words. 
 “Claire, honey, it’s starting to be a bit like between you and Jason. I could never, ever leave you, just like you’d never leave me for Jason. But over these last few days, I have started to find my feelings for her changing.” 
 “Do you love her?” came Claire’s staccato, accusing question. 
 “I don’t think so” 
 “Neil, what do you mean, ‘you don’t think so’. You either do or you don’t,” she impatiently replied. 
 I paused briefly to consider my feelings for Hannah, and how I could describe them to Claire. 
 “Then no. No, I don’t love her. It’s not like I love you, or even the feelings you have for Jason. But my feelings for her have started to change.” 
 I don’t know why I added these last words. I could have left well enough alone, and just left it at ‘I don’t love her’, but there’s something in my makeup that makes me get everything out on the table, believing it’s better in the long-run. 
 Claire grimaced, and I could see she was working out what to say. 
 While Claire was thinking, I continued. “Claire, baby. For me, this changes nothing. You’re my whole life, and you always will be. Even if I have feelings for another person, that’ll never change how I feel about you, and that you and I together will always be what I want our future to be.” 
 Claire’s look of pain, mixed with a small flash of anger, softened a little, and she made the comforting step of reaching out to touch my cheek. 
 “Are you sure you’re being totally honest with me?” she asked, her expression now changed to that tender look of love that meant so much to me. 
 “Totally honest. This wasn’t an easy thing to say, honey. But because you’re my everything, I could never keep something like this back from you. It might sound strange, darling, but I had to tell you as soon as I knew because I love you so much. Even though I knew it would hurt you, I had to tell you. Remember, we agreed no secrets, total honesty.” 
 I could see Claire thinking about my words. I knew I had to wait, saying anything else was pointless. Finally, she’d reached some kind of internal decision, and she gave me a weak smile and touched my cheek softly. 
 “I love you, Neil. Don’t you ever dare leave me, you’d break my heart,” she said in a quiet voice, before getting a little philosophical. “I guess I know how you feel now, about me and Jason. It’s hard. So hard, but I know I can trust in our love.” 
 And then she hugged me, and held me close, as if not daring to let me go, in case something bad should happen. 
 I let her hug me like this for several minutes. And then I gently pulled her back, so that I could kiss her. “Claire, honey. You’re my woman, and you’ll always be the person at the center of my life. If I have feelings for someone else, so what, they’re as nothing compared to you.” 
 My next kiss started something. First more kisses, our lips telling each other how we felt. And then I saw the hunger in Claire’s eyes, her desire for me. I might not have been black, with a huge body and a massive cock. But I saw in her eyes that she wanted me because I was more than that, I was her husband and her best friend and life partner. 
 And as I saw that fire in her eyes, our kisses changed from expressions of tender love to impatient and urgent signs of our mutual hunger. I needed to take Claire back, and I needed her to want to be taken. 
 In the Caribbean heat, we’d both been sleeping naked and so Claire’s beautiful body was readily available for me, as I cupped and stroked her breast before slipping a hand between her legs. I was rewarded by my wife’s expectant moan as she pushed her legs wider to give me better access to her body. 
 Her smile lit up my soul and banished all my fears, as I could see how much she wanted me. Her soft lips whispered in my ear, “Take me, baby, take back what belongs to you.” 
 Last night I’d been too tired, and Claire had to do all of the work. Today I was refreshed and took huge pleasure in doing what a husband should, and sliding my cock as far into my wife as I could, looking into her eyes as she felt me lodge inside her vagina. A couple for twenty-four years, we knew each others’ souls. We were each others’ souls, and we enjoyed the moment. We needed no words, we knew the significance of the moment, as I took back Claire from Jason and from any other man who’d lusted after her this last week. 
 Our lovemaking was deeply emotional that morning, signifying so many things. I may not have been the sexual athlete and superstar that Jason was, but this was sex as love. Sex as the language of love between two people who had exchanged first rings, and then their very souls. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 Claire was so excited, chattering away like a young child as Jason drove us across to the school. When we’d recovered from our passionate lovemaking, she’d insisted on taking me to see the school. So I could meet some of the children, those in for remedial English on a Saturday, and also meet Agatha, the little old woman who struggled to keep the school afloat. 
 Having survived the conversation with Claire about Hannah, after Jason’s warning there was no way I was going to pick a fight with her about the school today. We could cross that particular obstacle-strewn bridge another day. We still had Sunday and Monday for that particular booby-trapped bridge. 
 I was determined to stick to my guns, that Claire couldn’t stay and oversee the renovation as the bank had insisted. But even so, as Claire excitedly chattered away about the school during the drive, I loved the excited and animated look on her face. I’d always loved this side of Claire, whether she was talking about our own kids or the kids she worked with at school. Simply put, this was who she was. Claire was like a triangle. One side my loving wife and best friend. One side the loving mother, and now best friend to two young women. One side loving teacher, a mix between educator, disciplinarian and sometime surrogate mum to these little souls. And I loved all of these three parts of Claire. 
 As we entered the school, I could immediately see how neglected the buildings were. There were holes in the roof, and several broken windows and Jason even pointed out some exposed pieces of asbestos to me. As we moved to the front of the classroom, I saw a little old lady with White hair surrounded by about a dozen children who were busy practising their reading skills. 
 “That’s Agatha, she’s a saint. Seventy-two-years old and still dedicated to helping these poor kids,” Claire whispered to me, trying not to disturb the lesson. 
 But one of the kids spotted Claire, and before we knew it, our best efforts not to disturb the class lay in ruins, as all the excited little children ran over to say hello to ‘Miss Claire’. I guess the excitement of the new penny is the same in teaching as it is in everything. Claire tried to shoo them away and help get them back to Agatha’s class, but I could tell that underneath she was delighted by the warm reception and loving smiles the kids had given her. 
 With the kids still gathered around Claire, suddenly our attention was drawn back to Agatha by the sound of her hacking cough. It sounded really bad, and we all went over to check she was okay. She tried to wave us away, saying it was nothing, but when Claire put her hand on Agatha’s forehead she looked horrified. 
 “Agatha, you shouldn’t be here. You’re burning up, you should be at home in bed, resting.” 
 “Nonsense, girl. I’ve taught with far worse, and the Good Lord’s not carried me off yet.” 
 “Agatha, don’t be silly. It’s me, Claire, not some little fresh trainee-teacher you can push around. You and I both know that you should be in bed.” 
 Claire then turned to Jason, “Jason, can you please drive Agatha back home and make sure she goes to bed, okay.” 
 Jason smiled, he’d do anything Claire wanted. 
 And then Claire turned to Agatha, “Now Agatha, please, go with Jason and get yourself better. I’ll carry on and teach the rest of the class. It’s only a couple of hours, so please, go home and rest.” 
 Agatha knew she’d met her match, two strong, loving women cut from the same cloth, and so she did as Claire told her and allowed Jason to drive her home. 
 For the next couple of hours, I sat quietly at the back of the classroom and enjoyed watching the woman I loved doing the work that she loved. Seeing how she cared for these kids was a wonderful thing to behold. Given my busy work schedule, it had been too many years since I’d seen Claire teach. And I’d forgotten how good she was at it, and how it energized and brought her to life. 
 And as I watched her, a realization dawned on me, However much I might selfishly want her back in New York, and however much I was afraid of leaving her down here in Kingston, I knew that I couldn’t drag her back home if she didn’t want to come. Assuming her school in Lake Success would give the green light as she thought, then the decision had to be Claire’s, and I had to trust her that being away from each other wouldn’t hurt our marriage. I had to trust her that being with Jason for a whole month wouldn’t take her past a tipping point, where all of her earlier assurances that she’d never leave me became a promise she couldn’t fulfil, 
 As the last of the kids said their goodbyes to Claire, she turned to me with a satisfied but tired look. I took her in my arms and hugged her, “I love you, baby. I’m so proud of you.” 
 I could see my pride and words meant a lot to her, and I knew then that my decision was the correct one and that I wanted to tell her now. 
 I kissed her softly and looked deep into her eyes, “Claire, baby, whatever I said earlier doesn’t matter. I’ll miss you like crazy, but If you want to stay and oversee the renovation, then I’ll support you. Seeing you here, like this, I realize how important this is to you, and how important it is to the kids. I could never take that away from you, honey. No, if you want to stay and finish this thing, you’ll have my full support, darling.” 
 There were tears in Claire’s eyes, “Thank you so much, darling. I know how much that cost you. I know how much you’ll miss me because I’ll miss you just the same.” 
 She hugged, both now crying. Both knowing how a month apart would be difficult, how we’d miss each other. But both also knowing that it was the right decision. It was who we were. Claire could no more abandon those children than I could deny Claire her need to help them. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 The music was loud, and the drinks were strong. We were in another one of Jason’s famous clubs, only this time I was the one dancing with Claire. The night we were having was very different from the one I’d planned, my plans undone by a text from Jason. 
 When we’d got back from the school and Claire had rested up, we’d had an early dinner and headed for a romantic walk along the beach front. We’d just been talking about what to do, with a quiet night alone with Claire, my plan, when we got a text from Jason. Apparently, his brother Joel wanted to apologize to me for his surly behavior the night before, and he was offering for all of us to have an evening at a trendy new nightclub in downtown Kingston. As I read out the text, I turned to look at Claire’s face and I could see the excitement. 
 Claire being Claire, she tried to hide this and said she was fine with my original plan of a quiet night for just the two of us. But her face told me what she really preferred the nightclub with Jason and his brothers. And if I’m honest, I’d not fed my addiction to watching Claire in the last week, and so the prospect of her getting down and dirty again appealed to me. I was the man who wanted to have his cake and eat it. 
 As I danced with Claire, I looked on with smug satisfaction as Jason and his two brothers and the young friend from the night before (Adio) enviously looked at Claire. And I understood their looks, as Claire looked absolutely stunning in the outfit that Jason had chosen for her tonight. 
 The dress left Claire virtually naked, as it was a nearly transparent lacy black mini-dress with a matching pair of black panties and matching six-inch platform heels. Claire’s big boobs and the rest of her body were fully on display to everyone in the club, with only the panties covering her pussy. 
 The dress sent a clear signal to Jason’s two brothers and their friend Adio that Claire was sexually available to them tonight, and I wondered which of her lust-filled admirers would be the first to ask me if I’d step aside and let them dance with her. 
 Not surprisingly, it was Joel who was the first to replace me on the dance floor. As he danced with Claire, I couldn’t help but notice the hungry way that they were looking at each other. I wasn’t at all surprised to see the way Joel was looking at Claire, as it was totally in keeping with the way he showed me how much he wanted Claire last night. But what made me shiver was the way that Claire looked back at him. I’d grown used to seeing the way that Claire looked at Jason with such raw sexual desire. But seeing her look at another man in that way sent a surge of adrenaline through me, and made me think back to last night when I’d thought that maybe Claire was becoming a size queen. 
 And the looks between Joel and Claire soon turned into actions, as their mouths locked together in a heated need for each other. There were plenty of couples getting pretty raunchy out there on the dance floor, but I was still taken aback when Joel put a massive black hand underneath Claire’s dress, slipped her panties to one side and inserted a finger in her pussy, As the dress was virtually transparent, I didn’t have to guess at what his finger was doing under Claire’s dress, I could see it with my own eyes. 
 There was no objection from Claire, as she just clung to Joel and rested her head on his shoulder, spreading her legs a little to give him better access. 
 The scene with Joel was repeated with Leon and their friend Adio, as they all took turns dancing with Claire. Claire was loving all the attention from Jason’s two brothers and their friend, but I was a bit mystified as to why Jason wasn’t also dancing with Claire. 
 When I asked him he just smiled at me. “You and me, Neil, we’ve got the lovely Claire whenever we want. These poor guys, this is a one time deal for them, and I’m cool to stand on the sidelines, keep my buddy company and make sure they don’t get out of line. You know what young guys can be like sometimes.” 
 Honestly, I was enjoying the show, but I was also glad that I had Jason to keep me company. The life of the voyeur husband could be exciting on nights like this, but it was good to have someone to guard against the loneliness that I sometimes felt. 
 We’d been in the club for maybe an hour and a half and Claire was still loving the dancing, kissing and the ways the boys were playing with her body. Jason turned to me. “I’m going to have a quiet word with Claire, and check she’s still okay to have all the guys come back to the hotel with us.” 
 I saw him saunter over to Claire and Adio as they danced, and saw the respectful way that Adio let Jason interrupt the dance. I couldn’t hear their words over the loud music, but I saw the way that Claire smiled and this told me the answer she’d given Jason. Always a stickler for time, I looked at the calendar on my watch and realized it was exactly three months to the day since Claire had played with Jason and his two friends, Tyrell and Lewis. 
 To my knowledge, that was the only time that Claire had ever experienced sex with three men, and as she came back to our table I could see the flushed and excited look in her face. Claire ignored the others, and came directly to me and kissed me passionately. “Honey, are you okay with this? If you’re not, or you’ve got any doubts, let me know and we’ll head back to our room.” 
