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    Synopsis 
 
    Sometimes I looked back and wondered how Jill and I had gotten here.  A normal married couple in Miami, now living a life unrecognizable and that would have shocked our friends and neighbors if they known even the half of it. 
 
    In a matter of just a few months we’d moved from dipping our toes in the swinging, hotwife lifestyle to a state where all aspects of our life seemed interwoven into the fabric of this all-powerful sexual experience. 
 
    Jill’s job had gone from normal and staid to being the manager of a small set of strip clubs – now out all hours of the night, as was inevitable with such a job. 
 
    Jill’s trying out of just one new man had spun into something way different. Into a situation where I was fast losing track of the names of the different suitors for her charms. 
 
    And to cap it all, in the name of fairness, we’d agreed that ‘what was sauce for the goose was sauce for the gander’.  If Jill was allowed to play, then why shouldn’t I?  The love interests in my own life weren’t as many and varied as my wife’s.  But nonetheless, for a guy so used to emotional and physical monogamy, they were still as disorienting as they were pleasurable. 
 
    Faced with all these changes, I often wondered what the end point for Jill and me would be.  Often wondered whether we’d bitten off more than we could chew. Whether we’d manage to hold our love and marriage together against the various people and pleasures that now dominated so much of our lives. 
 
    I really wondered what the next few months held for us. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 1 
 
    Ten months in the future …. Tuesday 14th May 2019 
 
    I’d done a lot of thinking these last two days. A helluva lot of thinking. I’d been presented with Hobson’s choice, a choice between the devil and the deep blue sea. And here I was, still not totally sure which way I’d go. Parked down the street, watching the happy smile of a woman I loved as she enjoyed the sights and sounds of offspring playing. I’d chosen to park a little way away as I really still wasn’t sure what I was going to tell this woman. 
 
    In some ways, I should have been more ready for this moment. After all, the last eighteen months had been enough of a rollercoaster to prepare me for today. But still, I didn’t feel ready. Still, I didn’t feel sure which way I wanted to turn. Which of the two choices I’d been given I’d finally take. 
 
    Looking back, part of me wondered if this day was in some way may be inevitable. After all, if you roll the dice often enough, one day your luck will surely crap out. And ever since Jill and I had picked up the dice after more than twenty years of a conventional marriage, we seemed to have developed the unerring knack of rolling more often and more violently with every passing month. I guess that’s the way things often go for gamblers. Each passing day they avoid the bust convincing themselves they’re indestructible and always able to beat the house’s odds. 
 
    But to understand how I ended up here, I’ll have to share with you the events I’ve been re-reading in my diaries over the last eleven days. Painful to re-read and painful to put down on paper, but maybe also a strange form of cathartic therapy. 
 
      
 
    *********************       
 
      
 
    Back in the current … Sunday 22nd July 2018, Late evening 
 
    Tonight I really feel like a ship without a compass. 
 
    Maybe this is how Christopher Columbus or Ferdinand Magellan felt. Not sure if they were going to find the promised land – a land full of Aztec gold – or whether their fate was to be dashed on the rocks of Cape Horn or some other nautical graveyard. 
 
    It was just over a month since Jill and I had returned from the wonderful celebration that was John and Becky’s wedding. Dale and Pamela, Jill and I, we’d been the proudest and happiest people on the planet. Celebrating the joining together in love and new life of a pair of smart, loving and in love young people. The whole weekend had been wonderful, just the tonic after the shit that Chris tried to pull the previous Thursday night. 
 
    And even when we’d returned to Miami, things had still been good. Especially when Chris made his unsuccessful third run at trying to steal Jill away from me. An attempt that was trampled into the dust by Malcolm’s no holds barred intervention. An intervention that left me happy and thinking that we’d seen the last of Chris and his threat to my marriage. 
 
    Before she’d started her new job, I’d shared with Jill my concerns about how the hours involved in her new job might harm our own relationship, and we’d agreed to see how things panned out in the first two weeks and then review, discuss and plan from there. 
 
    Well, during those two weeks at the end of June and start of July things panned out pretty much as I expected. During the weekdays I left for work after an always solitary breakfast as I planted a kiss on my sleeping wife’s forehead, seeing her for at best a couple of hours in the evening if I managed the previously rare feet of being home by six. My only other interaction with her maybe being a snatched ‘goodnight’ call with her before I headed to bed, knowing I’d be sound asleep by the time she arrived home sometime around two in the morning. 
 
    Weekends were better, but only just. Dragging my still sleepy but happy to see me wife out for brunch at one of our favorite old haunts, followed by an afternoon and early evening of together time. Sometimes a romantic walk and talk in the park. Sometimes returning home to make love and cuddle. Either was wonderful and just the medicine I needed. But whichever one of the two it was, it always seemed to end way too soon as I kissed Jill goodbye a little after seven as she headed off to one of the three strip clubs under her supervision. Luther having chosen to give Jill the three strip clubs to manage, with Dee looking after the other seven more mainstream and upmarket night clubs. 
 
    After the first couple of weeks, Jill and I sat down, just as we’d planned, and talked through how we’d found the first fortnight since she’d started her new job and new routine. 
 
    The discussion was a real mixed bag for me. Part of me happy that Jill was loving her new job. How she felt alive, needed, and in control – so different from how things had ended up back in the corporate world working as Chris’s PA. But on the other hand, part of me felt depressed by how wrapped up she was with her new job, how much the job had gotten its hooks deep into Jill even after just two weeks. 
 
    But when Jill told me that the only downside for her was how she missed the time we’d previously spent together I did feel a whole lot better. As we talked about this joint frustration all we could think up between us was for Jill to talk to Luther about taking the Mondays and Tuesdays off (now that she was a little more settled in) and for me to arrange my schedule to maximize the time I spent at home on these two days each week. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    That discussion had been all of two weeks ago. And the extra time we managed to spend together on Mondays and Tuesdays had helped improve things some, but after five weeks in this new job and lifestyle, I was a concerned man as I sat nursing my Sunday morning coffee. Enjoying the warmth through my fingers and the aroma of the Arabica beans, thinking back over the last weeks and wondering when Jill would rise from her slumber and how I’d answer the question she’d sprung on me the day before. A question that had been gnawing away at me like some rancid rat, ever since she’d dropped it on me before she’d headed out to work on Saturday evening. 
 
    And answering Jill’s question was made all the more difficult as in truth I had little real idea of how things had developed between her and Malcolm during the last four weeks since she’d started working for Luther full time. I knew that his duties covered all ten of Luther’s venues, so even with the latitude, Luther gave him he’d surely not be so dumb as to spend every evening at whichever of the three strip clubs Jill was at that night. But then again, Jill was the new girl learning the ropes so I guess it would make sense that he’d be in the same club as her more often than not to give guidance and smooth her learning curve. 
 
    What really gnawed away at me was that I simply didn’t know. It was pretty much conjecture and speculation from me. On Jill’s first night, Luther had arranged for me to have a feed from the security cameras at Jill’s club. But after that first night, he’d toyed with me. Only allowing me a similar feed once a week. I’d actually met him for lunch, his invite, not mine, and he’d joked and laughed about it when I’d raised the question. As friendly as your favorite uncle, he’d raised a glass and toasted me. Explaining how he knew me better than I knew myself and that if he gave me access more often it would spoil my fun. Joking that the mix of knowing and not knowing would be the perfect psychological ‘edging’ for ‘a man like me’, a man who was ‘the textbook definition of a voyeur’ and who got off on sharing his wife with other guys. 
 
    What really pissed me off was that Luther was spot on. The knowing and not knowing was driving me crazy. I hated it just as much as it excited and aroused me. What I did know about the state of things between Jill and Malcolm was at best vague and incomplete. I could hardly come out with it and ask Jill for an inventory of where and when and how often she’d got together with Malcolm. 
 
    Sure, I hear you say, I could have asked. But imagine how that would have left me feeling and how I’d have looked in Jill’s eyes. So instead I had to wheedle as much information as I could from Jill with a series of questions that I posed with as much pretended casualness as I could muster. 
 
    “How’s Malcolm?” 
 
    “Did you get waylaid by a security check last night?” 
 
    “Did you manage to get back not too late last night? Manage a good night’s sleep ok?” 
 
    All questions I asked, these and other similar questions infinitely preferable to ‘tell me, hun, did you get fucked by Malcolm last night. If so, how many times and where.’ 
 
    So, all told, I was pretty much in the dark. From what Jill had told me she’d certainly seen quite a lot of Malcolm in the four weeks they’d been co-workers. But apart from that, the details were pretty hazy. 
 
    The fact that Jill was scheduled to come home around two each morning when I was well and truly in the middle of deep sleep was another reason I was unsure of her movements and just how often she’d been seeing Malcolm. I knew that Jill was there each morning when I woke up around six, but aside from that, I didn’t honestly know what time she got in. For all I knew, she could have spent two or three hours each night fucking Malcolm, just making sure to be home and asleep maybe an hour or so before my waking time. Hell, as far as I knew they could have been getting it on downstairs in my own home, although the level of noise Malcolm normally managed to generate from Jill’s responses probably precluded that as a practical question. 
 
    All of which brought me right back to the question Jill had asked me the previous evening and which I knew I’d need to answer when she finally roused herself from sleep. Because the only thing I knew with any certainty about the last four weeks was that Jill was on our marital bed when I woke up every morning. And that was the question she’d raised with me the previous evening. 
 
    The upcoming week was the week of the second report back to the Oasis board on fixing the negligent work done by my underlings earlier in the year. And not only that, after Oasis’ initial highly informal approach about them poaching me to go and work for them, we’d planned that after the formal report back I’d spend the next day with various of their senior managers discussing more formally the details of how I might jump ship and join them. An important topic for me and my family, given their proximity to John and Becky’s new home and the sixty-percent package uplift they’d hinted at. 
 
    The combination of the report back and the job discussions meant that I’d be away from home from Tuesday night until Saturday evening. Away from my own bed for four nights. Nights which Jill had asked about. Asked if I’d have any objections if she spent these four nights with Malcolm. 
 
    She’d asked it in a very matter of fact fashion. But I knew this was just her front, her way of covering how nervous she was to ask. And as I still warmed my hands with my coffee, part of my brain tried to downplay it. Reminding myself that Jill had already spent the night with Malcolm on at least four occasions that I knew about. Friday and Saturday when I was with Veronica. The Monday night before we headed off to L.A. and also the Tuesday night after the wedding when we’d ‘played’ as a foursome. 
 
    But somehow I knew in my gut that this was different. Jill and Malcolm were now work colleagues. Working together at least five nights a week. It felt like if I agreed to this that I was opening the door to Jill spending nights with Malcolm much more often. If I was traveling, why wouldn’t Jill ask the same question? Or as I was always asleep when she got home, and she was asleep when I left, why wouldn’t she negotiate to have some of these nights at Malcolm’s place? After all, we’d not lose any time when we were both awake and able to talk or be together? 
 
    But as much as the impact of saying ‘yes’ to Jill’s request troubled and frightened me, the thought of it also excited me. Since Jill had started working for Luther, I had little doubt that Malcolm and Jill had fucked on several occasions, but given our respective work schedules, I’d not managed to witness any of their couplings. And a dry addict isn’t a happy addict, so even though all kinds of alarm bells were ringing I was a man in two minds, torn in two directions, weighing up fear against lust. 
 
    And just as I had nearly made a decision in favor of abstinence and doing the right thing, my phone rang with an incoming FaceTime call from Luther. 
 
    “Hey, Dave, good to see you, man.” 
 
    “Hey, Luther, how are you?” 
 
    “Fine, thanks, all the better now I’ve got that beautiful wife of yours on my payroll.” The way he said it making me wonder if he’d also been giving Jill some black cock during or shortly after working hours. 
 