 I really appreciated Claire’s offer. And I did have doubts, but I also wanted her to have what she obviously really desired, and the kinky pervert in me wanted to be there to watch. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 Back at the hotel room Claire and Jason had been sharing all week, the next four or five hours passed in a whirlwind of fucking as the king-sized bed was a jumble of bodies as Claire and her three young admirers played until they were all fucked out. 
 Adio was the youngest and was the first to get with Claire. It turned out he was only nineteen years old, but he had a very thick cock which must have been a couple of inches longer than my five inches. Claire could tell that he was nervous, as apparently he’d not had much sex before and Claire was definitely the first white woman he’d been with. Knowing this, at first Claire was quite gentle and almost motherly to him. But when he got into his stride, all thoughts of having to coax and help him were forgotten, as Claire had to hang on for dear life as despite his young age he gave Claire a vigorous fucking. He brought my wife, more than twice his age, to a couple of orgasms before he pumped his seed deep into her. 
 Leon, who was apparently Adio’s best friend, was keen to replace his pal, but only after Jason insisted on giving Claire a rest. When she signalled that she was ready, Jason’s youngest brother took great pleasure in playing with Claire’s big boobs and kissing her, as he slowly eased his big cock into her. His cock was a little less thick than Adio’s, but it was maybe an inch or more longer and Claire certainly moaned and sighed as Leon entered her and started working her body with a steady rhythm. He was only a couple of years older than Adio, but he had great stamina for someone so young. He fucked Claire for a good twenty minutes and gave her two or three orgasms before he quickened the thrusts of his hips and brought Claire to another climax as he shot his seed into my sobbing wife. 
 Jason checked with Claire and she had another short break before being bedded by the brother she was most looking forward to, the super-hung Joel. When we’d arrived at the club earlier tonight, he’d apologized to me in person for his behavior the previous night. But seeing him there like that, rubbing his massive cock up and down Claire’s love lips, my mind went back to how he’d kissed Claire’s tummy the night before. Looking at me as he did it, In a clear challenge and statement that he’d have Claire’s body before too long. 
 Claire had experienced his cock last night, and from what she’d told me earlier, I knew she was looking forward to experiencing it again tonight. We’d discussed it and she’d confirmed that he felt both a little longer and a little thicker than Jason and she told me that the extra thickness and length had felt really good inside her. 
 As he teased Claire’s love lips and clit with his huge knob, I could see my wife’s hunger and desire to experience him again. Seeing that hungry look on Claire’s face, took me all the way back to the early days of her affair with Jason. Despite how he’d behaved the night before, there was something new and exciting about seeing Claire hungrily awaiting another huge new cock from one of the Campbell brothers. 
 All of the ill-will and bad-blood from the night before was forgotten as I was engrossed in watching the love games between Claire and Joel over the next half-hour or so. He was just as athletic and talented a lover as his big brother, Jason. And by the end, he’d left Claire in a sweaty but very happy mess, as he fucked her in several positions and let her really enjoy his huge cock. She came so often on Joel’s big dick that I lost count of how many times she climaxed. 
 When Joel had finally shot his load in Claire, she needed a good rest. She’d just spent just over an hour being fucked by and fucking these three horny young Jamaicans. When she’d rested, the boys all wanted her again, and this time they each lasted a longer. 
 After their second time with Claire, the boys still wanted more, but Jason could see that Claire was done in and needed to rest and sleep. He told the three guys that it was all done for tonight, and to try and get rid of the young horn-dogs he shared the news we’d told him earlier. That Claire would be here for another month. I think they were all still so hungry for my beautiful wife that this was the only way Jason could get them out the door. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 It took Claire much of the Sunday morning and early afternoon to recover from the session she’d enjoyed with her three horny young Jamaican admirers. 
 Claire and I spent much of the last two days alone, just the two of us together. We made love and talked and checked that we were both still okay with the decision we’d taken for Claire to spend the next month down here getting the school sorted out. 
 It was a hard decision for both of us, with sacrifice and pain for both of us. But we knew it was the right decision. It was who we were. There was no way Claire could turn her back on those young kids. And despite my fears, there was no way I could ask her to walk away from this thing she so desperately wanted to do. 
 It was twilight outside on that Monday evening as Claire and I said our tearful farewells. I was proud of what she was doing, but I’d miss her terribly and I knew she’d miss me just as much. 
 And as the plane banked and headed North for home, I wondered and worried whether the school would have any less need for Claire in one month’s time, when I planned to return and bring Claire back home. And I wondered and worried about what the next month held not just for Claire and me, but for all of us four of us. 





 Chapter 15 

Claire’s view

 I stood in the departure area watching Neil’s back walking away from me, and I felt a deep pang of regret and loss. We’d spent most of Sunday and Monday together, just the two of us, but now this time together seemed all too short. Even as the pain of loss and separation spread throughout my body, I sighed as I thought about the dilemma that had caused our separation. I’ve always been a curious mix of stubborn and caring, and the challenge to make things right with the school had been something that neither Neil nor I could walk away from. 
 And even as I thought about this worthy thing we were doing as an emergency antidote to my sadness, it had the opposite effect. It just reminded me of how wonderful Neil was. Not only had he managed to get the bank to give the money, but then he’d put my happiness first by letting me stay to supervise the renovation. Thinking about this just made me miss him all the more, as I remembered the sadness in his face as we’d said our goodbyes. The next month was going to feel like a very long time indeed. 
 Jason picked up on my mood and gave me a conciliatory hug. “Cheer up, babe, the time will go by faster than you think. You’ll see Neil again before you know it.” 
 I smiled weakly at him, looking into his handsome face. I was glad for his company and well-intentioned efforts to cheer me up, but I still ached with loss. But at least I had Jason with me these next few weeks. If I had to be without my beloved Neil, then at least I had the other man in my life to dull the pain. 
 “Can we find somewhere to watch the plane from?” I asked. Over the years, I’d held many children’s hands as their sad little faces watched their parents' car drive away on their first day of school. And now I was asking Jason to find a vantage point so I could do the same. 
 I’d thought it might help, but it had the opposite effect. As the plane climbed and then turned North, its slowly winking navigation lights symbolized distance and remoteness. Bringing home to me all the more our separation. 
 Jason held my hand as we walked to the car. As I buckled up, he turned my face to him and kissed me softly as our eyes met. “It’ll be okay, love. I promise.” 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 I woke up to the wonderful smell of the fish and fritters Alvita was frying for our breakfast. I felt Jason’s soft lips on mine as he smiled down at me, handing me morning coffee. Last night, our lovemaking had been tender and sweet. The sensation of being wrapped in his arms and feeling so small and powerless next to his bulk temporarily helped me forget my aching for Neil. But this morning he could see that sadness in my eyes. 
 I don’t know if Jason or Alvita had said something, but all of Jason’s family seemed sensitive to my mood. Even Joel, normally so flirty and amorous, was considerate and on best behavior. 
 Breakfast over, Jason gently reminded me that we had work to do, and we headed out to have our first meeting with the contractors. Even though this was a community project, the contractors seemed intent on ripping us off, and I was glad to have Jason there helping out. Construction projects weren’t really my thing, so Jason’s more practical experience was invaluable. 
 By lunchtime and our third meeting, I’d given up any semblance of trying to control or influence the various building discussions and contributed what I could while allowing Jason to take the lead. He was obviously better suited for it. 
 At lunch, we headed to the little restaurant run by Hannah’s sister Kalisa and her American husband Duane. They both seemed delighted to see us, and chatted for a while, before apologizing that they had to head back to their duties. As I watched them working as a team, I smiled to myself as I noticed all those little signs of their love and closeness as they worked together. But the smile gave way to a deep ache within as it made me remember how much I was missing Neil. 
 I’ve always loved ‘people watching’, and when they were out of earshot I asked Jason a question that I’d been wondering about, ever since I’d first met them. 
 “Honey, what’s their story? They seem so different, from two different worlds and with such a big age gap? How come they ended up together?” 
 Jason didn’t answer immediately, as he considered his answer. “It’s a long story. You’d better ask them, really.” 
 The conversation moved on, but something in Jason’s answer and the manner of his answer rankled with me. Normally he’s happy to share gossip, so why all of a sudden this reticence? Most un-Jason-like, and I made a mental note to see if someone else might explain. 
 Halfway through the afternoon, Jason’s brother Joel, the six-foot, nine-inch man mountain, turned-up at the school buildings. The truth is I was a bit bored, as Jason was handling most of the work, so I was quite pleased to see Joel. At breakfast, he’d been respectful of my subdued mood, but with my smile telling him I was in a better place, he gently flirted. 
 “Afternoon, Claire. See you’re looking as gorgeous as ever! You know all these workers won’t be able to concentrate with you around. Wouldn’t surprise me if some of them even offer free overtime. Or maybe ask for payment in kind!” 
 “Don’t be so wicked! What would your big brother say if he heard you talking to his girlfriend like that?” I told him off, but my smile told him I’d enjoyed the flattery and flirting. 
 Joel continued the game. “Claire, he’s not my ‘big’ brother, he’s my older brother,” he grinned, and after a suitable pause said, “You know that better than anyone.” 
 Joel held me in his gaze, and I felt flustered as I wondered if he was going to make a pass at me, unsure of how I’d react. Joel and I had already made love twice, but both times with Jason’s consent. But Jason was nowhere to be seen, and I wasn’t aware of the etiquette for how an already unfaithful wife should respond to a pass from her boyfriend’s brother. I’m pretty sure that one wasn’t in the lady’s guide to good manners. 
 I think Joel was just about to make his move when we heard a baby’s cry. A moment later, Jason’s sister Delores opened the door, with little baby Ife in her arms. The moment was gone, and if I was honest with myself I felt a little disappointed, my body’s rush of adrenaline telling me the truth. The old me would have been relieved. The new me had few boundaries and craved the new and exciting. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 All of us drove back to the Campbell family home at the end of a long but productive day. Work details had been finalized and prices agreed, and everything was set for the workers to arrive on Tuesday. As we rode back, Joel sat up front with his brother and I sat in the back with Delores and baby Ife. 
 I asked to hold him, enjoying the feel and smell of the little bundle of life, feeling quite broody and nostalgic for the days when I’d held Amy and Kaitlyn like this. 
 “Penny for them?” 
 I looked up, my nostalgic day-dreaming interrupted by Delores’ question. We shared a smile, two women united by the bond of motherhood, albeit at different ends of the rainbow. 
 “I was just thinking back to when my girls were this age,” I confessed. “I miss it, sometimes.” 
 “You’re not too old. You’re still a beautiful woman.” 
 I smiled at Delores’ youthful innocence. She’d taken my wistful nostalgia a little too literally. 
 “It’s okay, sweetheart, I don’t really want another child. I was just remembering, that’s all. All the good times. I think my next baby will more likely be my grandchild rather than my own child.” 
 She looked a little downhearted as she held little Ife. “That’s a shame, little Ife could do with a playmate.” And then she looked at the back of her brother’s head as he drove and leaned over to whisper. “Jason never really got over the loss of Jayden. I’m sure making a baby with you would help make him whole again.” 
 I looked at Delores, stunned and totally lost for words. 
 Before I could speak she smiled softly and put her hand on my tummy. “I remember how good it felt when little Ife was inside my tummy. The way his father used to look at me. The way the three of us felt so close.” 
 I just about recovered enough to say something, and I gently removed her hand from my tummy. 
 “Delores, I’m forty-three-years-old, with a husband and two grown daughters. Sweetheart, it a lovely kind thought, to help your brother. But if he wants another child he’ll have to find himself someone who’s younger. And preferably not already married!” I added trying to lighten the conversation. 
 I was relieved as the car pulled into their home. Delores’ earnest conversation about how I could help make Jason whole again had unnerved me. She seemed a sweet young woman, and I’m sure she hadn’t meant to unsettle me, but that’s exactly what she’d achieved. 
 With all of the family gathered around the big table, dinner passed quickly. Mainly because my mind was somewhere else, still unsettled by Delores’ conversation. I was actually a little angry with her. Before the conversation, I’d been looking forward to my call with Neil. But now I was preoccupied and I knew the call wouldn’t be as satisfying. 
 At least, that’s what I expected. But I underestimated the power of love and longing. As soon as I saw Neil’s face, it was like I felt a warm balm spreading throughout my entire body. I’m normally the more talkative one, but he was very chatty and I was happy to just listen and look at his face. The face and the man, my cornerstone these last twenty years. 
 After a while, he stopped and asked. “Claire, honey, is everything alright? You seem very quiet. That’s not like you.” 
 “I’m fine, baby. It’s just I miss you and I was enjoying just hearing you talk and looking at your handsome face.” 
 His expression changed. “I miss you too, darling,” and he sighed deeply. “I’m proud of you, and I get it, but I really miss you. I wish you were here right now, in my arms, so I could hold you and make love to you.” 
 If Neil’s face had been a balm to my spirit, these words lifted my heart, at the same time as they made me sad and frustrated at the distance that separated us. 
 “Me too, honey. If you were here, we’d slip under the sheets and I’d press your hands to my breasts. And I’d kiss you so softly, taking you in my mouth. Teasing and tormenting you until you give me your seed. And when I’d swallowed all you can give me, I’d caress your body and let you play with me until you’re ready again. My legs would draw you in, wrap you in my web until you make me yours again.” 
 As I made love to him through my words, the look on Neil’s face was priceless. I knew he wanted to reach out and grab me, and I felt excited that I’d roused his passion with my words. How much more if we’d not been separated by fifteen hundred miles of ocean. We looked at each, not speaking, each aware of how much we wanted the other. The moment went on and on, neither of us wanting to break that magic moment. 
 But the spell was broken by a firm knock on the door as Jason’s dark tattooed face peered around the edge of the door. It was his room, but he knew Neil and I were talking and had respected our privacy. 
 “Can I speak to Neil? Or would you rather I come back in a while?” 
 I was a little angry at being disturbed and losing the moment, and it must have shown in my face. 
 “I’ll come back in a while. Just tell me when it’s okay,” Jason told me in an apologetic tone. 
 After a brief hesitation, I summoned him in. “It’s okay, Jay. I’m sure Neil’s happy to say hi.” 
 The bed sagged under his bulk as he sat next to me and waved to Neil. 
 “Hey, buddy, how’s things? How’s Wall Street and our favorite city?” 
 “Hey, bro, good to see you.” I smiled at Neil’s unfamiliar choice of words, aware he was now often aping the language of his younger and cooler new friend. 
 “Right back at you,” Jason smiled, his arm snaking around my shoulder. 
 My two men talked about various things and to be honest I tuned out, my mind wandering off and contemplating the strangeness of our current three-way set-up. Wondering what my friends or family would think if they knew the half of what had happened these last months. 
 Jason didn’t stay more than a few minutes and then kissed me before disappearing off, telling me to call him when we were done as he said he had a surprise for me. 
 As he shut the door behind him, I was happy to have Neil back all to myself. My earlier anger at Jason’s interruption had gone, but I wanted and needed Neil all to myself. I didn’t want to share him with anyone. 
 We talked for another half an hour or so. Neil asked me about my day, and I told him about all of the mundane building stuff, before sharing with him how down I’d been feeling earlier. I toyed with sharing the strange conversation I’d had with Delores but decided against telling him just yet. I would tell him, but we needed to be face-to-face and for Neil to understand the context. So that he’d see it as the ‘funny strange’ thing that I saw it as. Shared in the wrong way he might take it as a serious thing, which certainly wasn’t how I saw it. 
 As we signed off, we told each other how much we loved each other, and I made him promise not to be late the following night and to make sure we had another full hour to chat. I could see in his eyes that he was happy to be so needed by me. 
 As I clicked the end button, all felt right with the world, and I smiled as Jason’s face appeared around the bedroom door again. I almost laughed. All we needed was his two brothers heads to appear below his head and we’d have had a passable impression of the three stooges. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 It was so peaceful as we walked along the deserted shoreline, hand-in-hand and looking at the blinking lights of the ships plying their way across the Caribbean. 
 Jason’s surprise had been a romantic evening on the beach, complete with chilled white wine, a blanket to sit on and a collection of my favorite romantic music. 
 As I sat with my back pressed into his muscular chest, it felt good to have his strong arms wrapped around my waist, my arms on top of his own my contribution to our closeness. 
 “How are you feeling now? I know you miss him,” his velvety voice asked with genuine feeling. 
 “Better. A lot better. Talking to him was just the tonic I needed.” 
 “I’m glad. What you’re both doing is a wonderful thing. You should both be really proud of your love and unselfish sacrifice for those kids.” 
 I smiled. I did feel good about what we were doing. But sometimes it’s nice to hear someone else say it, that what you’re doing is something to be proud of. 
 Hearing Jason’s words, I suddenly felt very loving towards this man, and I turned my neck and offered my mouth to him for a kiss. 
 Our kiss was soft and long, full of meaning. “Sorry if I’ve been a bit down today.” 
 Jason smiled sympathetically. “It’s okay, I get it. The main thing is you’re feeling better now.” 
 I smiled back at my lover, feeling his arms tighten around my waist. After five months as lovers, Jason and I knew each little nuance and hint, and I knew exactly what that little squeeze around my waist meant. And I wanted it to. I wanted to give something back to this man who’d been so patient with me today. And I wanted it as some kind of anaesthetic for the dull ache of separation. And I wanted it as a flesh and blood woman, neither married nor single, just a woman who knew the pleasure my black lover would give me. 
 I didn’t care that we were on the beach, I just wanted that Jason and I would consummate our feelings and love. I sighed in contentment as he entered me and then drove all the way in, marvelling again at how he filled me and went so deep. Our mouths fought in our mutual hunger, and I placed his big fingers to my breasts as he started to slowly pump me. 
 We’d made love many times before, but there was something very primal and raw as we made love on that beach. My legs pushed as wide as I could as I gazed up at Jason’s brown soulful eyes as he made love to me. Even more, than all the times before, it felt like two people joined as one, maybe fueled by the beauty and naturalness of the beach. We were just a man and a woman giving themselves to one another in that most basic of human acts, the act in which all life begins. 
 As we made love, I gazed into Jason’s handsome face and ran my hands up and down his taut, muscular chest and abs. I couldn’t help but compare him to the husband I’d spent so long gazing at earlier this evening. The two men in my life. So different, and yet united in their love for me. 
 Jason so muscular and virile, with his array of tattoos like a warrior’s war paint. The embodiment of maleness. And Neil, the man whose face shone with love and intelligence, who’d fathered my children and helped me raise them. As I felt the pleasure from having Jason deep inside me, I realized how lucky I was to have two such wonderful men in my life. 
 As we recovered, I lay with my head on Jason’s broad chest and felt his seed seeping out of me, the fitting and perfect end to such a natural and raw act. I touched my hand to my pussy and felt his sticky seed, and Delores’ earlier conversation came flooding back to my mind. 
 At first, I thought I’d say nothing, but it was one of those times when I couldn’t stop myself. 
 “Jason, I had the strangest of conversations with Delores today.” 
 “Really. Do you want to tell me about it?” 
 I paused, trying to find just the right words, in the end deciding to repeat what she’d said word-for-word. 
 “She put her hand on my tummy, asked me if I remembered how wonderful it felt to have a baby in your tummy and how close it made you to the father. And then she said how you’d never been whole since Jayden and that having a baby with me would make you whole again.” 
 There was a long silence, neither of us speaking. I wondered if Jason knew I was expecting him to speak, or was he waiting for me. 
 Finally, he spoke. “This is a conversation I don’t want to have, Claire.” 
 I looked into his face and saw a hardness and determination he’d never shown to me before. His expression told me he didn’t expect any further discussion. 
 “Jason, that’s not good enough. That just tells me there’s something we have to discuss.” 
 “No,” came his emphatic reply. “Because once something’s been said, it can’t be unsaid. It can never be forgotten, and the damage can’t be undone.” 
 I knew what he was hinting at. But hints and half-truths were no good to me. “Jason, please don’t speak in riddles. It’s me, Claire.” 
 His expression softened, and he reached out to hold my hand, in a gesture that mixed apology and need. 
 “I’m sorry, it’s just I’m afraid,” he replied in a nervous voice. 
 I wasn’t used to the idea of my intimidatingly large boyfriend being scared, and I squeezed his hand to reassure him. “Afraid of what.” 
 “Of losing you, Claire.” 
 “Why would you lose me?” 
 “Because if I do as you ask and spell it out, then I’m afraid I’ll lose you and Neil.” 
 I knew what he was driving at, but I was like a dog with a bone and wouldn’t let go until it was all out in the open, for good or bad. 
 “You talked to Delores about having a baby with me?” 
 Jason looked at me as if deciding what to say next. Fight or flight? 
 “What’s so wrong with that, Claire. It’s what people who are in love do, isn’t it? It’s what you and Neil did?” 
 “But that was different. We were young and married to each other. Now I’m in my forties, and in case you haven’t noticed, I’m married to Neil.” 
 “Women in their forties have children all of the time. My mother had Delores and Leon when she was your age. And these days people have babies out of marriage all of the time.” 
 I looked at him, totally exasperated, unable to make him see how crazy what he was suggesting was. Just as I thought I might explode, he backed off, his mood changing from argumentative to peace-maker. 
 Jason’s voice was no longer belligerent, it was sad and resigned. “This is what I meant, Claire. This is what I was afraid of. I know, however much I might want it, you and I can never have a child together. I know that. But by being honest with you, I’ve probably lost you now. Now that you forced me to share this thing I wanted to keep hidden.” 
 I stroked his cheek and tried to cheer him up. “Why do you say you’ve lost me?” 
 “Claire, come on. What’s Neil going to say. How do you think Neil’s going to react when you tell him this? Or are you saying you’re not going to tell him?” 
 I was so stunned by the discussion we were having, I’d totally forgotten about Neil. I was sure I’d have to tell him, and I wondered how he’d react. Jason saw the light going in my brain. 
 “Neil’s going to insist we stop seeing each other, as sure as night follows day. What man wouldn’t?” he stated with certainty. 
 “Jason, I don’t know what Neil’s going to say, but you’re right, I’ll have to tell him. But I don’t see why he’ll stop us seeing each other. He’s been pretty cool with everything so far, and you know he loves watching us together.” 
 Jason locked his fingers between mine and kissed my hand. “Claire, I’m frightened of losing you. All I ask is that you think about not telling Neil. After all, I didn’t want to say anything, but you made me. And we both know this can never happen. So what’s the point in telling him something that’s just going to hurt all three of us, and that’s irrelevant anyway.” 
 Put like that, he had a good point. 
 “Claire, just promise me you’ll think about it. I don’t want to lose you, and I think you feel the same.” 
 I said nothing, not replying to his request. I just smiled sympathetically. 
 As we headed back to the house, I realized just how much this intense conversation had sapped my energy. I was brushing my hair before bed when Jason appeared behind me and tenderly placed a single kiss on my shoulder blade. 
 “Claire, I think it’s best I sleep in another room tonight.” 
 I looked at those sad eyes. 
 “Jason, there’s no need for that. Couple’s fight all the time. Neil and I have had our share,” I smiled softly. “Besides, I want to feel you next to me, to feel your arms around me. Maybe we both need that tonight?” 
 A smile flickered to his sad face. “If you’re sure you're okay with it?” 
 “I’m sure.” 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 The next day the work teams came to the school and started the various jobs that needed doing. I had little to keep me occupied, as Jason was doing most of the supervising and the kids were temporarily being taught in the church buildings half a mile away. 
 With nothing to keep my mind occupied, I started thinking back to the conversation from the night before. I knew I needed to tell Neil about such a significant conversation. But Jason had made some good points. I’d been the one to force him to talk, and he was right that little good could come from sharing this with Neil. 
 Thinking it through, I knew I still needed to tell Neil, but I needed to tell him at a time and in a way that he’d see it as I did. A silly irrelevance. 
 I was so lost in my thoughts that I was startled by the voice from the door. “Anyone at home?” I suddenly remembered at breakfast Delores had said she’d come over and keep me company. With little baby Ife so young and needing constant attention, she had time on her hands and was glad of the company. He was gurgling away happily to himself as Delores sat next to me, and he gave me a lovely smile that distracted me from my earlier dilemma. 
 “Can I hold him? Would that be okay?” 
 As I cradled him in my arms, he continued gurgling and smiling at his Aunty Claire, and all felt well with the world. All of the drama and stress from the previous night washed away in something as beautiful and natural as a young infant child. As I rocked him back and forth, his little hand came out and squeezed my finger, and it was like I was twenty years younger and cradling my own daughters. I smiled at Delores, and I’m sure she knew what was in my mind as I enjoyed this beautiful moment and the memories it brought back. 
 As we were chatting, I received a text from Hannah’s sister Kalisa, inviting Jason and me to lunch. I accepted and said I’d get back to her with a time when I’d spoken to Jason. The text took my mind back to the question I’d asked Jason. About how a couple so different as Kalisa and Duane had ended up together, and how Jason had avoided answering the question. 
 “Delores, how well do you know Kalisa?” 
 “Pretty well, she’s like a big sister to me. She’s been a huge help, showing me the ropes with little Ife. Why do you ask?” 
 “Well, it’s just I was a bit intrigued about how a couple so different ended up together. Jason started explaining it to me but got side-tracked, and so I was just wondering if you know the story?” 
 Something changed in Delores' face as I asked my question. She’d been relaxed and chatty, but now she looked guarded and nervous. 
 “I do know some stuff, but it’s not really my place to say anything. You’ll have to ask Jason. He’s a bit sensitive about the whole thing.” 
 I let the subject drop, but something in Delores’ reaction made me even more inquisitive. 
 A few minutes later Joel arrived looking for Delores, passing on the message that Leon and their mother were waiting outside as baby Ife had a doctor’s appointment. As Delores headed off, Joel sat himself down where she’d been sitting. 