    “Well, she’s always been a Grade A employee, so I’m not surprised to hear that. Anyway, to what do I owe the pleasure, Luther? I know you’re a busy guy, so how can I help you?” I was really on edge about Jill’s request and I wasn’t in the mood for small talk. 
 
    “Straight shooter! That’s why I’ve always liked you, Dave. Kinda guy we always valued in the military.” Still more waffle as I waited silently for him to actually say why he’d called. 
 
    “Ya see, Dave, it’s about staff morale. A little bird tells me you’re gonna be out of town for a few days next week, and that Jill’s asked if you’d be okay if she stayed over at Malcolm’s place, as you’re not home and his place is closer to the clubs.” 
 
    From my silence, Luther must have sensed my hostility to his overbearing and arrogant intrusion into a personal matter between Jill and I, but he pressed on anyway. 
 
    “And I’m guessing you might have mixed feelings, so I was calling to see if I can sweeten the deal for you, buddy. Of course, it’s your call, Dave, but I certainly know that anything you can offer would certainly make two of my most valuable employees very happy. So, what I was thinking, Dave, was that knowing how you love to watch, I could maybe do something to help you. You see, the house where Malcolm lives is a company house, complete with a company security system that I have the master codes for. So, for instance, if you were to say yes, and remember it’s your call, not mine, then your big black Fairy Godmother here could grant your number one wish with a ringside seat to see what really goes on between Jill and Malcolm, when you’re not around, when they think they’re not being watched.” 
 
    Bastard! He was reeling me in all over again. He knew damn well how I was hooked on watching Jill, all the more so if I could do it from the shadows without her knowing I was watching. And just as I was having these distinctly uncharitable thoughts about my wife’s employer, he doubled-down on the level of temptation he was baiting me with. 
 
    “And, you know, Dave, I was just thinking how that dancer of mine, what’s her name, Veronica or something like that, well I think she’s got two or three days leave coming to her. And, you know, she was griping to me the other day that she doesn’t get to see her boyfriend often enough. So I was just thinking, that if you could see your way clear to giving Jill a little more latitude than a husband normally gives his wife, as her employer I’d be mighty grateful and would make sure that young Veronica gets that time that’s due her, so she can see that strange old boyfriend of hers. Apparently, he still owes her little girl a trip to the Aquarium, or something like that.” 
 
    Game, set, and match. I knew that I might gripe and get angry. But I also knew that the double offer of stroking my voyeur gland and appealing both to my guilt about the Aquarium trip and desire to see Veronica was a knock-out blow. 
 
    ************************************* 
 
    Saturday 28th July 2018, Taxi from Miami airport, mid-evening 
 
    The last four days had been a real curate’s egg of experiences, both professionally and personally. 
 
    The professional side of things had been uniformly good. The review meeting with Oasis had gone well. We still had stuff to do, but we’d successfully navigated two of the three month recovery periods and only had the last third to go, and then we’d be home free. And the ‘personal day’ I’d taken on Friday to discuss in more detail their interest in hiring me had been even better. The role they had in mind sounded interesting, and the substantial increase in package now had more detail to it and looked very enticing. At fifty-one years of age, this might well be my last major job move and if it all worked out this would give me a major boost to help my retirement pot. I’ve never between particularly greedy when it comes to money, but with only ten to fifteen working years in front of me I had to be a little more mercenary than normal. 
 
    And in some ways, I was amazed at how well these my meetings had gone, given the stream of distractions from back home – distractions that were doing their level best to try and derail my concentration. 
 
    When I’d said my goodbyes to Jill around six on Tuesday evening, she tried her best to hide her excitement at the freedom I’d given her to play with Malcolm. But much as I love her, she’s not an accomplished enough actress to even half hide her excitement. The same lack of guile also meant that I knew from what she said and how she acted that she had no idea that Luther had set Malcolm and her up – making his two employees the unwitting subjects for some demented reality TV show for which I was the only paying viewer. 
 
    I’d timed my Miami - L.A. flight to get me into my hotel just around 11 PM local time, which just happened to be the time that both Jill and Malcolm finished work. I ordered my late-night room service meal and went to the portal provided by Luther, feeling more like a peeping Tom than I’d ever done before as the pictures lit up my screen. 
 
    Before my sense of excitement and anticipation overwhelmed my conscience, I had a moment of ugly self-examination when I thought through the hard reality of the deal I’d done with the devil. Even after everything that had happened before with Chris, I was so hooked I’d basically sold my wife to another man for the next six nights. All for the price of a secret key to spy on them, with the added kicker that I got two days with Veronica when I returned from California. Just for a moment, I felt a deep sense of self-revulsion at the kind of guy I’d become these last few months. A stand-up father and husband, now reduced to some kind of pervert-addict, selling his wife’s company for a pay-per-view freebie. 
 
    But the moment passed as I took my first mouthful of room service pizza and watched multiple camera screens light up as I heard Malcolm’s deep voice boom out, followed by the sight of Jill wheeling a large suitcase into Malcolm’s master bedroom. 
 
    My cuck hormones had been largely turned off these last few weeks, denied any red meat since I’d watched Malcolm bed Jill as she lay next to me while Veronica dildoed my ass. But now my cuck hormones came back to life with a vengeance as Jill tried to start unpacking her suitcase, only to be interrupted by Malcolm who was doing a passable impression of a romantic teenager. Reaching around to grab her boobs or kiss her on the neck, Jill’s only reaction being a chorus of giggles, playfully swatted away hands and very unconvincing ‘stop it’ requests. 
 
    Watching them together felt like a double sword being thrust hard and fast into my body. One thrust down from the top, the psychological pain of watching Jill unpacking her things for a prolonged stay as the partner of a man other than me. Such a strong reminder of the last time we’d done anything like this, our week-long stay in England that was arguably the catalyst for all the problems with Chris. One thrust up from the bottom, the romantic playfulness between the two of them. So different from the raw sexual chemistry I’d normally witnessed between them. In many ways even more frightening and threatening. Indicating as it did how their relationship had deepened in the last few weeks. Moving on from raw sex and physical attraction, to something that also now included an added layer of closeness, romance, and intimate friendship. 
 
    My gut was twisting, my heart was pounding and my throat was dry as I watched, unable to tear my eyes from the screen. My addiction only interrupted by the buzz of my phone registering an incoming text. 
 
    ‘Having fun, cucky? Only six more nights to go. Wonder if she’ll want to come home after that? Think Veronica and Haley would love your place in Coral Gables. Enjoy, your Fairy Cuck Master, Luther.’ 
 
    The bastard had at least been upfront with me. Right back at the beginning, he’d warned me that sexual experimentation, playing with other people’s lives, was his thing, and that’s why he was so keen to befriend Jill and me. 
 
    Jill’s loud squeal of happy surprise drew my eyes away from Luther’s message just in time to see my wife landing on the part of the bed where Malcolm had just thrown her. Luckily he was accurate in his aim as he threw himself down next to her, ripping her blouse open with no care for the damage or the buttons. 
 
    Suddenly face-to-face with Jill’s beautiful heaving bosoms, seemingly fuller and more alluring hidden as they were inside the white of her bra cups. I was overwhelmed with a wave of jealousy. I should have been the one in bed with my wife, ripping her blouse off and establishing my right to the fruits and treasures underneath. 
 
    But instead, my out-of-control kink had driven me to sell my birthright, just as Esau had sold his to Jacob for a bowl of stew. Three-thousand miles away from the woman I loved, I wondered if I would soon be as cursed as the brothers in that story of human weakness and betrayal. 
 
    I could see just how excited Jill was by Malcolm’s display of virile machismo, as she pushed back her shoulders and thrust her chest upwards, inviting or maybe daring Malcolm to take the next step. He was more than equal to the challenge, Jill’s brassiere went the same way as her blouse and less than a minute later Jill’s mouth was covered by Malcolm’s thick lips as they both moaned lustfully as Malcolm sank all thick nine inches of his majestic black cock into the woman who was to be his live-in lover and pretend wife for the next week. 
 
    Watching the next three hours was a master class in human torment and arousal. Four times they made love, each time my heart and soul were torn in two. Experiencing heaven and hell, unable to distinguish between pleasure and pain as I watched the way Jill’s body and pussy responded physically to the pleasure of being stretched wide and penetrated so deeply and thoroughly. As I watched the way my wife would wrap her arms and legs around her giant black lover, giving herself totally to the new man in her life, enjoying the deep and stretching penetration she’d grown used to from the men I’d allowed into her life. Feeling my cock harden each time as I saw the way they kissed, the way they looked at each other. The heightened closeness that had developed the last few weeks unmissable however much I might try and fool myself it was a figment of my imagination. Watching them together and seeing this closeness reminded me so strongly of the best and the worst of the times we’d experienced with Chris. 
 
    I’m not sure which were the hardest and the best parts to watch. The intense climaxes when Jill would cry out, every muscle in her body tensed from the strength of her cum, her toes curled up and her chest flushed as Luther and his big cock took Jill’s body and soul to places I could never hope to follow. Or the tender and emotional moments that came afterward, as they kissed and cuddled, Malcolm either waiting for Jill to recover so he could start up again, or Malcolm and Jill basking in their togetherness as their juices mingled together deep in her body. 
 
    Not having seen together as lovers in so many weeks, I was amazed at the energy and freshness between them. Together at work so often, they must have been making love most days, yet it still hooked as they had that first few days passion and hunger for each other. As the hours passed on that Tuesday night, they sometimes took a brief rest, but other than that they couldn’t seem to get enough of each other. Making love in nearly every position I’d ever seen, and a few I’d never seen before. Both of them loving the different things offered by different ways to please each other. Loving the raw and animal pleasures of Malcolm positioned behind my wife’s shapely ass, his glistening black pipe pistoning in and out of her engorged pussy, her big tits swinging back and forth in time with his thrusts. The majestic spectacle of Jill sitting proudly atop her man, like a girl with a new pony, riding him as long as her energy lasted, able to get the perfect position of his meat inside her so she seemed to enjoy a near-continuous wave of mini-climaxes. The position that grandstanded Malcolm’s huge size and great strength as he strode around the room, holding Jill in his arms as her legs wrapped around him and he bounced her up and down like small corn dolly, creating a spectacle that all three of us seemed to love. 
 
    The only constant in all the myriad positions they used was that Malcolm always made sure he was kissing my beautiful wife as they shared each special moment when he shot his seed deep into her body. The second constant being the way that my wife’s womanhood looked engorged, distended, and battered after each bout – Malcolm’s thick and copious seed somehow managing to bubble up in as an obscene reminder, no matter how deep in Jill he deposited it. Somehow the sight of his thick and sticky white seed reminding me of the biological purpose of what they’d just shared – not just sex for pleasure, sex as the means for millions or his virile black sperm to seek out Jill's genetic code locked at the core of her eggs. Thankfully absent due to the miracle of the modern contraceptive pill. 
 
    Finally, an hour or so before the sun was to rise back home, Malcolm couldn’t fill my wife's swollen and distended pussy with any more seed, and the lovers satisfied themselves with the not insubstantial second prize of drifting off to sleep together in each other’s arms. 
 
    The sight of Jill so happy and contented, falling asleep in the massive and all-encompassing arms of her newest lover nearly broke my heart in two. Her brown fringed pussy leaking four loads of Malcolm's fertile baby seed, the scene took me right back to our trip to England and the pain and highs I’d experienced there. I really loved it and I really hated it. I thought back to how Jill’s new lover had bested Chris in their recent encounter, and I couldn’t help but think that in some way Malcolm’s next six nights with my wife were in some way a warrior laying claim to the spoils of his victory. While the maiden’s husband, who’d not been there to defend her, was absent and helpless on the other side of the country. 
 
    As I looked at them, I had to constantly remind myself of Jill’s promise to never leave me for another man. A promise I reminded myself she made good on, three times rejecting Chris and his seductive charms and offers to go and live with him. 
 