 “How’s my beautiful teacher today?” he asked with a big grin. 
 As we sat talking, it was clear to me that Joel wasn’t going to give up flirting and pursuing me. I was his brother’s girlfriend, but that seemingly meant nothing to him. I had no intention of it going anywhere, but I was surprised to realize how much I was enjoying his attentions. I felt my pulse quicken and my nipples harden a little. 
 I’d been the one asking Delores about Kalisa, but Joel turned the tables on me, asking how I’d met his brother and how my husband and I had gotten into this lifestyle. At first, I felt a bit embarrassed telling him, but it became easier the more I explained, and by the end, I was amazed at how openly I was sharing. I realized it was actually giving me a bit of a sexual buzz to tell our story to Joel. 
 His questions got more and more personal, asking me if the other night was the first time I’d been with more than one man at a time. I found myself feeling damp between my legs as I told Joel about the night back home with Jason, Tyrell and Lewis. Joel just grinned. “I wish I’d had a naughty teacher like you when I was in school.” 
 Moving a little closer, he asked, “What did you like best about being with more than one guy?” 
 Even though his questioning had gotten me aroused, I felt myself color up at his question. “Joel, that’s not a question that a gentleman asks a lady.” 
 His grin just got wider. “I never said I was a gentleman.” And then I felt his hand on my thigh as he fixed me with a steely gaze. His hand worked higher until his fingers reached the damp gusset of my panties. 
 “Oh, Claire, you’re all wet, you must be excited by all this talking, maybe you need something else to go along with all the talk.” 
 I felt his large fingers pulling the damp gusset to one side and I moaned as one finger rubbed my clit while the other started working up and down my love lips. 
 “Attagirl, you know this is what you’ve wanted, ever since that first night at the club when your killjoy husband spoilt our fun.” 
 I let out a long groan as I felt Joel thrust first one and then two fingers into my body, my hand shooting out to grasp his shoulder as I steadied myself. Joel continued gently rubbing at my clit while his fingers steadily worked in and out, now going really deep each time, as my excitement started building up. Both of my arms were now locked around Joel’s neck as our mouths locked together in a deep kiss. 
 I wanted the sweet release of orgasm, but each time I got close Joel would back off and let me come off the boil, before grinning and then starting the whole process again. After the third time, I begged him to let me cum. He gave me an evil smile, “Only when I’m inside you Claire, I want to feel your lovely pussy wrapped tight around my big cock. Only then I’ll let you cum.” 
 I was torn. My body was desperate for the release of an orgasm, but I felt like I’d be cheating on Jason. Joel helped me to my feet and started pulling me towards a door. But then my phone rang, and it broke the spell. I rearranged myself and answered, as Kalisa told me off for not getting back to her with a time. 
 I apologized and asked her to hold on while I went in search of Jason. As I walked around the site to find him, I felt glad that Kalisa’s call had saved me. I didn’t want to become the kind of woman who was ‘easy’, open to the sexual advances of any guy who propositioned me. That wasn’t who I was. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 After lunch I was fearful that Joel would again put the moves on me, so I asked Jason to drop me off at the church building where Agatha and Chloe were teaching. I spent a happy afternoon helping Chloe out with some of the slower children, taking them aside in a small group for special attention. 
 But the happiness didn’t last long. I’d been looking forward to my call with Neil all day. The surreal conversation with Jason about pregnancy had distracted me for a time, but as the day went on I found the previous days melancholy returning, as I thought of Neil all those thousands of miles away. 
 I’d made Neil promise not to be late. I called him at seven p.m. sharp and was pleased when he immediately picked up. At first, my heart leapt to see his familiar and comforting face. But a couple of seconds later I realized I didn’t recognize the backdrop. I felt a sinking feeling as he was in Hannah’s condo. He was making our nightly call from Hannah’s place. 
 At a rational level, I shouldn’t have been upset. I was down here in Jamaica with Jason. But Neil was my anchor, my lifeline to our real life, and he wasn’t in our family home. He was with another woman. Neil had told me that he didn’t love Hannah, but that his feelings for her were changing, but that it didn’t represent a challenge to our love. But seeing Neil sat there, happy and smiling, against the backdrop of Hannah’s lounge set all kind of alarm bells ringing for me. 
 I tried to stop my emotions showing in my face, but Neil saw my reaction almost immediately. 
 “Claire, baby, are you okay?” 
 I tried to put a brave face on it. “It’s nothing, honey. I guess it’s still hard for me sometimes, seeing you with Hannah. That’s all.” 
 Neil grimaced. Right from our early courting days, he’d always hated causing me pain. 
 “Sorry, baby. I didn’t think.” 
 “That’s okay, I can’t expect you to sit at home like a monk for the next month.” 
 He smiled, “If you asked, hun, I’d do it.” 
 My spirit’s lifted as I looked at Neil’s face and saw the depth of his love for me. 
 “Well maybe not a monk then, maybe just a naughty priest who’s allowed out to play some of the time,” I giggled. 
 Neil and I chatted about all kinds of stuff, including conversations he’d had with our girls, and this just made me feel all the more homesick. I didn’t want our conversation to end. We talked on and on, and a few times the thought of the pregnancy conversation came up, but I knew now wasn’t the time. 
 As we talked, I was struck by the odd thought that here I was in a family home surrounded by the entire Campbell family, but I still felt lonely. It wasn’t my family. My family was fifteen hundred miles away, sat in another woman’s apartment. 
 When we ended the call, I felt a wave of sadness sweep over me. It was only Tuesday of the first week. I had another month of separation from Neil to go, and I wasn’t sure I could cope with it. When Jason came into the bedroom, he immediately saw the change in my mood. He tried his best to cheer me up, but in the end, the best he could do was just hold me in his arms. We didn’t make love that night. I think we both knew it wouldn’t have felt right. 
 On Wednesday, Jason suggested that I go and help Agatha and Chloe again, pointing out that this was probably the best antidote to my sadness. He was right, being with the children kept my mind occupied and seeing their smiling and cheeky faces lifted my spirits. Agatha and Chloe were happy to see me, the three of us really feeling like a close-knit team. On Thursday and Friday, I stayed in the church building again, helping with the kids, and it continued to help cheer me up. 
 On Friday lunchtime, Jason turned up to see me teaching, and I loved the loving way he looked at me as I continued with my little slow learners' group. When we broke for lunch, he took me in his arms and gave me a deep kiss. As we finally broke our kiss, he grinned at me and I knew there was something he was wanted to tell me. 
 He pulled out an envelope from his back pocket and handed it to me. It was a ticket for the evening flight from Kingston to New York. We didn’t speak, I just wrapped my arms around his neck and gave him the biggest kiss. 
 I didn’t do any teaching that Friday afternoon. Jason dragged me back to his family home and we spent all afternoon and early evening making wild, passionate love. We’d been lovers for five months now, but it was like that first night. It felt fresh and exciting all over again. 
 With my sad loneliness, we’d not made love much the last couple of days, so Jason was hungry for me and I gladly gave myself to him, accepting him deep into my body as often as he was able. 
 It was a very tired but happy lady who eventually boarded the twenty-one-thirty flight to New York. This satisfied teacher and mother of two slept well for the whole four hours of the flight. 
 But if I’d known what was waiting for me in New York, I wouldn’t have slept a wink. In fact, I’m not sure I’d have boarded that flight at all. You may remember, the Queen of England had a year full of family divorces and castle fires, and she called this her ‘annus horribilis’, her horrible year. I was about to have my own ‘weekend horribilis’. 





 Chapter 16 

Claire’s view

 A special surprise for Neil. It had seemed such a good idea at the time. It was Jason who had the idea initially, suggesting it would be really romantic if we made my trip back to Neil a surprise. And I agreed, it was wonderfully romantic and I knew Neil would love it. I’d arrive unannounced in the early hours of Easter Saturday and give Neil a special Easter weekend surprise. I’d sneak into our home, wake him with a loving kiss and we’d spend the weekend making love and re-connecting. 
 I was so excited to see Neil again. I’d been missing him so much. Coming through immigration, I’d had an argument with an official, but I didn’t let this spoil my mood. Jason had arranged for two of his employees, Lewis and Tyrell to meet me and drive me home. Both boys gave me a big hug to welcome me back to New York. Tyrell even took the chance to squeeze my butt as he hugged me, and I gently slapped his face as a playful rebuke. He just grinned at me and winked. 
 Back in January, I’d been intimate with both young men, and all three of us smiled at the memory of that night together when Hannah had helped me explore my fantasy of sleeping with several men at once. I guess, all things considered, a little squeeze of the ass from Tyrell wasn’t something to worry about. 
 It was around twelve-thirty at night and we made good time as we drove across town, the boys asked me how it was going with the school. The whole thing was such a ‘good news’ story, all of the guys in Jason’s auto shops were fully up to speed on developments, and several of them had even made small donations to buy books and other equipment. 
 As we pulled up in our drive, my excitement turned to an icy chill of fear. Parked right behind Neil’s sedan was a BMW soft top. Hannah was sleeping over. That was the moment I knew our plan for a surprise visit was dumb. Why hadn’t I thought about this? I should have let Neil know I was coming so he could cancel any plans he had with Hannah. As it was, it was now too late as she was already sleeping in our home. 
 I sat there in the back of the car, not knowing what to do. For a moment I toyed with heading to a hotel and coming back in the morning. But then I thought this is my home, why on earth should I sneak away in the middle of the night. So instead I summoned up my courage, thanked the boys for the ride and went in. 
 As I opened the door I heard the melodic sounds of Kenny G coming from upstairs. A little tacky maybe, but this has always been Neil’s favorite ‘love making music’. I felt a surge of pain in my chest as I realized what had been ours alone was now shared with Hannah. I could also hear the sound of a bed being moved by a couple making love, and the accompanying feminine moans from Hannah. I slumped at the bottom of the stairs and closed my eyes, hoping this was a bad dream and it would all go away. 
 Part of me thought this is crazy. I shouldn’t be reacting like this. Neil and Hannah have been lovers for months now, with my knowledge and acceptance. But this felt very different. I’d flown four hours and fifteen hundred miles to be with the man I was missing terribly. Only he didn’t seem to be missing me half as much as I missed him. He was upstairs making love to another woman. I’m a smart woman, and even as I thought this, I knew how hypocritical it was. But that was the reality of my feelings. 
 I fought hard to stop myself bursting out in a flood of tears, but a few tears escaped. As I sat there crying softly, I felt some part of me being drawn to watch. It was a real battle within, part of me wanting to flee the scene and blot it all out from my mind. But another part drew me up the stairs, and before I knew it I was standing outside our master bedroom looking at the lovers. 
 The lights were low and romantic, and the door only slightly ajar, but that didn’t make the scene any less painful. My beloved husband was lying submissively on the bed while Hannah sat atop him, slowly rode him for their mutual pleasure. I was looking from behind them, but I could see Hannah’s face and front in the mirror. 
 To this day I can see the image as if burned into my mind with acid. Hannah’s hands were splayed out on Neil’s chest, her fingers entwined in his greying chest hair, as she gazed lovingly into my husband’s face. Even now I can remember how proud and erect her nipples looked, telling me how special and exciting this was for her. 
 My stomach was hollow and my legs felt like they were going to give way as I stood unable to tear myself away. Watching was pure torture, but something within me stopped me from leaving. My gaze was drawn back to Hannah’s face. It was the face of a woman in love, unable to tear her eyes away from the man who was deep within her body. She wasn’t just giving Neil her body, she was giving him her heart. As she continued to gaze at Neil, she reached down to touch his face, both of them smiling at this small simple gesture. 
 As Hannah gently stroked his face, I could see the love in Neil’s face. When I’d left for Kingston, he’d told me that he had feelings for Hannah, but that he didn’t love her. I’d seen them together before, but this time there was something different in Neil’s expression. It was the same look I’d seen in Hannah’s face. 
 Although she was sat in the classic cowgirl position, Hannah wasn’t even moving up and down. They were just content to gaze at each other, Hannah savoring how Neil completed her body, and Neil enjoying his manhood being surrounded by this new woman in his life. 
 This silent and still picture of closeness was broken as Hannah slowly started working her hips up and down, to pleasure herself and her man, Neil’s low moans telling all three of us how he was loving being slowly ridden. Hannah bent down to gently give her lover a deep and loving kiss, raising his hands to her breasts as she straightened up. 
 As Hannah continued to slowly ride Neil, I studied her body. A new and exciting body for Neil. It was three months until my forty-fourth birthday, and I was proud of how my body was still sexy and desirable. But as I looked at Hannah’s chocolatey-brown body as she gave herself to Neil, I knew I’d met my match. 
 She was the same age as me, but her skin was a little more toned than mine and her figure was the classic hour-glass figure that Neil had always loved. I had a good figure with my regular gym work and natural 36C’s, but aided by the surgeon’s knife Hannah had the edge on me. The swell of her boobs just that little fuller, her hips just a little narrower and her ass a full and near-perfect pear shape. 
 Hannah’s hips were now working Neil faster, and he’d started to meet her downward movements with his own thrusts, his hands squeezing and milking her enhanced boobs, making her nipples stand out even more. The slapping sound of her shapely butt hitting Neil’s groin taunted me, as their speed built up and the sounds got louder, both of them now moaning loudly. 
 Hannah’s eyes were shut as she rode Neil, now slamming down with the full force of her weight each time, as Neil thrust as hard as he could. Her eyes suddenly opened and her smile was now hungry and serious. “Come on, baby. Give it me, give me all you’ve got. I want your cum, shoot it in me Neil, honey.” 
 The look of excitement and desire in Neil’s face frightened me as I wondered if I could drag him back from Hannah’s clutches. For a moment I couldn’t bear to watch and closed my eyes, and as I opened them again I saw their mouths crushed together as Neil held Hannah tightly, his cock spasming as he pumped his seed into Hannah’s receptive body. 
 Their kisses slowed and became tender as Neil loosened his grip on Hannah, his work now done, and they gingerly uncoupled their bodies. They lay next to each other and with their sexual needs now met, all that was left was the emotional connection. They gazed into each others’ eyes, hands reaching to touch faces and the occasional kiss given and received. 
 Just when I thought it couldn’t get any worse, my world started collapsing around me. The foundations crumbling bit by bit with each word they spoke. 
 “How do you think she’ll take it?” Hannah asked, her fingertips idly tracing Neil’s lips as she talked. 
 “She’ll be surprised. And she’ll be hurt at first. But then I think she’ll be okay.” 
 “Hopefully she’ll understand, given how she feels about Jason.” 
 “I don’t know, she always tells me she finds it hard, you and me. Hearing that we love each other’s going to be tough for her.” 
 I felt like a knife had just been plunged into my heart. I sat there, on the outside, listening to my husband telling a beautiful black woman, that he loved her. I was on the outside, as they discussed together how I’d react to their love. They were the couple, and I was the outsider looking in on their love. 
 Part of me wanted to run in there and hurt both of them. To claw and kick and punch until my fury was spent. To dig my nails into that bitches face until she wasn’t so pretty and my husband would no longer want her. But I didn’t. I just sat and sobbed quietly to myself. 
 My sobbing must have been louder than I thought because the next thing I was aware of was someone touching my face, brushing my tear-stained hair back from my eyes. I opened my eyes to see Neil kneeling by my collapsed body, a worried look on his face as our eyes locked together. 
 “Honey, how long have you been there?” 
 “Long enough. I heard.” 
 “I’m so sorry, darling. I didn’t want you to hear it like that. I was going to tell you properly when we next talked.” 
 A long silence, as Neil waited for me to say something. 
 “You should have told me, Neil. Like I told you about Jason. Not like that. Not hearing it like that, the two of you discussing my feelings together. I’m your wife, Neil. You and I should have discussed this first.” 
 “I’m sorry. It just kind of happened. I promise you I was going to tell you when we next spoke.” 
 Even as Neil apologized, deep within I knew how unfair I was being. I was telling him how badly he’d treated me, even as I kept the whole Jason baby conversation locked deep within. I didn’t care about being fair. I wanted to punish Neil, to hurt him. Try and make myself feel better, as I made him and Hannah feel worse. I wanted to tear down their happiness that I’d just witnessed. To stamp on it, tear it into a million pieces and flush it out of my life. 
 Neil could see the hurt and anger in my eyes, and he continued holding my stare until he detected the first softening. “Forgive me, Claire. I’m so sorry, honey. I didn’t mean to hurt you. Please forgive me.” 
 In my anger, my sobbing had reduced to an occasional sniffle. I made him wait, to punish him a little more, but eventually, I told Neil what he wanted to hear. 
 “Okay. I’m still mad at you, but you’re forgiven,” I managed to get out between sniffles. “But don’t you ever do anything like that to me again.” 
 He held up his hands in mock surrender, and we shared a small smile, which felt good after the pain and intensity of what I’d just been through. 
 Neil helped me to my feet and led me into our bedroom, and started patiently undressing me for bed. As he fetched a nightie for me from the dressing room, I felt a hand on my cheek. 
 I turned to see Hannah, looking sheepishly at me. “Sorry, girlfriend. I’m really sorry. Let’s talk in the morning.” And then she lowered her voice, “And, Claire, I just want to let you know, your secret’s safe with me. I’d never dream of telling Neil about your baby conversation with Jason.” 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 In the morning I awoke to an empty bed, and my heart started racing in panic, until I saw Neil’s familiar penmanship on a bedside note, explaining he had to go into work but would be back around lunchtime. I relaxed and stretched out, realizing just how tired I was from the previous night’s drama. 
 I smelt the unmistakable aroma of frying bacon, immediately feeling hungry and realizing I’d not eaten properly since Friday lunchtime. My brain kicked in, if Neil was at work it could only mean that Hannah was downstairs cooking. My hackles rose, offended and angry that after everything last night, she had the effrontery to lay claim to my kitchen. Cooking in my home. And then I remembered the last thing she’d said the previous night before she’d left Neil and me alone. Maybe it was as well that she was still here so that we could still talk before Neil returned home. 
 I didn’t have the energy to shower, so I threw on a dressing gown and headed downstairs, without having any idea on how I’d start the conversation with Hannah. I cleared my throat as I entered the kitchen, causing Hannah to turn around, an embarrassed look on her face. 
 “Hi, Claire. Sorry again, about last night,” she grimaced. “I know I’d have hated hearing it like that when I was married to Jason.” 
 I didn’t know if her mention of Jason was gratuitous, or just a natural thing to say. I’d grown to like and trust Hannah these last few months. We’d spent lots of time together, both as a foursome and also just the two of us together. But in the back of my mind, I also remembered how I’d thought her a game player the first time we met at the petting zoo. 
 “Let’s not talk about it. Water under the bridge,” I said, sounding charitable, but really just clearing the way for what I urgently wanted to talk about. 
 “What you said last night, about my secret being safe with you. What did you mean?” 
 Hannah looked away as if choosing just the right words to use. Then she turned back and looked at me with a sympathetic expression. 
 “I was talking to Jason, about Joshua’s birthday, and he mentioned the conversation you had, and that he was frightened and hoped you weren’t going to mention it to Neil.” 
 The ball was now back in my court, and for a moment I was lost for what to say. 
 “It’s silly, really. I get why Jason doesn’t want me to mention it to Neil, because it’s never going to happen, and no good can come from telling Neil, but I have to tell him. This arrangement we have can only work if we’re all open with each other. I have to tell him.” 
 Hannah looked thoughtful for a moment. “Claire, there’s something else I need to talk you about.” 
 Hannah must have seen the panicked look in my eyes. After last night’s revelation about how Neil and she felt about each other, Hannah’s words gave me a terrible feeling in my gut. 
 “Claire, relax, it’s nothing about Neil and me. Or at least, not like that, anyway. And what I’m about to tell you, I haven’t even told Neil yet.” 
 She paused and waited for me to calm down a little, gesturing for us to sit together on the sofa. 
 “Claire, would you say that Neil and you are my friends? We’ve been through a lot together these last months, and become close.” 
 “Yes, we’re your friends,” I said, but wondering where this was headed. 
 “Even after last night? I know I’ve lost a few brownie points and burnt a few bridges, but are we still good friends?” 
 I grimaced and looked into her eyes. “Yes, Hannah. You’re right, yesterday was horrible. But we’ll get over it.” 
 She smiled and reached out to hold my hand. 
 “Okay then, I have something I want to tell you and get your thoughts on. And remember, I’ve not mentioned this to Neil yet, because I wanted to run it by you first, and see what you think.” 
 Now she had me both worried and inquisitive. 
 She took a deep breath. “I’ve not told you this before, but I’ve been thinking of going to a sperm bank so that I can have another child. A little half-brother or half-sister for Joshua. I see the look in his eyes sometimes when we talk about Jayden, and it breaks my heart. And I’m still young enough to have another baby.” 
 Hannah paused to let her words sink in or to let me ask any questions I might have, still looking directly at me as she held my hand. “What do you think, Claire, do you think it’s a good idea?” 
 I thought about it for a moment, thinking back to some of the things Delores and Jason had said to me, about a baby filling a hole in Jason’s life. 
 “I guess it might be a good idea. I know nothing’s going to bring Jayden back, but if it’s going to fill a hole in Joshua’s life and in your life, then why not.” 
 And then a thought occurred to me. Hannah had described having a half-brother or half-sister for Joshua. If she got Jason to act as the father, then her baby and Joshua would be full siblings. “Why not Jason? Isn’t that the obvious choice, instead of a sperm bank?” 
 Hannah looked pained, and tears started falling down her cheeks. It was some time before she could speak. I’d started this morning full of anger at Hannah, but now I felt pity as I wondered what could make her react like this, at the thought of Jason being the father to the child she planned. 
 Finally, she was able to speak. “What do you know about Sickle Cell?” 
 Although her tears had stopped, I saw the pain in her eyes and I knew where this conversation was headed. Every teacher in New York knows about the curse of Sickle Cell in the African American community. About how if both parents are unlucky enough to be carriers, each of their offspring has a one-quarter chance of having Sickle Cell. 
 Hannah saw the penny dropping in my mind. “Claire, this is our problem. Jason and me. I don’t want to burden you if you’d rather not know. It’s just if we’re friends, it’s a big part of us and you can’t really understand us without knowing.” 
 My heart went out to Hannah, both as my friend and as a fellow mother and woman. “Hannah, I want to know. I can’t imagine the burden and difficulties. If it helps you to share, then please tell me what you can,” I offered. “I’m guessing from everything you’ve told me, both you and Jason are carriers and little Jayden was unlucky enough to get both genes.” 
 She squeezed my hand again, looking into the distance and fighting back the tears. Over the next hour, she told me the full, traumatic tale. About how Jason and she had married thinking that only she was a carrier and that Jason didn’t carry the gene. And that it was only after Jayden was born that the truth came out, that Jason’s gene test had been faulty. She didn’t go into the details, which would have been too painful even after all these years, but she made it clear that Jayden’s death had been linked to the disease. 
 By mid-morning, we’d cried and cried, and the pain of last night was forgotten. With all the crying over and our coffee cups refreshed, Hannah came back to the subject of giving Joshua a little half-brother or half-sister. 
 “So, now you understand why I can’t have Jason as the father for Joshua’s little brother or sister. Both Jason and I know that. But when Jason was telling me about the conversation the two of you had this week, something came into my mind, and that’s what I want to talk to you about.” 
 This whole morning, not to mention last night, had been an emotional roller-coaster. But I suddenly felt a huge jolt of adrenaline kick-in, as my sub-conscious prepared me for what Hannah was about to tell me. 
 “Claire, after your discussion with Jason, if Neil agreed would you be prepared to act as a surrogate, and carry Jason’s child for us.” 
 Hannah looked at me with an intensity that was frightening, and I almost felt myself shaking. But she wasn’t done yet. 
 “I’d understand if that’s not something you and Neil would be okay with. I really would understand, it’s a big ask, even if we have all grown close as friends. So, if that’s not okay with you guys, I have one other idea. Instead of using a sperm bank, maybe Neil could get me pregnant, you know, instead of some random sperm donor I’ve never even met.” 
 Hannah and I just looked at each other. To say I was lost for words would be the understatement of the century. I felt like I was Alice, disappearing down the rabbit hole into some crazy parallel universe. 
 Part of me wanted to think that Claire was winding me up, playing some joke in and taste. But looking at her face, I could tell she was deadly serious about the two choices she was outlining. Either for me to carry Jason’s baby, or if Neil and I were not okay with that, for me to allow Neil to get her pregnant. 
 I honestly felt like my head was going to explode. In the space of fewer than twelve hours I’d heard my husband tell another woman that he loved her, and now my supposed friend Hannah was busy planning one or two baby showers for myself and her. Lewis Carroll couldn’t have dreamt up a more bewildering twelve hours if he’d tried. I was well and truly in my own insane version of a very negative wonderland. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 Just as I was trying to recover from my shock, I heard Neil’s car pulling into the drive. I couldn’t make up my mind whether I was pleased, because it put a stop to the conversation, or frustrated as it left the whole subject hanging mid-air. 
 I was hit by another surprise when Neil came into the house. He wasn’t alone, he had Jason and Hannah’s son Joshua with him. He’d been away at a friend’s sleepover, and apparently, today was his birthday. ‘Uncle’ Neil had promised to take him back to the same petting zoo which he’d so enjoyed when we first met him. 
 I could hardly believe it was only four months since we’d first taken him to that zoo. That time seemed a lifetime ago, so much had happened in our lives since then. As we walked around the zoo, it was like the huge decisions that Hannah had discussed with me were frozen, hanging there in mid-air like some giant Sword of Damocles. Walking around with an excited seven-year-old, we had no chance to talk about anything. 