    The pain and excitement I felt watching them consummate their love that Tuesday night was magnified over and over as I watched similar scenes between the two near inexhaustible lovers on the next three nights. And as if this wasn’t enough, my ever-inventive tormentor-in-chief even arranged for me to be able to playback the times of day when Jill and Malcolm were together but I was at work. 
 
    Each day there were around ten hours from when they woke up just before lunch until they had to head off to work just before nine at night. (It didn’t escape my hurt and jealous mind that when Jill was at home with me, she’d arrive at work around eight. Whereas when she was at home with Malcolm, she’d somehow only manage to drag herself into work a whole hour later. No doubt the charms of the extra time at home with Malcolm more appealing than the extra time with me.) The two of them managing to fill these ten hours with a mix of activities – each one varied and different, each one thrusting a different type of blade through my cuckold heart. By now, both with Malcolm and the guys who’d come before him, I’d grown pretty inured to the pain of watching another guy sexing Jill better than I could. So it was the time they spent together as a couple, just doing the simple ‘couple stuff’ that was both the most painful and the most bittersweet to watch. The time they spent preparing meals together, or playing in the pool. Or snuggled on the sofa, enjoying that cliched new couple activity of picking apart whatever low-quality daytime TV show was available to be the butt of their jokes. 
 
    ********************** 
 
    And here I was now, Saturday early evening, back from L.A. in a taxi leaving Miami International Airport. But having endured (and enjoyed) four days of separation from my beloved Jill, where was I heading on my return? Back home to catch Jill before she headed off to work? Back home to demand that Jill take the night off to spend time with me? Nope, sad addict that I was, I’d extended my sentence of exclusion by another couple of days – but at least this time the price included two days with a real woman, rather than just the sad thrills of a man addicted to wife-watching. 
 
    The two days I spent with Veronica were truly wonderful. It was like after you have a total binge on all your favorite ‘bad foods’. Imagine a four-day diet of nothing but chocolate, ice cream, and cheap booze. After four days your longing for nothing more than a simple, wholesome, home-cooked meal of steak, new potatoes, and veg, maybe washed down with a single glass of a good-for-the-heart French red. 
 
    Veronica and Haley were my healthy meal. The pleasures of being with them wholesome and healthy, an antidote to all the extreme and unsustainable highs and lows I’d somehow fitted in between my busy work commitments in California. I loved the quiet Saturday evening I spent with them, snuggled up on the sofa with Veronica as Haley squirmed and wriggled and cuddled between us as we watched a suitable Disney family movie. I loved the love-making that followed when Haley was both safely in bed and safely asleep, whether it was tender and sweet or whether it was raw and noisy. I loved the time the three of us finally spent together the next day, finally making good on my promise to take the happy six-year-old on a day trip around the aquarium. Marveling at her happiness and the intelligent questions she asked, loving the way she made me feel needed and the way she looked so happy as she skipped along holding our hands. I wasn’t her father, but I loved the way I could make her happy, even if it was just for the day that she had a make-believe ‘daddy’ in her life. 
 
    If the Aquarium, and the reward Haley’s grateful mother gave me in bed later that night, was the high-point of our time together, then maybe the low point was the conversation Veronica and I had on the Monday afternoon, when Haley was safely out of the way at school. 
 
    Something in Veronica’s mood and face forewarned me that this was coming. Her first words being the words guys the world over dread hearing. 
 
    “Dave, baby, I’ve loved every single moment of this weekend. But to be fair to me, to be fair to Haley, I think we need to have a talk about where this thing is going. Where we’re going. Dave and Veronica.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 2 
 
    Saturday 25th August 2018, Breakfast time 
 
    “Refill?” 
 
    It was a month after since I’d last met him in person, the day after Malcolm, Jill, Veronica, and I had all shared a bed for the first time. My head nodding a yes to his question, the smiling black face topped me up, the aroma of steaming Colombian blend reminding me why this was my favorite time of the day. The aroma complementing the early morning quiet, disturbed only by the chorus of birds singing to each other, their purpose unclear but still a beautiful sound with which to start the day. 
 
    I looked across at the still smiling black face, marveling that he was up so early when his was very much a late-night business. I guess that was the benefit of having quality staff to delegate to – Jill and Malcolm being prime examples of the principle. Both of them still sound asleep at what to them would have seemed an ungodly hour of the morning. Sound asleep and in different beds, in different parts of the city. Jill looking so alluring and beautiful as I’d kissed her goodbye before driving the hour across town from Coral Gables to Delray Beach. 
 
    “Luther, it’s always nice to catch up, but I have to admit to being curious as to your invite at this time of day. And an invite to me rather than Jill or Jill and me.” 
 
    My voice was calm and inquisitive, these last few weeks having slowly worn away any residual anger I felt at how Luther was involving himself in our lives. Sure, sometimes my anger bubbled back up, but on the whole, he was too charming and too good at playing the game for me to be angry for more than a few hours. 
 
    Invited for a Saturday morning breakfast and ‘powwow’, I had a distinct feeling I was about to be witness to another example of Luther playing on my weaknesses, as he toyed with me and Jill like a puppet master playing with his favorite marionettes. 
 
    “Always straight to the point, no beating about the bush,” he beamed back at me. “Dave, I have a proposition for you, one I hope you like.” And with that, he pushed a plain white envelope across the table to me. 
 
    Feeling an immediate and sharp rise in my nerves, I picked up the envelope, tore it open, and started reading. 
 
    ‘Dave, I told you right at the beginning that I love helping people explore their sexuality. Since Jill started working for me, the last couple of months have been great for all of us. I know you’ve loved watching Jill with Malcolm and the development of their relationship in a way that respects boundaries and means you’re not going to end up in the same mess as before. And I know that you cherish how things are going with Veronica and with Haley. 
 
    Well, last time you had to go to L.A., you and me agreed and played a fun game. And unless my calendar’s off, I think you’re off back to L.A. this coming week. So I’d like to suggest another little game. But like all good games, this one’s a bit hotter than the last one. After all, what’s life without progress? 
 
    Assuming you’re going on Tuesday night, I’d like you to agree that Jill can stay with Malcolm just like she did the last time. And as you’ve been such a good sport, I was planning to give Veronica a few days off work. She and Haley have had a hard last few years and I was going to pay for them both to go across to L.A. They’ll enjoy the break and seeing all the fun things in California, and you’d not be lonely, so I think it’s a win-win. And just so you’re fully in the picture, the other thing I’d want to mention is that a few of our old army buddies are in town and I was planning to let them stay with Malcolm in the company house while they’re in town. They arrive Wednesday and leave Monday, and it would be great if you were happy for Jill to show them around town with Malcolm. 
 
    Does it sound like a plan? Of course, it goes without saying that Veronica would bring the iPad with her so you can keep tabs and make sure you’re okay with everything. 
 
    What do you think, buddy? Luther’ 
 
    I looked across the table – that beaming smile hadn’t budged an inch. I really didn’t know what to say. He’d hit me with so much – such a big step and big ask. I just stayed silent, the cogs in my brain already whirring. 
 
    “Tell you what, Dave, why don’t you head on back home and give it some thought. Talk it all over with Jill, see what she wants as well. Then maybe later today or tomorrow let me know your decision.” 
 
    ==================================== 
 
    I had three hours all to myself, thinking about Luther’s proposition before I felt the seductive and sexy touch of my wife’s arms around my neck. Her boobs pressing into my back as her still sleepy form smiled at me and asked me if I’d be a love and make her breakfast – although brunch would have been more accurate given the time. 
 
    As I stood cooking Jill’s breakfast, I’d still not reached a decision. Three hours wasn’t enough when my poor brain was assailed by such conflicting and powerful thoughts and emotions. My brain like some battle scene from one of The Lord of the Rings epics. My addiction and excitement entering the battlefield from the left, ready, and willing to do battle with the otherworldly giants that were my fears and trepidation at how things were developing, fears made more real and powerful by my memories of how I’d felt when things got so painful with Chris. 
 
    It was now two months since Jill had started working full-time for Luther. Ostensibly things were going well. Jill was certainly enjoying her job, and despite the way that our respective work hours hardly meshed together we’d worked hard to achieve a tolerable level of time together as a couple. Mondays and Tuesdays were Jill’s two days off and I’d managed to get home early and avoid travel on these days. This time added to our time together before Jill worked Saturday and Sunday had become the bedrock of our relationship. And in a strange way, aware of the time we spent apart and its stresses and risks, we worked harder as a couple to make our time together special. 
 
    But the other times of the week, when Jill was at one or other of the three clubs she managed, was a bit of a black hole to me. Luther still rationed me to only having video feed for one of the five days Jill worked for him when he’d let me see the security camera feeds from the club where Jill was that night. 
 
    During the other four nights, I was totally in the dark. Totally blind-sided and unaware of what Jill was doing - from when she left before eight in the evening until I woke up at six in the morning. Always waking with a nervous start, turning to my left to see if Jill was there with me. 
 
    And I’m pleased to say that she was always there by my side, allowing me to start each day with a huge sigh of relief. At least it had done, until two weeks ago when Jill had suggested and I’d agreed to a slight change. That one day a week she was allowed to sleep over with Malcolm and I was allowed to sleep over with Veronica. We’d had two such ‘sleepovers’ now, both of which had been on Thursday nights, just before the clubs started getting busy for the weekend. Real triple-edged swords, if that’s a thing. I loved the closeness and excitement of going to sleep with Veronica and waking up next to her, and I loved the bittersweet pain I felt in my gut knowing that Jill was experiencing the same pleasures with Malcolm. But the fear and the worry was the third blade, and even after only two such nights the blade cut deep, and hurt bad. After everything that had happened with Chris, how could it not? 
 
    =============================================== 
 
    As I handed my still sleepy-looking wife her coffee, juice, and breakfast I kissed her softly, wondering just why she had a particularly smug look on her face this morning. Three mouthfuls and two slurps later she deigned to enlighten me. 
 
    “I know you’re going to say yes, honey,” she said with a tender and loving smile, “why don’t you save yourself some stress, worry lines, and a couple of ulcers and get it over with. You know I’m right, that when all’s said and done, you’re going to say yes.” 
 
    I looked hard at Jill, part of me a little peeved at the slight smugness I saw in what was an otherwise loving smile. But the more she just confidently returned my gaze and smiled at me, the more I knew she was right, and the more I felt that deep-rooted love for the playful side of her. 
 
    “How’s V? How’s your girlfriend?” she asked, gently teasing and tweaking me from another angle. Ours had become a truly strange relationship these last few months, my wife now calmly asking me how my ‘girlfriend’ was. But it seemed to work for us. I knew that Jill and Veronica often talked. Right back at the start of our new lifestyle, Jill had been the one more insecure and fraught at the idea of me with another woman. But first with Gemma, then with Dee and now in the most significant way of all, she seemed totally relaxed about how things were between me and Veronica. I’m sure this was in part as it assuaged her own guilt about her feelings for and relationship with Malcolm. 
 
    At the outset of their physical relationship, fresh with the scars and wounds from Chris, when Malcolm had told Jill that she was ‘special’, not just another of his ‘booty call’ relationships, she’d warned him not to expect anything more than a fun physical relationship and casual friendship. And although I rarely got to see the two of them together, all my instincts and all the other thousand odd little day-to-day clues told me that their relationship had already deepened, already way passed the casual friendship that was all Jill had initially wanted. The thought of this both terrifying and exciting me like a perfectly weighted pair of old-style kitchen scales. 
 
    “You know Veronica would love that trip to L.A. – and Haley would love it even more. That’s one reason I know you’re going to say yes, honey. You’re too nice a guy to say no, to deny the two new ladies in your life that trip that would make them so happy.” That smile again. “That, and the other less kind and more kinky side of you. Excited at the idea of me and Malcolm together all that time, and what we might get up to. Excited even more by what your naughty little wife will let Luther and Malcolm’s old army buddies get up to with me.” 
 