 I daresay Hannah had planned that it would be she and Neil who would be walking arm-in-arm as they took the excited boy around the zoo, to her credit she was respectful and kept a distance between herself and Neil. Allowing me the time and closeness I so desperately craved with my husband. 
 The trip to the zoo was followed by a movie and then a pizza. The paranoid part of me thought the whole schedule had been deliberately designed to crowd out any time that Neil and I may get alone together to talk. But my rational brain told me that wasn’t possible, as Hannah hadn’t known I was coming to New York. Only Jason and I knew that I’d be there that weekend. 
 As our little group wandered around the zoo, in Jason’s absence Neil naturally fell into the role of friend and father figure to Joshua. Neil patiently and lovingly explained all sorts of things to the little boy, both teaching and helping him pet the animals in the right way. I smiled to myself as I watched Neil, so gentle and loving, thinking back to what a wonderful father he’d been to our girls when they were younger. But also worrying about how him being a possible donor for Hannah’s unconceived child might create a bond between them, that would pull him even more strongly into her orbit. 
 Hannah caught me looking at Neil during one of these moments, and the way she smiled back suggested she knew exactly what I was thinking. As I forced myself to turn away from her haunting smile, I looked at Neil and wondered what he’d feel about being a father to Hannah’s unconceived child. Seeing him squatting down to Joshua’s level, ruffling the boy’s hair and laughing together as they fed the hungry pigs – all of these tugged at my heartstrings and made me realize what a complicated web of relationships we’d weaved. 
 We finally headed back to Hannah’s condo at around eight p.m.. Joshua was apparently headed to his cousins' house where he’d been invited for another sleepover. As Hannah scampered around getting his stuff ready, I couldn’t help but notice the little signs that Neil had been a frequent visitor here in the two weeks that I’d been away. I saw a bottle of his favorite Scotch in the drinks cabinet and his Office ID hanging with the keys and other passes in the kitchen. If I’d forced myself to look in the closets, I had little doubt I’d find some of his clothes. 
 I felt like shaking my head in the hope that this was all a bad dream and I’d soon wake up. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 With the sound of Joshua’s giggles in the corridor outside as he played with his cousins, Hannah closed the front door and finally, it was just the three of us. 
 Maybe another person would have taken control of events. But I was so beat from the last day and the last week, that I was like a punch-drunk boxer who just rolled with the blows as the events of the evening were directed by Hannah. 
 With Joshua safely away, she came and snuggled next to me on the sofa, pressing her body next to mine like high school best friends. 
 “That thing, Claire. Let’s not talk about it tonight. We’re all beat. We’ve spent all day entertaining Joshua. We all deserve to just rest and have some fun.” 
 To my tired and stressed mind, that sounded very pleasant and reasonable. And the reasonableness continued as she suggested that we take Neil for an evening out, just the three of us together. 
 The evening started pleasantly enough as we had a wonderful meal at a great new Chinese restaurant in Brooklyn. Hannah warned us not to eat too much as she said there was a new dance club that she wanted us to try. We must have polished off a couple of bottles of wine with the main course, plus some liqueurs afterwards, so we were pretty well lit up and feeling good when we hit the club. 
 My poor husband was getting no rest, as his two ladies took turns with him on the dance floor. I’d come home with the whole idea of having an intimate weekend to reconnect with Neil, but the booze and meal had put me in a good place and I didn’t mind sharing him on the dance floor, being sure I was going to have him all to myself later. 
 My wonderful fifty-year-old husband isn’t the fittest of guys, too many business dinners and not enough exercise, and so after half-an-hour he said he needed a rest. Hannah pulled a face and said if he wasn’t man enough to keep his women happy, then she’d summon reinforcements of some guys who had what was needed. 
 She said it as a big joke, but then she put her lips next to Neil’s ear and whispered something that I couldn’t hear. Whatever was said, Neil’s face suddenly became flushed and his eyes widened in a look of excitement. 
 Hannah grinned at me and scooted over, and whispered to me just as she’d done with Neil. “I asked him as Jason’s not here as your playmate if he’d like it if I invited Tyrell and Lewis over to the club. You can see how excited he is. They should be here in around a quarter of an hour.” 
 I was now totally unbalanced and confused. I’d been planning a romantic evening with Neil, and now Hannah was telling me that Neil was excited at the thought of two hot young black guys summoned to dance and be my Jason substitute for the night. Hannah was controlling the evening, and my tiredness and the effects of the alcohol meant that I did little to influence how things were developing. 
 I remembered how Tyrell had groped my ass at the airport earlier and about the night that I’d spent with the two twenty-something black guys back in January. The evening was spinning out of control and looked like it was going to end up a million miles away from the romantic evening I had planned. And a terrible thought went through my head. 
 Is this what our marriage had become, that Neil would rather watch me with two young black guys than be with me himself? Last night the love and closeness he felt for another woman had been clear, whereas tonight he preferred to share me with others. The contrast was too painful to think about, and as best I could I pushed it to the back of my mind. 
 I tried my best to have the romantic evening I’d planned, moving closer to Neil and holding his hand. He smiled lovingly at me, but it was difficult to talk over the music. With a heavy heart, I made a final effort to nudge things back in the direction I’d planned. Putting my head next to his, I shouted over the music, “Honey, I’m fine just the three of us. There’s no need for Tyrell and Lewis.” 
 Things were so out of control, I wasn’t even sure if Neil heard me properly or not. He smiled and shouted back. “No, honey, I want you to have fun. I know you love to dance and I can’t keep up with you and Hannah. The boys can dance with you and keep you company.” 
 I touched his face and looked in his eyes. He seemed so naïve, talking about dancing when what I was driving at wasn’t dancing, but how the rest of the evening would pan out. But then I remembered that look of excitement on his face, and I realized he was just being diplomatic. With a sinking feeling that thought pushed it’s way back to the front of my mind. Neil would rather spend the evening watching me than being with me. 
 As Tyrell and Lewis arrived at the club, I was in a strange mental place. I was depressed as I thought about Neil’s preferences, but part of me wanted to blank out this depression by throwing myself at the boys and partying with them. Just like a drunk or a drug addict will throw themselves into the next fix, even if they know they’re going to hate themselves in the morning. It was the only way I could think to block out the pain I was feeling. 
 And so as the boys dragged us out onto the dance floor, I threw myself into it. I remembered how Tyrell had groped me at the airport, and I chose him as mine, letting Hannah dance with Lewis. Feeling spurned by Neil, I acted with total abandon, the alcohol spurring me on to behave in a totally wanton and slutty way. If my husband didn’t want me for himself and preferred to share me, then the drunken Claire was determined to punish him. Showing him just what a slut his good little wife could be. 
 I dragged a slightly bewildered looking Tyrell to the dance floor directly in front of where Neil was sitting and wrapped my arms around his neck as I started putting the moves on him. I locked my hungry mouth to his and forced my tongue deep into his mouth, as he recovered from his shock and our tongues fought. 
 As I felt Tyrell’s hand start to cup and fondle my boob, I slipped a hand between us and put my hand inside his pants. My young black date moaned as I ran my hand up and down his manhood, using my nails to tickle the edge of his huge circumcised cockhead. 
 I smiled playfully into his excited face as I toyed with him, pulling his head down to share a secret. “Tyrell, honey. I’m all yours tonight. There’s no Jason tonight. And there’s no Neil. You and your friend can do whatever you want with me tonight.” 
 Tyrell just looked into my face, as if he couldn’t believe what I was telling him. But as I returned his stare, smiling seductively, his face broke into a broad grin as he knew I meant every word I’d said. 
 For a while we just danced, our eyes simply locked together in anticipation of what was to come, just holding each other. Then he kissed me, whispering to me, “Claire, baby, I want you so badly. I’m going to fuck you so good tonight, ‘til you can hardly walk and an old man like Jason’s no use to you any more.” 
 Tyrell’s boastful and disrespectful words excited me. Having been rejected by Neil, Tyrell’s raw and crude promises of how he was going to treat me had me feeling damp and excited. 
 He stared into my eyes and started making good on his promises. I felt his hands go beneath my top and reach around to unhook my bra. As he pulled the front away, my boobs fell into their natural position and I felt Tyrell start to roll my nipples as his dark eyes looked at me with promises of what was to come. He kissed me softly, and with a wicked grin took three paces towards Neil and handed him his wife’s brassiere, winking at my husband as he handed the garment across. 
 As we danced, my arms were locked around his neck as I gazed into his eyes, enjoying the feel of his rough mechanic’s hands on my unfettered boobs. I eased our bodies around so that I was looking into Neil’s face, and I blew him a kiss as my arm left Tyrell’s shoulder and snaked it’s way back into Tyrell’s pants. The young man had gone commando, and I loved the feel of his hot throbbing cock, as I worked my hand up and down his huge manhood. 
 Winking at my staring husband, I pressed my mouth to Tyrell’s and we shared a long passionate kiss before I broke free and led Tyrell by the hand back to our table. 
 Still standing, I bent to give a platonic kiss to Neil, then pressing my hot mouth to his ear to share my plans. 
 “Honey, I’m just taking Tyrell to the restroom for a while. I need to feel his huge cock up inside me.” 
 As I looked into Neil’s eyes I smiled, seeing that my words had the desired effect, with Neil looking in a state of shock. And then as planned, I kissed him sweetly on the nose, my hand squeezing his crotch. “After all, honey, isn’t that all I’m good for. Taking cocks much bigger than yours, while you watch and wank? Isn’t that what you want?” 
 Even over the music and effect of alcohol, Neil must have heard the anger and acid in my voice. My sarcasm showed what I really wanted, which was for my husband to take me home and make love to me. And a little bit of me died inside as he just sat there, a shocked look of excitement on his face, and said nothing. And did nothing. 
 My anger turned to sadness. I’d felt sad and abandoned earlier, but this latest rejection took me to a new low. Neil must have seen this change in me through the expression on my face, but even this drew no reaction from him. No defense or reclaiming of his wife. 
 Tyrell spun me around, and even he saw the change in my face. He gave me a kiss that surprised me in its gentleness, and with our eyes barely inches apart told me what I needed to hear. “Claire, forget him. He’s a fool. If he doesn’t want you, then I want you. I want all of you, all night.” 
 He kissed me softly again and looked sympathetically into my eyes. “Claire, you’re an amazing woman, and I know my boss Jason loves you. What do you say we show your fool husband what he’s missing.” 
 And as he looked into my eyes, the soft look of sympathy was gone. There was a hardness and an anger which sparked the same feelings within me. As my sadness turned to a smile, I kissed Tyrell and bent one final time to give Neil one final message. 
 “Honey, I’ll be back in a bit, I’m just going to get me a proper cock, a real cock,” with the acid and bile back in my voice to match my anger. 
 I was so angry and hurt that I didn’t bother to look back at Neil as I dragged Tyrell by the hand to the restroom. 
 Once inside we found a cubicle and locked the door. I pulled my simple cotton top over my head and enjoyed the lustful look the young black man gave my big boobs as he enjoyed seeing them again for the first time in four months. 
 Driven by my anger rather than my sadness, I wanted to be in control and I unbuckled Tyrell’s belt and pulled his baggy denim pants to the floor. It was my turn to gawp at something I’d not seen in four months. I’d forgotten just how big he was, my mind wondering how any man could be even bigger than Jason’s huge ten-inch cock. But my eyes didn’t lie, I’d felt Tyrell inside me before and I remembered the amazing feel of him, and how his extra girth and length took me to a new level. 
 Tyrell grinned proudly as he caught me staring at his huge cock, and something in that expression of his reminded me that I was twenty years older than him. But I didn’t care. I wanted to feel him deep inside me, and so I pushed him to sit down on the toilet seat as I pushed my panties to one side and started climbing into position above him. 
 My leg brushed against his engorged cockhead as he helped lift me and support my weight, and I realized just how wet and hard his young cock was. Somehow, in the narrow confined of that stall, between the two of us we managed to slowly lower me down onto his massive young cock. Even though Jason had been my lover for five months, feeling Tyrell’s extra girth and length was an amazing experience for me. 
 When he was fully in me, I just sat astride him, our lips and eyes locked together as I just enjoyed the feel of him so deep in my body. We must have stayed like that for several minutes, as he cupped and squeezed my boobs and I just savored him being in me. And then I signaled that I wanted more, raising my hips as much as I could and Tyrell got the message. 
 Tyrell wasn’t as tall as Lewis or Jason, but he had a lean wiry strength to him, and he had little difficulty in lifting my body up and down so that I could enjoy the full feeling of each stroke of his huge cock. The feeling was amazing, and all thoughts of Neil, Hannah or anyone else were a million miles from my brain, and I rode my young stallion, coming noisily as my body crashed through my first climax. 
 When I’d recovered, Tyrell lifted me off and told me he wanted to do me doggy style, and I smiled at him, enjoying his simple and youthful desire for me. It was good to be a long way away from all the complications of the other two men in my life. Just enjoying the purely physical pleasures of a well endowed young man who wanted nothing more than to enjoy my body and give me pleasure. 