    =========================================== 
 
    Tuesday 28th August 2018, Late afternoon 
 
    I loved that totally excited look on her face. And I loved the nearly as excited look on the face of her mother. Jill had been right, there was no way I could have denied these two the pleasure that was beaming out from every pore of their pretty faces. 
 
    Jill and I had worked hard and been blessed by the good fortune that had allowed us to build a good life. A life that allowed us great vacations and memories with our kids. I had no doubts that Veronica had worked just as hard, if not harder, but life had dealt her a less cushy set of circumstances and maybe some of her early life choices had acted as training weights around her ankles, making every move up or step forward several times harder than it had been for Jill and me. 
 
    But seeing the blissful look of happiness on the faces of mother and daughter made all these depressing thoughts seem a long way away. Sure, there were moments of doubt and worry about whether I was building up undeliverable expectations in the hearts and minds of these two people about whom I increasingly cared for. But I forced myself to push these thoughts away and concentrate on making the next five days a time brimming with happiness and wonderful memories. The type of joy and memories that Jill and I had managed to sprinkle so liberally into the lives of our three children, helping make them the people they were today. 
 
    The three of us held hands as Haley skipped down the airbridge, no hint of nerves tainting her excitement on what was to be her first plane ride. “Thanks, Uncle Dave,” her young voice genuinely full of gratitude and happiness at the thought of five days staying in a hotel, another new experience for her, and all the different sights and experiences she and her mother had planned out for the next five days. I still had more than enough fears and doubts about what I’d agreed with Luther, but looking into that bright and happy face seemed to help banish my fears to a locked draw at the very back of my brain. 
 
    During the five hours of the flight, it had mostly been me and Haley. Initially, Veronica had been sat in the middle, next to her excited six-year-old who had of course taken the window seat. With its chance to see the excitement of take-off and the steady ascent to look down on Miami and then enjoy the cotton wool clouds before they gave way to the ethereal rich blue of the sky at thirty-five-thousand-feet. But Haley had spent so much time talking across her mother to ‘Uncle Dave’ that Veronica and I had decided to swap seats. With the rest of the flight being the Haley and Dave show, while Veronica managed to get some much-needed sleep. Not that I was complaining as I had plans for Haley’s mother when we landed and had got Haley to sleep in the adjoining hotel room. 
 
    It was nine-thirty by the time we reached the hotel and got Haley to sleep, an excited little girl who desperately wanted to keep going but whose body clock was telling her it was midnight-thirty as she finally succumbed to the inevitable as her mother and I held our breath to make sure she was fully asleep. 
 
    Over the last two months, Veronica and I had seen each other frequently enough that we only shut rather than locked the adjoining door. I was now ‘Uncle Dave’ (which seemed appropriate but not too much) and a fully accepted part of little Haley’s world. Not just Haley’s world, also the world of her mother, who’s large breasts I was happily now squeezing for the first time in five days, the weekend being a no go time for us as it was the club’s busiest time and also the time Jill and I needed to keep our relationship real and current. 
 
    “Mmm,” she moaned contentedly, putting her own hands on top of mine, helping me with my milking action that wouldn’t have been out of place on an old-style Amish farm, pushing her butt backward to confirm her suspicion that I was good and ready for duty. She pushed me down to sit on the edge of the bed, slowly removing her clothes in a sultry and pouty way that had me gently rubbing the front of my slacks in anticipation. 
 
    As Veronica removed the last of her clothes, I couldn’t help but mentally compare her and Jill, Veronica shorter and slightly curvier, her breasts and hips just a little larger and fuller and making me mentally drool with anticipation. Now totally naked she walked over and straddled my lap, scrunching her bare pussy on my hard erection, smiling in an impish way as she teased me, her arms wrapped around my neck as she playfully gazed into my eyes. 
 
    Her hips rotated in the tightest of circles, her little pussy doing a number on me in a way guaranteed to mean my pants would need hotel dry cleaning tomorrow, the glint in her eye daring me to pick her up and do my worst. Just for a while, I let her play her game, resisting the temptation and making her wait. Until I saw the first hint of frustration in her eyes and lips, and then I struck. Grabbing her tight, standing, and swiveling as I threw her to the bed, following her down so she’d feel the weight of my body as I crushed my lips to hers. 
 
    These last five days I’d missed this. I’d loved being with Jill, but I’d also missed the second woman who was now part of my life. Ninety-nine percent focusing on kissing her and the anticipation of pushing my cock deep into her pussy, one percent thinking that this must be how Jill felt with Malcolm. Feeling both happy and greedy, smug and self-satisfied at the pleasures of having two lovers in your life. A solid, luxurious and exciting sedan for the weekday commutes and an exciting and pacey little convertible for the weekend, a source of variety and pleasure that only made the Monday return to the sedan all the more pleasurable. 
 
    We kissed and played, whispering in her ear how I was going to fuck her good, how I’d missed her, and intended to make up for lost time. This wasn’t really me, the real me was much more conservative and cautious, but I loved playing the part. Loved the way I felt when seconds later I was stripped and my bare cock was balls deep in Veronica’s tight pussy, her tanned legs wrapped like a padlock around my middle, the clearest of messages that she considered me hers now. 
 
    We had all night and another four nights, so there was no hurry. I was happy to move in and out at the most leisurely of paces, no earth-shattering orgasms for either of us, just a couple of lovers enjoying the unique closeness of two bodies joined together. Loving the way my cock felt as V’s pussy enveloped and squeezed it, loving the knowledge that I’d soon see her face screwed up in ecstasy and that shortly afterward I’d cry out as I shot my seed deep into her body. A jet of fluid that claimed her as mine, her acceptance of my seed sealing the deal and letting all the world know she wanted to be claimed. 
 
    My heart soared as it all came together so beautifully. The feelings in my cock, the soft touch of my woman on the sensitive skin on my flanks. The way my cock and my touch of her boobs and the kisses I smiled down on her made her moan and sigh with pleasure. It was all a meal in perfect synch, eaten slowly by both of us to make the moment last as long as possible. Five days we’d been waiting for this and I knew we both wanted to make the most of it. 
 
    After a while, I actually pulled out, just laying by Veronica’s side so that I could touch her face, gaze into her eyes, and kiss her soft lips. Happy for a while to enjoy the woman, undistracted by the mechanics of making love to her body. V got it, her little smile telling me she loved it too, joining me in sometimes being the one to touch and start the soft kisses. Until after a while, her hand squeezed my cock, telling me she was ready for the physical side of our night together to start up again. 
 
    I don’t know why, maybe it was the five days apart, but when we finally came together it was one of the most satisfying climaxes we’d shared. I’d lost track of how many times we’d made love now, each Wednesday and Thursday evening spent together as the way she wanted to spend her nights off, the Thursday nights being nights we’d slept together the last two weeks. 
 
    ======================================= 
 
    We made love one more time before it was time to turn on the iPad and watch the evening’s entertainment from back East in Miami. I was glad that there was no hint of jealousy from Veronica at my focus on another woman. I would have understood and not begrudged her some mixed feelings, but as it was, she seemed almost as excited as me to watch Malcolm and Jill play. 
 
    I’ve always been a deeply analytical, unemotional, and realistic person. And while I knew Veronica was happy with the current time we had and the nature of our relationship, I was realistic enough to know that her enjoyment of seeing Malcolm and Jill together might have a large element of ulterior motives in it. It wasn’t that I thought she wished ill on the relationship between me and Jill, she wasn’t that kind of a person. But she knew that the closer Jill and Malcolm became, then the more time and the greater opportunity for closeness for her and me. 
 
    It had been a month ago that Veronica had asked me where our relationship was headed and we’d ended up having a long and deep conversation. Both of us experiencing all kinds of mixed feelings during that conversation, as I told Veronica where I was at. That I did have feelings for her, strong feelings, and that these feelings were putting down deeper and more substantial roots in my heart every day. But I also leveled with her that just as Jill had promised that, whatever her feelings for Malcolm might be, she’d never leave me, that was how I felt about the situation between Veronica and me. That I loved the time we spent together, and I was falling for her more and more each day, but that I never saw myself leaving Jill to live with Veronica and Haley. 
 
    A month ago, Veronica and I had discussed all of this and I knew she didn’t wish any overt harm to my marriage to Jill, but she’d have been less than human if she’d not thought about the upside for her if Malcolm and Jill carried on getting closer. 
 
    As the bright colors of the iPad screen burst to life, I was disappointed to see Luther’s dark face smiling back at me, delivering some kind of pre-recorded message to me. 
 
    “Hey, Dave. Sorry to disappoint you man, but I didn’t think it was fair for you to watch what happened between Jill and Malcolm today. I gave them both the day off work and they shared some real special times together. Like you and Veronica, they’re growing closer every day, and without breaking any confidences, today was a kind of watershed for the two of them. So, Dave, I hope you’ll forgive me, but I think it’s better if you wait until tomorrow. Then things will become clearer. So, buddy, until tomorrow.” 
 
    The bastard! He’d done it again. He’d cut one string, I was that bloody puppet hanging limp by a single thread, feet dangling inches above shark-infested waters. Every word he’d said calculated to increase my torment. 
 
    I reached for my phone and desperately rang Jill’s phone, but there was no answer. Somehow, he or he and Malcolm had connived together to make sure Jill wasn’t answering her phone. I knew it was hopeless, but nonetheless, I tried Luther, Malcolm, and Dee’s phones but they were all equally unresponsive. 
 
    The bastard, I’d have to wait twenty-four hours before I’d know what kind of watershed moment had happened between Jill and Malcolm. Veronica looked into my face and I saw ninety-nine percent sympathy, love, and concern. Maybe the trick Luther had played was turning me into a paranoid wreck of a man and maybe I was imagining it – but I thought I saw just a tiny spark of happiness and knowledge in Veronica’s pretty Latina features. 
 
    Twenty-four hours was going to feel a helluva long time. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 3 
 
    Wednesday 29th August 2018, Just before midnight 
 
    That bastard Luther had made me wait all day to find out exactly what had happened between Malcolm and Jill the day before. I’d had to spend all day prepping for the final project recovery update to the Oasis board on Thursday, but I’d managed to cut the day short a little and head back to the hotel. Veronica was very understanding and she kept Haley occupied while I tried calling all the phones I could think of back in Miami and tried the iPad as well. But all to no avail – just a wall of silence and darkness. 
 
    I tried again pretty much at half-hour intervals through the evening, but nothing. A total news blackout, until just after eleven I received a text message from my tormentor-in-chief. 
 
    ‘Hey, bud. How’s your heart holding out? I’ve emailed you a link I think you might find interesting. And remember, I warned you all along I liked playing games, like getting people to explore and live their full sexuality. Click on the link and buckle up for the ride, coz this is just the start.’ 
 
    Sweating profusely at the thought of what painful surprises I was about to be exposed to, I opened the email and clicked on the link, and just like the night before I saw Luther’s smug and smiling face. 
 
    “Hey, Dave. You’ll be happy to know that Jill and Malcolm have had a great day together – thanks for asking – and our Army buddies arrived okay. And ever since they arrived your beautiful wife has been the perfect host. Entertaining them, and showing them just what a hospitable place Miami can be if you know what I mean. Showing them her club, and at the same time taking her next career step forward in the world of adult entertainment. And well, I didn’t want you to miss out so I thought I’d get my technical guy to put together a little edited highlights so you can fire up those cuck hormones of yours and see a little of what the future might hold. Anyway, that’s enough of me. Happy viewing, my favorite cuck friend.” 
 
    And with that, there was some over the top scene fade special effect, the kind that home movie buffs use when they first get new editing software, and I was left looking at a picture of four people sat by the pool at Luther’s house in Delray Beach. The guys were just in trunks, and the two women sat on their laps were just wearing bikini bottoms, their full bosoms on full display for the pleasure of the two guys. Dee’s boobs as always a little bigger than Jill’s, and her nipples decidedly more erect from the way that Luther was stroking and tweaking them. Malcolm seemed more interested in different things, his arms instead possessively wrapped around Jill’s waist. 
 
    “I’m really happy for you guys,” Luther smiled. “It’s been a long time coming, but I get it. After everything that happened with Chris before. I know that feelings and emotions are a sensitive subject for you, Jill, baby.” 
 
    Jill had a pensive, thoughtful look on her face, her words at first hesitant as she replied to Luther’s statement. “Yeah, it was kinda hard to face up to it, and I’m just glad that someone’s been so patient and understanding with me,” she said turning to look at the man who’s lap she was sitting on, her face suffused with a happy and loving smile, giving a deep yet loving kiss, before they broke for air and gazed into each other’s eyes as if they were the only two people in the world. 
 
    “I love you, Jill,” Malcolm’s deep voice said with surprising softness. 
 
    “I love you, too,” Jill echoed, her eyes not for a moment leaving those of the man she’d just declared her love for, her fingers gently toying with something I’d not noticed before – a solid silver ring with a single green stone at its center, hanging between my wife’s large naked breasts. Jill was wearing Malcolm’s Special Forces ring on a chain around her neck, the clearest physical symbol she could offer to back-up the heart-breaking words I’d just heard. 
 
    Seeing Malcolm’s ring hanging there like that sent me spiraling into a full-on tailspin, reminding me with a painful stabbing feeling of how Jill had worn Chris’s class ring in just the same way when she’d holidayed as his temporary wife for that week in England. The three rings I’d given her temporarily removed as she wore the markings of another man. Jill couldn’t have been so stupid or so forgetful as to not remember this and to, therefore, know the symbolism of what she was doing by wearing Malcolm’s ring. 
 
    It felt like the whole world stood still at the moment, as the enormity of what I’d just seen and heard sank into every crack and crevice of my heart and soul. ‘I love you’ … ‘I love you’ … the words echoed around my head, ricocheting off the inside of my skull in a way that made the echo never dull or diminish. ‘I love you’ … ‘I love you.’ 
 
    Surely Jill couldn’t be saying this? Surely she couldn’t, not after everything that happened with Chris. Not after she’d said those words in England, somehow managed to fix the damage and hurt they’d caused, but then allowed things to roll downhill unbraked until it had nearly cost us our marriage. 
 
    Surely she hadn’t willingly hitched her heart to the same wagon all over again, ignoring the dangers we both knew lay ahead if she took such an action. But as I tried to tell myself this was all just some bad dream, there right in front of me was the evidence that provided otherwise. My beautiful wife of twenty-plus years happily smiling as she sat on the lap of her handsome black lover, happily fingering the ring that he’d earned through sweat and blood and which now adorned her neck and marked the change in their relationship. 
 
    “You know, Jill, I’m really happy for the two of you,” Malcolm said, their eyes locked together as he spoke almost with the emotional voice of a proud parent or close relative. 
 
    “I love this guy,” he said, looking at Malcolm, “and I know how he’s had his share of sadness and heartache, and I know how hard he’d fallen for you. And so to hear you now tell him that you love him … well, you can imagine … it fills me with joy and happiness … and to think me and Dee have played some small part in bringing the two of you together … well, that just makes me even happier.” 
 
    There was a moment between the two of them, Malcolm and Jill just looking at each other, not needing or wanting to speak, before eventually, Luther broke the moment. “And you, Jill, I know you’ve had your share of heartache … I know Chris was a total bastard … and I’m glad Malcolm sorted him out … and I’m glad that you have a guy like Malcolm now … someone who’s worthy of your love …” 
 
    They just looked at each other, a seriousness and intensity between the two of them, for all the world like Luther was some benefactor or match-maker who was telling his favorite niece that he’d fulfilled his avuncular duty and found the perfect match for her. 
 
    As they continued to stare at each other a loud voice in my head just kept saying ‘no, no, no, this can’t be happening again, no it can’t be’. 
 
    It was barely four months since Jill had nearly wrecked our marriage and destroyed my heart, when she’d briefly given in to Chris’s blandishments and agreed to leave me and live with him in California, before coming to her senses and telling him that even though she loved him she’d never leave me. 
 
    And here she was, four months later, sitting happily on Malcolm’s lap, wearing his ring around her neck and telling him and his friends that she loved him. How could she be so heartless? How could she be so stupid? I’d allowed her to work with Malcolm, to play with him and spend time with him, and this was how she repaid me! 
 
    I was in total shock, my mind still trying to pretend this wasn’t happening, that I’d not just heard what I’d heard, that I wasn’t seeing what I was seeing before me. My vision seemed to be tunneled in, I felt like I was falling, falling, spinning and spiraling as I fell to the bottom of the deepest of wells, my only connection to reality the squeeze of a hand, squeezing on mine. Suddenly making me look to my left at the concerned and worried look on Veronica’s face. Her beautiful brown eyes looking into mine with concern. 
 
    As my world slowly stopped spinning, I heard a voice. It seemed distant, but as I saw her lips moving, I realized it was Veronica speaking. “Dave, you know, it’s not all on her, it’s not all on Jill.” 
 
    Veronica’s words slowly sank into my skull, my brain like that of a drunk trying to assemble the sounds and syllables to make sense of what she’d said. ‘Not on her, not on Jill’ – slowly I realized what she was saying, something in my pain I didn’t want to consider. I was just about to shout and scream, to tell her she was so terribly wrong when my mind was drawn back to that diabolical little iPad screen. 
 
    It was Luther speaking again. “I’m so pleased for the pair of you,” his proud fatherly face repeated, “but I can’t help but wonder how Dave will take it. After everything that happened with Chris. How are you going to tell him, Jill? When are you going to tell him?” 
 
    I looked at Jill’s face on the screen, even on the small screen her hesitation and doubt as clear as day. Again my world slowed to a glacial crawl as I waited to hear Jill’s words, wondering what new horror or pain they might bring. Wanting her words to arrive quickly to put me out of my misery, at the same time wanting them to never arrive lest the pain they held would be too much for me. 
 
    “I honestly don’t know,” she started out, and then something seemed to change in her face, a firmer, more determined look taking control. “But I’m not planning on apologizing for it. He’s the one who started the game off again after Chris, sent me next door in that tiny gold bikini, knowing what would happen, wanting it to happen. I love Dave, but the truth is that’s what excites him now. The thought of me with other guys. Why else would he have started it all up again after the pain and hurt that me and Chris caused him?” 
 
    “You’re right, Jill. Very right. It’s a credit to you that you can be so clear-headed and honest about it,” Luther’s calm and deep voice declared. “How do you think he’ll take it, especially if like you say your going to tell him the way you and Malcolm feel about each other is an inevitable consequence of the game he started up all over again after you’d both agreed to stop playing?” 
 
    Again, a thoughtful look from Jill as she considered her answer, that same firm but calm look still etched on her beautiful face as she thought. “I think he’ll be fine, provided he knows I’m not going to leave him for a life with Malcolm. That’s where we got to with Chris. At first, it hurt and shocked him, but he became okay with me loving Chris when I reassured him I wasn’t going to leave him for Chris. In fact, he actually came to get off on the fact that I loved Chris and was in love with him, it actually made Dave more excited. Once he gets used to the fact that I love Malcolm, I think Dave will be fine with it. And who knows, this time it should be easier for him. After all, he’s got Veronica and Haley in his life now, and I know he’s got feelings for them. Who knows, maybe this will give him license to be more honest about his own feelings for Veronica.” 
 
    Every word Jill said felt like a hammer blow. Every word felt like a hammer blow knocking the breath bit-by-bit out of my collapsing lungs. I felt like I’d been poleaxed, winded by an unseen blow. Struggling for breath and feeling like my chest would explode. My sight again disappearing down that spiraling tunnel, only brought back to the here and now by the insistent squeezing of Veronica’s soft hand and her other hand tenderly stroking my hair. 
 
    Veronica briefly leaned forward and tapped the iPad screen, causing it to pause as I remembered it was a video file, not a live feed. She looked at me with big doe eyes, eyes which mixed love, hope, and sympathy. “Is it true, Dave? That you got excited by Jill being in love with another guy? That it turned you on and you liked it that she loved someone else?” 
 
    I felt my cheeks fill with blood as I blushed a deep red. I’d learned to admit to many embarrassing things this last year, but having to answer so blunt and direct a question as this when I was feeling at such an emotional low ebb filled me with dread. 
 
    “I won’t think any the less of you, Dave, honest. After all, how’s it different from what I already know? That you love watching Jill being a size queen, with Malcolm or any other big black or white cock she can find.” Her tone was soft and sympathetic, even if the words themselves were not. 
 
    “Yes,” my dry and emotion-wracked voice squeaked out. 
 
    Veronica reached to stroke my hair again, her smile soft and loving. “It’s okay, Dave, honey. I still love you, I don’t think any the less of you.” 
 
    Bang! There it was. I knew it wasn’t true, but a tiny part of my brain wondered if Jill, Veronica, and Malcolm had almost coordinated this moment. Deep down I’d known for some time now that Veronica loved me. The way she looked at me, the way her face lit up when she saw me. But although we’d talked about and admitted having feelings for each other, we’d never used the L-word before. She’d never said it, but I also knew this was because Veronica sensed I wasn’t ready for this level of honesty yet. 
 
    But what we’d just seen and heard from back home in Miami had changed all of that. Had changed the rules of the game. Malcolm and Jill had come out of the closet, their love now publicly declared, symbolized by his signet ring hanging around my wife’s neck. And now freed from her bonds by the actions of my wife and her lover, Veronica was making a heartfelt and honest bid for me to do the right thing and tell her how I felt about her. 
 
    Looking deep into her eyes I suddenly saw salvation, a surefire path to forget the pain of what I’d just seen and heard and the fears it stoked in my chest, and I dove headfirst into the refuge of how Veronica felt about me. 
 
    At first, I didn’t declare my love by saying the word, instead, I chose to show her by physical actions. Grasping her head between my shaking hands in a desperate vice-like grip and almost draining the very life from her with the intensity and neediness of the way I kissed her. Never wanting the kiss to end as I pushed my tongue as far into her mouth as it would physically go. 
 
    When my need for air finally forced me to end the kiss, I looked deep into those loving brown eyes and told her exactly what she wanted to hear, what at this low ebb of a moment I needed to tell someone. “I love you, Veronica. I really love you, baby, and I’m sorry it’s taken until now, that it’s taken this to make me be honest with you and with myself.” 
 
    A beautiful and happy smile slowly broke on Veronica’s face. “It’s okay, baby. I know it’s more complicated for you, what with Jill, and with what happened with Chris. It’s been easier for me, for me to fall in love with you, because you’re the only person in my life, in my heart.” 
 
    And then as if by instinct we both knew the time for words was done. We both wanted the same thing, to show our love for each other with physical actions, our hands eagerly grasping buttons and garments and stripping each other naked as quickly as we could. Feeling a wonderful warmth in my chest as I felt Veronica’s soft hand grasp my manhood, just as my lips locked themselves around her plump and swollen nipples. The two of us savoring the moment as we touched and kissed, nibbled and stroked, somehow even more hungry for each other’s bodies than we’d been all the weeks ago on our first night together. Emotion, pure, and finally declared love was fueling our need, giving our need for each other an adrenaline rush that was special to both of us. 
 
    We must have enjoyed each other’s bodies like this for ages before finally, I was at a place where I knew I needed to be deep within Veronica’s body. To feel her warm and moist pussy enveloping my manhood, the soft skin of her arms and legs wrapped around me like she never meant to let me go, her lips hot and hungry on mine. And the best thing of all was that from the look in Veronica’s eyes I knew she wanted exactly the same. 
 
    I didn’t last long, but it didn’t matter. The next few minutes were magical for both of us. Finally united as one, now both physically and emotionally united, loving each other on a new and higher plane. The looks that passed between us meaning that no words were needed, although that wasn’t to last long as we both enjoyed the new level of liberation between us. 
 