 I moaned in contentment as I felt him slide his full length deep into me, and hung onto the cistern as he built up speed. He was soon slamming into me, squeezing and cupping my big boobs, as he serviced me like a stallion covers a mare. On and on he went, pistoning that iron hard cock of his in and out of my receptive body. 
 I had no idea if we had an audience outside our cubicle, and I didn’t care and did absolutely nothing to quieten my squeals and sobs. I needed this as an outlet for my anger and sadness, and I didn’t care about the rest of the world. 
 My second and third climaxes weren’t long in coming, before Tyrell roared like a bull, gripped my hips with a vice-like ferocity and gave one last, deep lunge. I felt his cockhead expand and flex as he shot spurt after spurt of his virile seed deep into my womb, and cried out as we shared a final orgasm together. I collapsed in a heap, my elbows on the cold porcelain of the cover, sucking in deep breaths of air to soothe my lungs. 
 Slowly Tyrell and I started picking ourselves up. Two people trying to get their clothes back on and not punch or kick each other in the process, in a stall less than two feet by five. We laughed at the awkwardness, and finally were presentable and made our way out of the restroom. 
 I was holding Tyrell’s hand and feeling happy as I walked back into the club. But the moment I saw Neil again, with Hannah now sitting on his lap, my anger returned at the thought of how he’d rejected me earlier. 
 As we approached the table, I put my hand on Tyrell’s chest and stopped him. Placing my arms around his neck, I kissed him. “Let’s go back to your place.” 
 My young black lover smiled and kissed me back. “Sure thing, Claire. I’d love that. But just one thing. Can Lewis come to? He’s my bro and I don’t want to leave him high and dry.” 
 I looked across at Lewis, the handsome young giant, and felt sympathy. I’d have preferred a night just alone with Tyrell, as I needed the closeness of being with just one man. But I felt sorry for Lewis, and I also had the evil thought that I could use this to get back at Neil. 
 Tyrell was still waiting for my answer, as he patiently waited for me to think it through. 
 “Sure, why not? The more the merrier. Just wait here a minute, I need to say something to my loving husband.” 
 After one final kiss to assure him I wasn’t going to change my mind, I walked over to Neil who was looking directly at me. Hannah and I stared at each other, our feelings clear, as she sat possessively on Neil’s lap. 
 I slowly ran my finger along Neil’s cheek, and took his hand and placed it inside the gusset of my sodden panties so he could feel Tyrell’s seed leaking out of me and how battered my pussy was from Tyrell’s size. 
 Neil looked for all the world like a startled rabbit it a car’s headlights as I whispered in his ear. “There you go, lover. I know that’s what you love, what you prefer. Can you feel what Tyrell’s done to your wife? And now, if it’s okay with you, I’m going to go back to Tyrell’s place and let him and Lewis do whatever they want with me.” 
 I pulled back to see the trance-like look of my husband’s face and kissed his ear with my final message. “Goodnight, honey. Sweet dreams. Think of me as while you’re making love with little miss plastic tits.” 
 And with that, I grabbed Lewis by the hand and walked out of the club arm-in-arm with my two young black paramours. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 Physically the next few hours were amazing. Tyrell and Lewis were both talented and well-endowed lovers, their youth meaning that they were hungry for my body over and over again. But I was an emotional wreck, and I was all over the place. Sometimes my anger with Neil drove me to a passion and intensity that turned me into a wild woman. A woman possessed who craved their touch and the pleasure of their maleness thrust deep and hard into my core. 
 Sometimes my sadness overwhelmed me and I hardly responded to their touch, passive and listless as I just let them use my body. 
 At other times my sadness and sorrow took me in the direction of needing to be close and desired by a man. Any man. Then I’d cling to them and give myself fully to their touch, hoping in some strange way that they’d magically turn into Neil. If only I tried hard enough and wanted it enough. 
 Eventually, they were done and wanted my body no more. It was already the early hours of the morning, and they both soon fell into a deep sleep, exhausted from their hours of lovemaking with me. 
 They slept like babes, but I slept little that night. The alcohol had worn off, and my mind was filled with the thoughts of how hurt and angry I was. Filled with thoughts that at this very moment Neil and Hannah were happily tucked up in bed together, while I was left feeling lonely with two men who loved me only for my body. And it was worse than just feeling lonely because I was also afraid. Afraid of how Hannah would be using her knowledge of my baby conversations with Jason against me, and to manipulate Neil to get what she wanted from him. 
 And just before sleep finally caught me for an hour or two, I thought how I had two stark choices in front of me later that day. Either I’d realize there was nothing left for me here in New York, and head South on the first available flight. Or, I’d do what I should have done earlier, and stand my ground and fight for my marriage and my family. 
 Honestly, I didn’t know which I’d have the strength or desire to do. But as I looked at the calendar on my phone, Sunday 16th April 2017, I realized it was Easter Sunday. And managing somehow to appreciate the irony, knew that today would somehow mark the resurrection and new life in one of my two relationships. It was just I had no idea which one. 





 Chapter 17 

Claire’s view

 “Wake up, wake up, honey.” 
 I was groggy from lack of sleep and the effects of my hangover. As I slowly got my bearings, I realized I was in a bedroom I didn’t recognize. It all started coming back to me. The drinking, the anger, the way I threw myself at Tyrell and Lewis and taunted Neil about it. I closed my eyes, barely able to think about last night’s events. How had it come to that? The whole weekend had been planned as a romantic reunion with Neil. But from the first to the last it had been an unmitigated disaster. 
 And here I was lying in bed in an apartment I didn’t recognize, sandwiched between two young black men who I hardly knew. 
 “Claire, wake up.” 
 I must still be dreaming. It sounded like Jason’s voice. I turned to look where the voice was coming from, and I saw Jason’s handsome tattooed face. Surely this was a dream, my sub-conscious trying to provide some succor in my time of need. 
 But a hand was physically shaking me. “Claire, it’s me, Jason. Wake up, honey.” 
 As the last remnants of my sleepiness disappeared I realized it was for real. Jason was squatting down by the side of the bed, reaching over Tyrell’s sleeping body and gently shaking me awake. 
 “I had to come back to sort some business out, and Lewis rang me last night to tell me you were here and that he thought you might need a shoulder to lean on.” 
 It felt so good to see him. To know I had at least one person who was here for me. I wriggled out from between the two sleeping black bodies and gave Jason a huge hug. I think I must have clung on to him for a couple of minutes, I was just so pleased to have someone in my corner. 
 Tyrell’s apartment wasn’t the cleanest and most luxurious of places, and so we just threw my clothes on and headed over to Jason’s place, a few minutes away. Jason insisted I grab a hot shower, promising to cook me some breakfast. The shower felt good, and in truth, I wanted to cleanse myself of everything that had happened last night. I felt more than a little dirty about what had happened. It was the first time I’d ever had angry sex, to punish someone, and looking back I reckon I’d done it to punish both Neil and myself. 
 I know they’d enjoyed their time with me, but I did feel guilty at the way I’d used Tyrell and Lewis to get back at Neil. The refreshing and cleansing jets form the scalding shower started making me feel better. And when I wandered into the kitchen as I dried my hair, seeing Jason’s broad back preparing my breakfast also went a long way to helping me feel better about life. 
 I wrapped my arms around his waist and snuggled up against his body. He just turned and smiled, giving me the softest of kisses. He read my mood perfectly. He insisted that I eat, and wouldn’t let me talk about last night until I’d eaten and had some coffee to help fix my hangover and lack of sleep. Then he sat in his favorite armchair, pulled me down to sit on his lap and wrapped me up in his strong arms, as he asked me to tell me all about what had happened. 
 I didn’t spare any details as I gave him a full description of what had happened and how it had left me feeling. I started my sorry tale by describing stumbling in on Neil and Hannah making love, and how I’d felt when they were discussing their love for each other and how I’d take it. I described the whole Sickle Cell and Neil fathering a child with Hannah discussion, and finally confessed how in my anger with Neil I’d thrown myself at Tyrell and Lewis, fucking Tyrell in the restroom and then spending the night with the two of them together. 
 Jason listened patiently, only saying a few things, but I could see that he understood how I was hurting. At the end of it all, he looked into my eyes and asked a simple question. 
 “So, Claire darling, what do you want to do now?” 
 I sighed and looked into the face of this handsome man who had been here for me this morning when no-one else was. 
 “I honestly don’t know,” I said in a resigned and tired tone. “Last night, I was fifty-fifty whether I should just fly straight back to Jamaica or go and have it out with them.” 
 Jason held my hand and stroked my hair. “Claire, whatever you decide to do, I’m here for you and will support you totally.” 
 “Thanks, babe, that means a lot to me,” I smiled at my man. “But it doesn’t help me make up my mind about what to do now. What do you think I should do?” 
 “What do I think?” Jason said thoughtfully, as he gathered his thoughts together. “I think, right now, you could do with a little space and distance between you and Neil. I know you two guys love each other, but right now if you go over there, I think you’re so steamed up at him that something’s going to be said that you both regret.” 
 I looked into his intelligent face and thought about what he’d said. He was probably right. Right now, Neil or I would end up saying something we’d regret. I knew I was still angry with him, and he must be upset with me for the way I left and how I spoke to him. 
 “I guess you’re right, a little time and space wouldn’t be the worst thing right now.” 
 Jason smiled at me and kissed me softly. “We can tell Neil that something came up with the school repair and you had to dash back. That way it saves face for everyone until it’s all calmed down a little.” 
 It felt good to have taken the decision. I’ve never been good at dealing with conflict, and I’d really not been looking forward to confronting Neil and Hannah. With the decision now made, for the first time that morning I was able to relax. Jason teased me, saying it was the first time he’d seen me smile since he’d arrived. 
 His observation, which was true, just made me smile all the more, and I kissed him softly and asked him to take me to bed. After the angry sex from last night, I wanted a man to make love to me tenderly and with genuine affection and love. I told Jason this, and he immediately understood where this need was coming from. 
 Jason checked and booked the flights, and as the next flight wasn’t until nine p.m. we had plenty of time. For the next two or three hours, Jason gave me what my heart and soul needed, as a man who loved me made sweet and passionate love to me. I needed this to blot out the pain of the last twenty-four hours, and I couldn’t have asked for a more tender and emotional lover than Jason. 
 Two or three times my phone rang while we were making love, but we ignored it and just carried on. During one of our quieter moments, Jason picked up the phone and saw that it had been Neil ringing. He composed a message and handed me the phone. “Sorry, problem at the school. Have had to go back. Will call you Monday, C xx” 
 I looked at the message, and now that I was feeling less angry and a lot better about things, I felt guilty about lying to Neil and deceiving him. I hesitated. 
 “Claire, you guys really need your space right now. Remember how you felt last night, and how Neil’s likely to be feeling after how you treated him. Best leave it ‘til Monday to talk to him.” 
 I paused, but looking at his face I was sure he was right, and I pressed send before Jason took the phone from me and placed it on his nightstand. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 Easter Monday already. Where had the weekend gone? I stretched my limbs and looked out on the clear blue Jamaican sky. I could get used to this. It was good to feel the sun on my face and it’s soothing heat. So much had happened that it felt like I’d been away a lot longer than the two days it actually was. 
 Jason’s formidable mother Alvita pulled a chair out and indicated for me to sit by her, and she gave me a motherly kiss on the cheek, pinching my cheek and telling me that I was too skinny and needed a bit of meat putting on my bones. 
 The day itself was pretty uneventful, but as the day went on I began to feel a little nervous about the call Neil would be expecting at our normal seven o’clock slot. 
 At the appointed hour I was pleased to see that Neil was on time and that he made the move to call me. 
 “Hey, you!” I nervously greeted him, happy to see that he looked as nervous as I felt. 
 “Hi, baby,” my husband of twenty plus years replied, looking as nervous as he did on our first date all those years ago. “Sorry, you had to dash back.” 
 “Me too, it would have been good to have more time together before I had to fly back.” 
 “Yeah, I really missed being able to talk to you properly, spend time together.” 
 For the next few minutes, we just made small talk. About the school, the girls, Neil’s job – that sort of thing. I don’t know why, but I brought up the subject of ‘little miss plastic tits’. 
 “How’s Hannah?” That woman was really doing my head in. One minute my best friend, sharing with me about her family problems. And the next minute seemingly setting me up with two guys to keep me away from my own husband. 
 “She’s fine, busy showing properties today.” 
 “Are you seeing her later?” 
 And there it was, the guilty look at that gave me the answer even before a word was spoken. 
 “I’m not sure, really.” 
 Oh, come on, Neil. At least be honest with me. 
 Seeing and hearing Neil’s evasive answer, I suddenly felt little desire to keep the conversation going. We talked a little more, but then I made up some excuse, gave Neil a half-hearted I love you and agreed we’d talk the same time tomorrow. 
 When I emerged from the bedroom, Jason could immediately sense that there was something I wanted to talk about. Seconds later I was sharing my frustration that Neil couldn’t even be straight with me about seeing Hannah later that evening. Jason just pulled a face and shrugged his shoulders. I guess he didn’t want to be disloyal to his friend. 