    “Dave, I love you, I love you with all my heart.” There were tears in her eyes as she continued. “I know I probably have to share you with Jill, that I can’t have you all to myself, but that’s okay, provided I know that you love me like you love Jill, provided I know that I’m in your life and if you’re in my life, I’ll put up with sharing you.” 
 
    I looked back into her teary eyes and felt the same things as she’d just said. “Me too, I’ll never stop loving Jill, I’ll not lie to you about that, you deserve the truth. But I do love you, Veronica, and I’m sorry I made you wait so long to hear those words. But now that I’ve said it, I want you to know how much I love you, how much I love having you and Haley in my life. 
 
    As we looked into each other’s eyes the strangest of thoughts came into my head. I suddenly had an almost overwhelming urge to flip Veronica over and fuck her in the ass. Fuck her in the ass and ask her all about her times with Malcolm as her lover. How it had been for her, how it compared to being with me, how much better his big cock felt. 
 
    But as soon as the thought had come I found myself awash with guilt, that a moment like this when we’d just declared our love for each other, I should be thinking of this sweet woman as some kind of surrogate for my wife, some kind of link to Jill who was at this very moment on the other side of the country with her lover. 
 
    Maybe another time, but not now, not at this special moment between us. Even a man with my weaknesses had the strength not to sully this special moment between us, and so instead I kissed Veronica with a love and tenderness that was both genuine and partly fueled by guilt. 
 
    It seemed to do the trick and I was suddenly back in the moment, all thoughts of Jill and Malcolm and anal sex a distant memory as we both gave ourselves fully to the act of consummating our newly declared love. The urgency we each felt growing spurring us to go faster and faster until finally I made that deepest of lunges and we cried out, making a final declaration of our love as we both came together. The fitting end to our love-making, marking as it did the start of this new chapter in our relationship. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    It took us some time to recover from our physical and emotional exertions, but I was truly happy and contented as I looked across at this wonderful woman who loved me, loving the way she looked back at me. Even if she didn’t speak her eyes cried out ‘my man’ as she looked at me, a twinkling openness in her eyes I’d not seen before today. 
 
    Veronica’s hand hovered above the pause symbol on the iPad screen. “Are you ready for this, honey? Remember, baby, I’m here for you, and we can stop it anytime it gets too much for you …” A nervousness and love in her voice which I knew would make it easier for me to watch the rest of the file Luther had secretly recorded. A big part of me didn’t want to watch the rest, but a stronger part was the self-harming junkie within me that craved both the pleasure and pain that the unwatched remainder of the video file promised. 
 
    My lips pulled together tight in a grimace at what lay ahead, I gave the smallest of nods to Veronica and watched as her fingers pressed the screen, throwing the modern equivalent of the hangman’s lever. 
 
    The last few minutes had been so intense and so focused on our hotel room and on the feelings Veronica and I had for each other, it felt strange to re-orient myself and immerse myself in what was happening back in Miami. Hearing and seeing the sights and words was a jolt to my system. 
 
    Veronica backed up the file a little and I was again forced to hear Jill’s earlier declaration re-stated, about how I’d got off on how she loved Chris and how maybe now that her love for Malcolm was out in the public I’d be more honest about my feelings for Veronica. 
 
    During all the time Veronica and I had just been totally focused on each other, a little part of my brain had been wondering what would happen next between Jill and Malcolm. And now as the video moved forward, I was about to find out, the first new development that the running video showed was Luther gently moving Dee off his lap and walking over to stand directly in front of Jill and Malcolm. He kissed Jill softly on the lips and reached behind her neck, unclasping the gold chain from which Malcolm’s Special Forces ring was hanging. Holding up the chain and catching the ring in the palm of his hand as it ran off the chain. 
 
    With a big grin on his face, he pulled Jill’s pale and much smaller left hand into his own and straightened her fingers, gently twisting and pulling at Jill’s three rings until they were off her ring finger and secure in his fist. His grin suddenly replaced by a much more serious look he gazed into Jill’s eyes and started sliding Malcolm’s ring onto my wife’s now bare ring finger. 
 
    “Who knows? Maybe one day? Who knows what the future holds? Maybe it would even excite your kinky little cuck of a husband, to see you wearing Malcolm’s ring one day?” 
 
    I felt a shiver run down my spine, the way that Luther was looking at Jill, the way she was looking back at him. That look between them so different than the humorous grin with which he’d started this little jest. The way that Jill looked back at him scaring me to death, making me doubt all over again her promise to never leave me, making me remember words she’d once said to Chris. That she wished there were two of her – so that she could be with Chris as well as be with me. 
 
    Luther was a bastard, doing this. Jill had no idea that I was watching, but Luther knew damn well that I was watching and how much anguish and pain this little game would cause me. But he didn’t care – he’d warned me he liked to play with people’s lives and like a fool, like a moth to the flame I’d allowed myself to be drawn in. And this was the price I was now paying. 
 
    They continued to stare into each other’s eyes, Jill’s lips starting to move apart as if she was preparing to say something, before they closed again as she thought better of it, making me breathe a sigh of relief as Veronica squeezed at my hand. I kissed her, just for a moment turning away from the screen. That moment being the moment when Jill must have changed her mind again, as I suddenly heard what she’d stopped herself saying. 
 
    “Who knows?” she declared, echoing Luther’s words. “Who knows?” There was a look in her eyes that terrified as if for the first time Jill was seriously contemplating leaving me for another man. I wondered if this was the look in her eyes when she had just for a moment agreed to leave me for Chris. 
 
    Maybe it was, maybe it wasn’t? But something told me that what she and Malcolm had represented even more of a threat to our marriage. At the end of the day, Chris was a playboy. A guy who loved to play the field, something that Jill knew only too well, something that would always act as a brake on how far she’d give her heart to him. But I sensed Malcolm was a totally different kind of guy. A guy whose whole code and ethos had been loyalty, sacrifice, and commitment – even unto death. This was a guy who when he found the right woman wouldn’t want to play the field – to have his cake and eat it. He was a guy who when he found the right woman would fight tooth and nail for that woman and would gladly give all he had to make her happy and to make her his. I didn’t suddenly doubt Jill’s love for me, but what I did do was realize the size of the threat, the force of personality, and commitment of the guy who loved Jill and just how far he’d likely go to have as much of Jill as he could. Maybe for now accepting to share Jill, but for how long until he wanted her all to himself. 
 
    These were the chilling thoughts that went through my head as Luther took Jill by both hands and helped her to her feet, my wife now standing there in just her smooth white bikini briefs and the five-inch black heels which showed off her shapely legs to such good effect. 
 
    Luther gave Jill another soft kiss on the lips, his hands cupping and weighing her big boobs as he did so. He still had that same serious look on his face as he stopped feeling Jill’s boobs and instead held both her hands in his hands, almost like some religious ceremony. 
 
    “Jill, baby, I’m really pleased how far you and Malcolm have come.” 
 
    I wondered where this was going. “And as your friend and sexual mentor, I have a request. I want to watch as you give yourself fully to Malcolm for the first time. As you give yourself not just physically, but also emotionally, spiritually, give yourself totally to him. Jill, sweetheart, will you do that for me – will you let me watch here and now while you consummate your knew relationship with Malcolm. While you give yourself totally to him, his ring on your finger as you give him both your body and your heart. 
 
    I felt tears in my eyes as I stared at that little screen – willing Jill to resist, to say no, to walk off – but I knew in my heart she’d do none of those, and a sick part of me wanted her to carry on and do exactly as Luther wanted. To give me the purest and biggest fix of my cuckold pleasure and never mind the price to be paid tomorrow or the day after. 
 
    Don’t do this, Jill. Do it, Jill, do it. The two warring parts of my personality fought a civil war in my head, but even as part of me willed it to stop I’d seen enough today to know what would happen. 
 
    Jill just gave the smallest of smiles to Luther and kissed him just as he’d kissed her. Nothing sexual, just a touching of lips, an answer yes without the need for words. 
 
    Seeing this Malcolm stood up, gently grasping Jill by her shoulders and turning her away from Luther and towards himself. The kiss that he and Jill then shared was most definitely a sexual kiss, a kiss that was hot and hungry and which declared to all the world what was about to happen. Malcolm's hands lustfully squeezing and rubbing at Jill’s big breasts as they kissed as long as their breath would allow them, Jill’s own hands not idle as she pulled at Malcolm’s trunks to release what she was intent on enjoying. 
 
    Having kicked his trunks off, Malcolm led Jill by the hand over towards a solid-looking sun lounger and proceeded to lay down on the sun lounger – his huge black cock sticking directly up in a way that told me what was expected next. 
 
    They made love hundreds of times before, but something felt different about the way that Jill pulled down her bikini bottoms and half-stepped the lounger so that her pussy was directly above Malcolm’s ramrod straight cock. This may have been Luther’s request, but Jill only looked at one man as she lowered her body so that she could slowly and lovingly impale herself on the long thick penis of the man who she loved. She seemed to take special pleasure in the extremely slow, deliberate way that she sank down until finally all of Malcolm’s thick length was deep inside her body. 
 
    Just for a moment, she did look across at Luther, before returning her gaze to the man whose penis she’d just taken into her depths. She had her right hand on his shoulder for balance as she looked straight into his eyes, holding her ring finger directly in front of his face. “I love you, Malcolm. I want you to know that. I want my husband to know that. And I want all of our friends and everyone at work to know that.” 
 
    Then she lowered her face the last few inches and gave him a soft and tender kiss. A kiss devoid of the pure heat and lust of their last kiss. A kiss that was symbolic of love and commitment. The kind of loving kiss a bride gives a groom when the vows have been exchanged. I knew in my heart this was exactly what that bastard Luther had intended when he’d asked Jill to consummate the new status of her relationship with Malcolm in front of him. Jill thought it was a request for Luther’s pleasure – he and I knew better, that it was a request mainly to again torment and stick it to me just as he’d so often done in the past. 
 
    When their long, tender kiss came to an end Jill placed her left hand on Malcolm’s shoulder and levered herself back up so that his big black cock started slowly reappearing into the daylight, like some sexual conjuring trick. Now you see it, now you don’t – the magic trick of Jill’s hungry pussy and cock of black. 
 
    With Jill all the way up, just the fat head of Malcolm’s cock still inside her, Malcolm started to push upwards, but a gentle but firm hand on his stomach stopped his upward thrust. “No, baby, I want this all to be me. All to me giving myself to you, not you taking me, that can come later.” 
 
    Malcolm didn’t say anything – he didn’t need to, his satisfied and contented smile said it all for him as Jill used her slick and stretched pussy like some kind of sexual glove to milk and pleasure the man she loved. Up and down, up and down she slowly and surely went, pausing just for the briefest of moments to pull Malcolm’s large black hands up so that that they could squeeze and own her beautiful tits. 
 
    “I love you, baby,” he declared as he gently played with the breasts that had fed our children and which had been mine until my lusts had caused me to share Jill with other guys. 
 
    “I love you too, Malcolm, and I promise that as soon as Dave gets home, I’ll tell him how things are now, how things are changed.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 4 
 
    Thursday 30th August 2018, Early hours of the morning 
 
    The video showing Jill and Malcolm consummating the new level of their relationship, now that they’d both declared their love for each other, ended just as quickly as it had started. The image of my beautiful wife riding up and down on Malcolm’s big cock abruptly disappeared to be replaced by another picture. 
 
    This picture showed Luther and Malcolm sat at either end of a horseshoe-shaped set of three leather sofas, between them four black guys who I’d never seen before, no doubt their Army buddies who were staying until next Monday. The room and arrangement looked familiar, and as I saw the small stage at the front center I immediately recognized it as the room where Dee, Veronica, and Jill had danced and played with each other before I was called on to make love to Jill in front of Luther, Malcolm, Byron, Josh, and Freddy. When Dee’s sick little wager about my inability to last three minutes inside Jill meant I lost the bet and lost Jill for the night – lost her to spend the night with Luther rather than me. 
 
    The room, the sofas and the stage were all the same. I suddenly had a sinking feeling in my gut about what was about to happen in front of me. Right at the start of Luther’s relationship with us he’d been crystal-clear that he planned on getting Jill to expand her sexual boundaries. An expansion that had included getting Jill to let herself be strapped to a leather bench. As for the first time Jill got to experience being the sexual plaything of four well-endowed black guys. 
 
    That was then – this was now. That was four – this was six. I counted six guys in the room and I felt a shiver run through me as I knew in my heart what Luther had planned out for Jill. The next stage in his selfless mission to get her to experience new and more wild sexual experiences with every passing week and month. 
 
    With all kinds of fears and thoughts going through my head, I noticed that Luther had suddenly stood up and was moving towards the front of the room, exiting through a door which had been hardly visible until he’d pushed at the wall. 
 
    The camera suddenly switched from the one which had shown me all of the room with the sofas and the stage to a different, handheld camera which was jerking up and down as if someone was walking and which showed a much smaller room. 
 
    “Don’t look so nervous, Jill, baby. You and Dee have practiced for this, there’s nothing to worry about.” 
 
    The voice was Luther’s, but the camera only showed one person, my wife Jill who was standing directly in front of the camera and shown in close up, the camera pointing directly at Jill’s nervous looking face and not more than about a foot away from her. 
 
    “Why are you recording this, Luther? You have to promise me you’ll not send it to Dave. I’d die of embarrassment if he ever saw this. You promise?” 
 
    “Okay, okay, I promise,” I heard the disembodied voice say from behind the camera, “Although I have to tell you your loving husband wouldn’t be half as surprised as you think he might be. After all, he’s already seen you strapped to a bench taking on four black guys. What’s a couple more guys between friends?” 
 
    Jill actually giggled at Luther’s crude words – who was this woman, where had my wife gone? “No, I’d be mortified, unable to relax and let myself go if I knew Dave was watching.” 
 
    “Okay, I understand,” Luther’s voice soothed her. “Okay, now have you put on the outfit I told you to? Your dance will drive the guys wild in that outfit, your tits, ass, and legs will look spectacular, they won’t be able to keep their hands off you.” 
 
    Jill grinned, letting the long floaty negligee she’d been wearing fall to the floor. The camera suddenly panned down so that I was no longer looking at my wife’s nervous face, but rather was looking at her heaving breasts, just about restrained within the tiniest and most shiny of silver micro bikini tops. Not exactly something for the beach (unless you wanted to get arrested for lewd indecency), but something that no doubt saw service at strip joints coast-to-coast. Aside from the strings holding it in place, it only consisted of three tiny bits of silver fabric, each of which was barely big enough to cover a nipple or Jill’s love lips. 
 
    “Will this do, boss?” my wife giggled. Even after everything that had happened this last year, I could hardly believe this was my wife, the mother of our children. Giggling and barely able to hide the excitement in her voice that she was about to do her first proper dance for customers in one of the clubs she now managed.” 
 
    “Good girl,” Luther’s deep voice boomed approvingly. “And did you remember to put on those extra little embellishments I talked to you about?” 
 
    Again, a giggle from Jill as she pushed her shoulders back and her chest out and the camera got close enough so that I could see what Luther was talking about. My chest suddenly tightening as I saw a tattoo of a small black spade on Jill’s right breast before I saw her fingers move the two small squares of fabric away from her nipples to reveal two silver circles of metal running around each nipple. 
 
    “Good girl, you look amazing, if tonight goes well, who knows, maybe I’ll pay for the real thing. Would you like that?” Luther chuckled to himself, leaving me in a horrible position of not knowing what was true and what was false. Were all or just some of the slutty additions marking my wife fake? The bastard had hooked me again. 
 
    Before I could stew on this horrible dilemma any more the camera panned further down to focus on the tiny strip of shiny silver fabric covering the entrance to my wife’s body. This time it wasn’t Jill’s fingers that pulled the fabric to the side, it was Luther’s large black fingers which did the honors. 
 
    “Good girl,” the same approving tone as before as he saw exactly what he’d wanted to see, my wife’s usual small landing strip of pussy hair now totally removed, leaving her pussy totally bare and available for him, Malcolm and their four other friends who were looking forward to sampling her body before too much longer. 
 
    “Okay, that’s great. I’m going to go out front and give you a good build-up, just relax and enjoy, I know you’re nervous but after the first time it’s a million times easier.” 
 
    Those were the last words I heard from that little back room as the camera wobbled it’s way out and then went blank, to be replaced by the camera view that showed the whole room with the sofas and stage, the angle now allowing me to see Luther as he stood by the stage with a microphone in hand. 
 
    After a couple of exploratory blows on the mike, he started the build-up he’d promised. “Gentlemen, dear friends, thank you for coming all the way across the country to join us here tonight. To honor your years of service to our country, to honor your years of friendship to Malcolm and me, the Pink Cabaret is honored and pleased to bring you the one, the only, the magnificent Jade. Until recently a high-powered executive assistant in the corporate world, until recently the loving wife to Dave and mother to three, now she’s seen the light and has the honor of being Malcolm’s new girlfriend. I ask you to put your hands together for the wonderful and beautiful Jade,” Luther’s words suddenly drowned out by a chorus of catcalls and hoots of excitement as my beautiful wife strutted her way towards the stage, swaying her hips left and right in the most exaggerated and extreme of fashions. 
 
    I’ve never been much of an aficionado of strip clubs, but for the next fifteen to twenty minutes my wife’s performance held me and the other six guys watching in the palm of her hand. At first, she stayed on the stage, using the pole that was center stage as a prop around which to swish and swirl, showing off her womanly assets as the guys gawped at the beautiful woman in front of them. Somehow more appealing because it was clear that she was new to this and nervous. Certainly more appealing as her very erect nipples pushed excitedly at the fabric of her micro bikini top, showing that she was just as excited and into this as the six guys were. 
 
    As she gradually lost her nerves, Jill got more into it, coming down off the stage to get closer to the guys, so she could better tease them. Playfully pretending to swat their hands away when they grabbed a feel, but none of us being fooled by her mock reluctance, each time letting the hands stay on her flesh just a little too long for her to be doing anything but enjoying their touch. 
 
    After a while she selected the youngest of the guys to move things to the next level, sitting herself down on his lap and gyrating in a very provocative fashion as she whispered something in his ear. The next thing I knew was that his hands had undone the thin string tie at the back and were squeezing at Jill’s now naked breasts as my beautiful wife purred and smiled as if this is what she’d wanted all along. 
 
    This set up a chain reaction where the young guy gently nudged my now bare-breasted wife to sit on the lap of his friend to his right, his buddy wasting no time at all in fondling and squeezing Jill’s succulent tits just as the first guy had. 
 
    They passed Jill around the horseshoe twice like this, my wife’s nipples now visibly harder and fuller than when they’d started the game, her eyes now closed shut each time she landed on a new lap as she gave herself over to enjoying the touch and squeezing of a new pair of hands, For the most part, her head thrown back as she enjoyed the feel and touch of six different men, that is when her head wasn’t twisted sideways to share a kiss with one or other of new admirers. 
 
    At the end of the second cycle when Jill came back around to the young guy who’s removed her bikini top, Luther whispered something in the young guy’s ear. He smiled broadly and eased Jill up off his lap, slapped her ass which seemed to shock her and then lead my shaky-legged wife over to a black leather bench that I’d not noticed as it was hidden in the shadows. 
 
    As Jill tottered over there on her high heels Luther flicked a switch and a spotlight suddenly shone on the bench. I immediately saw that it was the same bench that Dee had strapped Jill to several weeks ago when Luther had introduced Jill to her first proper black gangbang. 
 
    The spotlight seemed to startle Jill and she suddenly looked nervous and not quite so sure, but it was too late because the young guy had worked quickly and Jill was already strapped face down on the leather bench. Just like before, her face pushed snug against a circular leather shape with a hole in the middle, Jill’s legs strapped to two padded long thin leg rests while her torso was strapped tight against the main part of the bench, her ass the highest part of her body. For now still covered by the shiny micro-bikini bottoms, although I was sure that wouldn’t be the case for much longer. 
 
    Not surprisingly, the young guy was the one given the honor of being allowed first go on Jill. As I watched him strip for action as the three other new guests followed suit, I closed my eyes and found myself feeling more than a little melancholy and confused, wondering how the hell our marriage had come to this. Me sat in a hotel bedroom with a woman other than Jill while several thousand miles away she willingly allowed herself to perform as a stripper for men she’d never met before and then let one of their number strap her down to a breeding bench. 
 
    Just a year ago we’d been a normal couple, toasting our achievement in raising three great kids and watching them happily set sail on their young adult lives, filled with hope and promise. Just two months ago we’d played the part of a proud and respectable married couple at the wedding of our eldest son. And now here we were at the epicenter of a scene of sexual debauchery that would have shocked our friends and family if they’d seen what Jill was about to let happen to her. If they’d seen her meekly allow herself to be strapped in as she looked forward to the next part in the sexual journey Luther had promised her. 
 
    Before she’d met Luther, two guys (plus me) had been the limit of my beautiful wife’s experience. Luther had soon doubled this up from two to four, and now that Jill worked for him five days a week and fucked his head of security at least five days a week, he was taking that four and making it six. 
 
    In some ways that didn’t sound a lot – hey only two extra guys – but the thought that worried me more was that these new guys were around for the next five days. Alone in a new city and away from their significant others, surely they’d want to get as much of Jill as they could before they had to return to their normal lives. The next five days a chance to let loose and live out whatever kinky fantasies they held as individuals or as a group of guys who’d served together in some of the world’s worst hellholes. 
 
    To me, Jill was the woman I loved – best friend, mother of my kids, and soul mate all rolled into one. To them there was a fair chance they thought of her as nothing more than the hired help, just one more of their buddy Luther’s paid whores, provided free of charge for their pleasure, to do with as they pleased when they pleased. 
 
    All of these whirling and conflicting thoughts went round and round in my head at eight hundred miles an hour, leaving me feeling queasy and physically sick, but at the same time leaving me with a deeply shaming sense of excitement. A sick part of me excited that Jill might be treated like this for the rest of the night and for the rest of their five-day stay in Miami. What kind of man got off on thinking of his wife treated this way? What kind of wife let herself be treated this way, a keen but nervous muse for the pimp who was fashioning her into the woman he wanted her to be? 
 
    My feelings of depression, nostalgia for our lost former life, and guilt were interrupted by the familiar sound of Jill’s mewling moan as the young guy stuck her with his big cock, sinking in all the way to his nuts in one easy motion. The ease with which he penetrated Jill’s pussy a sure sign of how wet and excited she was. Like some floating malign spirit, Luther ghosted onto his shoulder and whispered something into the young guy's ear. Immediately the young guy started slamming into Jill, his large hands clamped onto her shapely hips to hold her still, her moans and cries now ten times louder than when he’d first entered her. 
 
    The young guy must have fucked Jill in this rough and wanton fashion for nearly ten minutes, fucking her as fast, hard, and deep as he could. Making her cum twice, making her holler and howl and beg him to slow down a little until the ragged movements of his ass told me he was nearly there, the pair of them screaming as loudly as each other as he slammed in with a last flesh-on-flesh slap, held her still with all his strength and pumped his seed deep into her. His ass muscles flexing and quivering far longer than was decent as he held himself deep, plugging Jill tight lest any of his precious load should escape. Only maybe a minute or so later after exchanging lewd open-mouthed tongue kisses with Jill did he slowly pull back and remove his shrunken but still impressive cock from my wife. 
 
    A second man, again one of the new guests, was second up, soon enjoying the sensations of being balls deep in my strapped down and happily compliant wife, picking up where his buddy had left off. 
 