 Unable to join in my criticism of his friend, Neil, he did the next best thing and took me in his arms to comfort me and cheer me up. 
 The hug lasted a long time and felt good. Afterwards, Jason suggested we go for a walk, and I smiled and agreed, glad of the chance to clear my head. He took us back to the same beach that we’d had our romantic meal on exactly a week ago. This time there was no romantic music or chilled white wine as we sat together and enjoyed the beauty of the beach and the gentle lapping of the waves. 
 I sat between his legs, my back pressed to his chest as he held me with his powerful arms. We looked out to sea and for a while, neither of us spoke. And then he took my left hand and intertwined our fingers together, black and white locked together, so very different but complementing each other. And then he reached across with his right hand and casually started playing with my wedding band and engagement and eternity rings. 
 “You know, Claire, things change in life. People change, and things move on.” 
 I looked out to sea, staring straight ahead, as a chill went through my body at where I thought this conversation was headed. 
 “You know I love you, Claire, and I always will. If my friend Neil’s stupid enough to have moved on and prefers Hannah, then I’m sad about that. Sad because I know you still love him and because I can see how it hurts you. But I’m happy that fate has put you and me together, Claire.” 
 And then he picked me up and sat me side saddle on his lap so that we could now see each others’ faces. 
 “Claire, I’m not asking you to stop loving Neil. He’s been your husband for the last twenty years and you’ve had two wonderful daughters together. But I am asking you to give our love a chance, so that maybe we can be as happy together over the next twenty years as you and Neil were in the past. 
 I looked into his loving eyes and in my sadness about things with Neil, was glad that I had someone there who loved me and who wanted to take care of me and build a life together. 
 Tears started rolling down my cheeks as I thought about the truth in his words. 
 His fingers still played with my rings, as he looked into my eyes. “Can I?” was his simple question, and we both knew what he meant. My tears carried on coming as I just nodded my head, unable to force a single word from my lips. Jason kissed me softly, and looked into my eyes as he slowly eased the rings Neil had given me off my finger. 
 We continued to look into each others’ eyes as he held me in his arms. 
 “I’m yours, Claire. Let’s go home, to our home, and hold each other and start our new life.” 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 That night our lovemaking was what I needed. My heart was hurting. Yes, I had a new life to look forward to, but I was still hurting from the loss of my old life. But Jason understood this and our lovemaking was gentle and tender, starting the process of healing that I so desperately needed. 
 In the morning, I was woken by his gentle kisses, as he told me that I could rest at home if I wanted as he’d take care of everything at the school. It was good of him to offer, but I wanted to keep busy, to keep my mind off the changes in my life. And so I spent the day helping Agatha and Chloe with the kids at the school. 
 This did exactly what I needed, as it kept me from thinking about things I’d rather not think about. But as the kids headed off home and the tidying was finished, I looked at the clock and realized it was only two hours until Neil and I were due to have our nightly call. 
 Every fiber in my soul wanted to avoid this call. Neil and I had been awkward with each other the day before. And today I was no longer wearing my wedding band, having agreed to Jason removing all my rings the day before. We were still legally married, but emotionally our marriage was in freefall. 
 As seven p.m. approached, my stomach was doing somersaults, I was so nervous. I physically couldn’t stand up, I was that anxious. Several times I told Jason that I couldn’t go through with it, but he gently encouraged me and said it was best to get it out of the way. 
 At seven o’clock, Jason pressed the call button and then stepped into the background, to give me support but without being visible on the camera. 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 “Amy, Caitlyn!” 
 The icon showed Neil’s name, but it was definitely not Neil’s face looking at me. 
 It was the faces of our daughters, huddled side-by-side to both be in the frame. 
 “Mum, we know all about it. Dad told us everything,” our elder daughter Amy told me. 
 I felt myself flush with color more than I’ve ever blushed in my entire life. The future of my marriage was on the line, but in that instant, I was more concerned about what my daughters would think of me and the antics that I and their father had got up to. 
 “It’s okay Mum. We stopped thinking of you and Dad as perfect a long time ago. I know you’re our parents, but you are allowed to have a sex life, and fantasies, and to do dumb stuff like the rest of us,” she continued. 
 I knew they were trying to make me feel better, but being spoken to like that by my two daughters only made me blush even worse at first. But eventually, as they continued, their reassurances started to make me feel better. 
 “Look, Mum. From what Dad told us, and you can imagine how that conversation went, you’ve both been more than a bit stupid.” 
 And then Caitlyn joined in, ever the joker, even in situations like this. “It’s okay mum, however dumb you might have been, we’ll still let you be our parents. We’re not going to disown you. Not just yet, anyway.” 
 I think I preferred Caitlyn’s humor and gentle mocking to her big sister’s scolding. 
 “Anyway, whatever you’ve got yourself in to, you and Dad need to talk. Like you should have talked this last weekend.” 
 I could hardly get a word in edgeways between my two daughters and their efforts to fix the mess that their father and I had made. 
 “So, as you’re already down there in Jamaica, Caitlyn and I have sent Dad down to Jamaica so that the two of you can talk and try and fix this mess,” Amy informed me. 
 There was a brief silence as no-one seemed to know what to say, and as normal Caitlyn broke the silence in her usual style. “You can speak now, Mum. You have our permission.” 
 Looking at our two girls, my heart went out to them. Fighting as they were to save our marriage. 
 “Girls, you know that your father and I love you with all our hearts, and we’d do anything for you. But, girls, it may be too late. A lot of things have happened in the last few months. A lot of water has already flowed under the bridge. I know no children ever want to see their parents split up, but sometimes it’s not possible to undo what’s already been done.” 
 I was in tears as I tried to make the girls realize that they might not be able to get what they so desperately wanted. But as I looked at their faces, I was surprised that there wasn’t more sadness there. Their faces were masks of confidence and strength. 
 It was Caitlyn who spoke next, for once serious rather than jokey. 
 “I understand what you’re saying mum, but I want you to just answer me three questions.” 
 “Okay, sure,” I answered, wondering what she was going to ask me. 
 “Do you still love Dad?” 
 “Yes, of course, I do. I’ll always love him.” 
 “Okay, then secondly, who do you love more? Dad or this Jason guy you’ve both got involved with? 
 I hesitated, and I saw their masks of confidence slip. It wasn’t a question I could answer easily, and the fact that Jason was standing just out of frame didn’t make it any easier. 
 “That’s a hard question to answer. Your father’s hurt me a lot these last few days. And I think his life’s moved on. Did he tell you about Hannah?” 
 Amy’s always been the one in our family with a temper, and I loved her for it when I heard her response. “You don’t have to worry about that bitch, mum. Caitlyn and I marked her card. I don’t think you’ll be seeing her again.” 
 Even after everything, part of me still liked Hannah. But a bigger part was proud of my girls and how they’d done to Hannah what I’d thought about doing but not done. 
 And Caitlyn’s more gentle voice added her thoughts. “And, Mum, I’m sure Dad has hurt you and been stupid. But ask yourself if you’ve maybe sometimes hurt him as well.” 
 She had a good point, however much I might not want to admit it. And Caitlyn’s question about who I loved more had started me thinking. When I’d thought that Hannah was still on the scene, the question of who I loved more didn’t matter, as only one man had been there for me. But if what they said was true, and Hannah was no longer around, then this question was one that was going to haunt and torment me. 
 Caitlyn brought me back to the present with her final question. “Mum, will you promise me and Amy that, however much you might be mad at Dad, you’ll at least sit down and talk with him?” 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 I looked at my watch, The girls said their dad would be on the same nine-thirty flight he'd used before, so Neil would be here in around six hours time, and I was shaking like a leaf. The previous night, on the beach with Jason, I’d mentally started the process of moving on. That’s why I’d listened to Jason talking about our future together and allowed him to remove my wedding band. But all of the things I’d been thinking last night were thrown up in the air by what the girls had just told me. 
 It didn’t change anything about how I felt about Jason. I still loved him. 
 But it changed the other part of the decision. The Neil part of the decision. Last night I’d thought that Neil had chosen Hannah over me, and I was still angry at him for how he’d treated me at the weekend. Now I knew that Hannah was no longer on the scene, and I knew that Neil loved me enough that he was about to fly down here to try and rescue our love and marriage. 
 All these thoughts were whirling around in my confused mind as I looked up at Jason. I couldn’t fathom the look on his face, and the question that kept coming back to me was Caitlyn’s question about whether I loved their father more than Jason. And as I looked at Jason, it slowly dawned on me that however much I did love Jason, I loved Neil more. 
 Neil didn’t set my pulse racing with desire and excitement like Jason did. Neil and I had both known that and been open about that for many months. But what I had for Neil was a deeper and more spiritual love. It was a love forged and deepened in more than twenty years of a shared life. Nurtured by acts of love and unselfishness, both small and large. And brought to full fruition by that special bond when a couple raises children from cradle to maturity. 
 And it was that deeper love that had driven me back to New York for that terrible weekend which had nearly destroyed my marriage. I had missed Neil so much that I had been overjoyed by Jason’s suggestion of a surprise weekend visit to see my husband. That was why it hurt so much that Easter weekend when everything went wrong. Because I’d so desperately wanted to be alone with Neil, but every single part of the weekend conspired to push us apart. 
 With these thoughts running through my head, I knew finally the answer to the question Jason’s mother Alvita had asked me when I first met her. She’d asked me whether I loved her son and whether I’d break his heart. 
 She’d been happy when she’d seen the love between me and her son Jason. Now I was going to answer her second question in a less happy way. I knew that before the evening was out I’d break Jason’s heart. 
 Since the call with Amy and Caitlyn had ended, Jason had not spoken. But I think he saw some change in my face. The dimming of a light, or maybe my taut muscles as I anticipated what I’d have to tell him later. 
 “You’re leaving, aren’t you?” 
 For long moments, I didn’t answer because I wanted to delay the inevitable pain I’d cause. But finally, I told him. “Yes, Jason. I’m leaving. I love you more than you’ll ever know. But I love Neil more.” 





 EPILOGUE 
 Back in New York, for the next month, Neil and I talked little about what had happened. The practicalities at the school were taken care of by a very able administrator called Kate, who the bank HAD dispatched to oversee payments. A single, pretty girl in her late twenties with a mop of blonde curls and a feisty attitude. 
 But slowly we did open up and talk about what had happened over the last five months. To say it had been a roller-coaster ride would be a huge understatement. And as we talked we realized many things. 
 We realized we’d been amazingly cavalier in the risks we’d taken with our marriage. In our defense, we’d never done anything remotely like this before, and so maybe it’s not surprising we made so many mistakes. We’d also been totally seduced by the excitement and eroticism and novelty of our experiences. So much so that we’d lost sight of the fundamentals of our love and marriage. This was true both for me, and my obsession with Jason, and for Neil with his love of watching me. 
 We also realized how lucky we were that our marriage had survived. If it hadn’t been for the intervention of Amy and Caitlyn, I think we’d have lost each other. Maybe we’d each have been happy with Hannah and Jason. But we’d have been lost to each other, with twenty years love and marriage destroyed by five months running wild. 
 And the last thing that we realized as a couple together, was that the last five months had given us a taste for this lifestyle. I think part of each of us wished maybe that this wasn’t the case. But we forced ourselves to be honest about it. Those five months of running wild had changed both Neil and me. 
 And as we sat in our home in Lake Success in the Spring of 2017, we both wondered what this meant for the future of our love and marriage. 
   





 Next Book … Coming Soon 
 Dear Friend, I hope you’ve enjoyed this – my second attempt at writing in this genre. 
 Apologies if you were looking forward to the promised story of a husband and wife who get caught up in a relationship with the leader of a motorcycle gang.   
 The tale of Kate, the 42-year-old wife who gets caught up with the leader of the local biker gang is already part written and should be on Amazon in around 3 weeks’ time. 
   
   
 Thanks and contact 
 I’d like to give big thanks to my two friends Chris Garner and Cbears who give many hours to kindly edit and improve my stories.  Thanks guys. 
 If there’s anything you’d like to discuss, I’m very happy to correspond at: 
 Petergjohnson89@yahoo.com 
 I have a twitter page – currently live but content poor :( …. Follow me at: 
 https://twitter.com/PeterGJohnson4 
 As time allows, I will share more content and thoughts. 
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Like what you read? Try these other books from Peter G Johnson.


‘So Damned Wrong’ Series

 How the hell did we land up here? Two years ago our lives were so damned simple. So damned perfect. Philippa and I had just celebrated ten wonderful years of marriage. Two great kids, a lovely home, living the American dream. 
 And then a chance party invite, such a small and innocuous thing changed everything. I thought I was doing the right thing by inviting my sister’s newly arrived co-worker to our party so he’d make new friends. 
 But what do they say? From every little acorn … things were soon developing and spiraling out of control in ways Pip and I could never have imagined. 
 It’s all just so damned wrong, for both Pip and I, stirring up feelings we never knew we’d feel. 
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