    I won’t bother to give you a blow-by-blow description of the next few hours. Six big black cocks, one hungry white woman let off the leash by her husband and keen to explore uncharted waters – you can probably guess at most of what went down. Aside from two events that will forever be etched in my mind, I’ll just recount the general picture of what happened. Of how my beautiful forty-five-year-old wife was fucked non-stop for the best part of an hour until all six guys had fucked her with their big cocks. My own mind a mix of shame and excitement watching her pleasured by six men, even the smallest one better endowed than me. All six of them shooting their loads deep into the groaning and happy body that was the love of the of my life. 
 
    With Malcolm bringing up the rear, gently leading Jill off stage to a little shower room where he lovingly washed and pampered her for a while. Of how the start of ‘Act Two’ was for Malcolm, his cock sucked back to life by Jill, to put on a ‘Romeo and Juliet’ sex act for his friends. Jill and Malcolm only with eyes for each other as they made love in the middle of the stage, much more tender and meaningful than the first act. Of how after this Malcolm asked Jill if she was okay to continue, and how after answering in the affirmative she smiled as Malcolm strapped her back into place and the round-robin resumed again. This time more mellow and less frenetic than the first time, all the guys having nutted once already, now happy to take their time and savor the pleasures Jill was happily sharing with them. 
 
    The timestamp in the corner of the video showed me that the games went on for three hours at the club before Malcolm and Luther decamped the activities back to Malcolm’s house. The last scene I saw from the house being one of the two I’ll never forget. As for the first time, I saw Jill take a big black cock in her ass at the same time as she took one in her pussy. A experience that was so much more stretching and depraved for her than the only other DP she’d ever experienced before. When it had been my slim and stubby cock in her ass when she’d had Malcolm’s man-sized cock in her pussy. 
 
    Before tonight when I’d seen Dee use a long thin anal dildo on Jill, my instinct had told me this was her way of getting Jill ready for the real thing. And tonight was the night when my earlier intuition came to fruition. One of Malcolm’s four unnamed buddies having a cock which was long but thin, the perfect combination that my tired wife didn’t object when he pulled out of her by now drenched pussy and used the residue of the mixed sperm to lubricate himself as he pushed slowly all the way into Jill’s ass. His thin eight-incher soon embedded all the way into my wife’s bowels, not one sign of reluctance or resistance as she took something that was at least two or three inches longer than the anal dildo that was the largest thing she’d taken down there before tonight. 
 
    This guy slowly and sensuously fucked Jill’s ass for a few minutes before unstrapping her and slowly rearranging their bodies, his cock not leaving Jill’s ass even for one moment as he moved them. So that it was his back on the bench and Jill was lying face-up on top of him. As I saw Malcolm step towards them with his thick nine-incher erect and throbbing in his hand, I knew with absolute certainty what was about to happen. Jill had already declared her love for Malcolm, and now what she was about to allow him to do would provide a physical and symbolic seal to that declaration of love. The way Jill smiled tenderly up at Malcolm as he stroked his glans up and down her pussy telling me she was thinking of this in exactly the same way as me. The sharp and painful blades slipping in and out of my gut as I realized I was witnessing another significant step in the strengthening of Jill and Malcolm’s love. 
 
    Their mouths locked together in a kiss that mixed feeling with hungry lust as Malcolm’s hips pushed down and forward, driving his long thick black cock all the way deep into Jill. My wife making a long, low moan of satisfaction the like of which I’d never heard before. The man she loved deep inside her, his gift to her a combined seventeen inches of black cock. Separated in her lower body only by the thin membrane between her pussy and her ass. 
 
    Fully embedded, the lovers were happy to just enjoy the moment, holding still as each in their own way savored the first time they’d been joined together in this unique union. Sharing a mix of small, light, emotion-filled kisses and long, deep, erotic kisses. Their hips still as their mouths did the work. Until they were done with this, unable to squeeze any more pleasure from kissing alone. Only then did Malcolm’s black ass slowly start to pump up and down. At first moving slowly, sensing this was what Jill wanted until she said something I couldn’t hear and Malcolm slowly started building up his pace. 
 
    All the time the guy with the long thick cock just happy to lay there and play his role – anchoring Jill in place with a cock in her ass, allowing Jill to experience Malcolm in a way she’d never known her lover before. Anchor man held Jill’s sexy hips tight as her lower body was stretched out more than she’d ever enjoyed before. Her lover giving her the unique sensation of being stretched and stuffed on not just one but now two big black cocks. The look on her face as she kissed Malcolm telling me just how exciting and exquisite she was finding this new experience. My heart both excited and dismayed at the thought that after tonight she would almost certainly want repeats, something I’d never be able to give her. 
 
    It was exquisite torture for me to watch the slow and languid way Malcolm made love to Jill, both of them wanting it to last forever as they took their time, overjoyed that it was a type of virginity that Jill could give Malcolm, even after all these years of marriage to me. Their eyes seemed perpetually locked together as their hips moved in perfect synchronization, Jill’s long legs alternating between being wrapped around her boyfriend’s back or up high over his shoulders. The two lovers seemingly ignoring everyone else, even the guy whose cock was anchored deep in Jill’s ass, as they only had eyes for each other. 
 
    But however long they tried to prolong it, all good things must come to an end and a slow-build up in the pace of Malcolm’s pumping hips signaled the inevitable, as the two of them shared a final passionate kiss as Malcolm squeezed Jill’s big boobs. Shooting his third load of the night deep into Jill’s pussy, the perfect ending to the three-hour monster-fuck session he and Luther had arranged for Jill at the club. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    The file Luther had sent me had been skillfully edited and cut together, because it smoothly faded out as Malcolm helped Jill off the bench and up to her feet, and then just as smoothly cut to a scene time-stamped two hours later. This time the film showed they were back at the company house where Malcolm lived. 
 
    The camera showed Malcolm and Luther sat by the pool, each of them enjoying a large tumbler of booze and a fat full-size cigar. As the two of them talked the topic turned to Jill. Suddenly Luther held his hand up in the air, signaling Malcolm to stop talking. 
 
    With their deep voices now quietened, I suddenly heard what I’d not heard before. The sound of female moans coming from the house. The sounds of a woman being pleasured, the moans of a woman with a man inside her, enjoying every moment of the experience. I knew these moans were from Jill, and the fact that four unnamed guests were nowhere to be seen told me exactly what was going on in the house. Luther and Malcolm were temporarily satisfied, but their four friends had rested enough and now wanted more of Jill. Her contented but tired moans telling me she was happy to go along with this. 
 
    As Jill’s moans and sighs filled the still summer air, Malcolm got up and headed into the house, presumably to either check on his girlfriend or to head to the restroom. As soon as he was inside Luther looked up at the location of the hidden camera, grinning in a way that set me on edge. 
 
    “Hey, Dave … wow, it’s been quite the night for you, hasn’t it? Right at the get-go, I warned you I was going to rock your world … going to give Jill a whole new set of experiences … a whole new life … now she’s got a new man in her life … a guy she loves and who’ll love and honor her more than Chris ever could … and now she’s learning how to get rid of all those conservative sexual values she learned growing up … learning how to enjoy giving pleasure to black guys … learning to let go and be the person she wants to be … be the person we want her to be ….” 
 
    As if I was really right there next to him, he raised his glass and toasted me. “Hey. Dave … here’s to you … and here’s to Jill, and to the fun she’s going to have for the next five days … I didn’t tell you before, but my buddies have been in Afghanistan for the last six months, and they haven’t exactly had a lot of female company … so Jill’s kinda my gift to them for the next five days … a kinda thanks and ‘attaboy’ for serving their country so faithfully … so don’t you and Veronica hurry back anytime soon, coz Jill’s gonna be kinda busy for the next few days.” 
 
    And then the camera image went dead – the last thing being Luther’s grinning face as he stopped speaking and allowed me to hear again the moans and sighs of pleasure from the depths of the house, where Jill was providing day one of the planned five-day campaign to improve Army morale. Not exactly GI issue, more the workings of the private sector as Luther delighted in somehow having found another way to pile hot coals on my soul. 
 
    I turned to Veronica, who was looking at me with a genuine look of concern, worried that Luther might well have found my breaking point. Might well have pushed me and Jill to a point that even I couldn’t stand. 
 
    I looked across at the clock. I had to get up in four hours. I had to complete the final part of the project recovery and then close out the final parts of the new role and package Oasis and I were negotiating. How the hell could I focus on these life-defining tasks when I was so distracted by what Jill was up to back in Miami? But however bad the distraction, I had to try with every fiber of my being. Because this new role in California could offer answers to so many challenges that were flashing danger in front of me as I struggled to process what I’d learned these last few hours. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 5 
 
    Tuesday 4th September, Miami International Airport 
 
    The last five days had been some of the most confusing and intense days of my life. Days full of worry, pleasure, and sexual highs. Oh, and the small matter of avoiding major litigation for my company and icing the details of a career move under the noses of my current employers. 
 
    Thursday and Friday were days filled with work during office hours and a surreal mix of being the pretend daddy to Haley and the temporary significant other for Veronica for the evening hours followed by the voyeuristic thrills and heartache of watching the edited highlights of the new life Luther was laying out for Jill back in Miami. This pattern only changing slightly come the weekend, when happy ‘family’ time with Veronica and Haley replaced office chores, whilst the evening's ups and downs remained unchanged. 
 
    Pool, dinner, TV, and bedtime story for Haley. A long, pleasurable love-making session with her mother and then buckle up to see what new and imaginative torment Luther’s fertile mind had managed to concoct for me today. Veronica always being incredibly supportive and understanding, cuddled next to me, and comforting me as I experienced the full range of highs and lows. 
 
    Not surprisingly, Luther seemed to be putting the game higher in his priorities than his business. Jill seemed to have been told to forsake her normal management duties in favor of playing a joint hostess-cum-concubine role to Luther and Malcolm’s four Army buddies. The six guys and Jill barely seemed to leave the house for the whole five days, with the exception of the evenings when they went to one of Luther’s clubs with dining and then headed either someplace to dance or back to the Pink Cabaret. About half the time they were out, Dee was also in attendance. And while she partly helped take some of the strain for Jill, at least in terms of keeping the guys happy during meals and bouts of dancing, Jill was still clearly the main center of attention. The guys enjoyed chatting to and dancing with Dee and would certainly flirt a bit, but they knew the dynamics were different as Dee was clearly Luther’s girl. Whereas from Luther’s words and from Jill’s actions they knew that she’d been provided for and was fully available for their pleasure and entertainment. 
 
    Even aside from Malcolm and Luther, there were four guests and only one Jill. Luther had an army of girls he could have called on to provide more entertainment, to share the load, and probably give his buddies more of a shot as the boy-girl ratio would have been more to their liking. But this wasn’t his game. With all the events being recorded, edited, and dispatched to the poor schmuck in L.A., having more girls on hand would just have diluted the twisted game he was enjoying so much. 
 
    So instead I had to watch, half-happy and half-tormented, as three-thousand miles away my beautiful wife was wined and dined, twirled and serenaded and generally treated as the belle of the ball by six black guys. Each night, all eight of us (six-plus Veronica and me) knew exactly how the movie reel would end, but knowing this didn’t make the watching and waiting any easier for yours truly. 
 
    I can honestly say that even after all the things that Jill and I had been through and experienced this last year, those five days were the most intense and most conflicted. I’d be dishonest if I didn’t say I enjoyed much of what Luther offered me up to watch. After all, if I’d not in part enjoyed it, I’d not have watched it at all. 
 
    But what at so many junctures froze me rigid with fear was thinking about the long game. Thinking about where all of this was leading. Jill’s relationship with Chris had lasted just less than six months, had involved only him, and had nearly cost me my marriage. Yet here we were, just two-and-a-half months into Jill’s relationship with Malcolm and I’d heard her proudly declare to Luther and Dee that she loved Malcolm and she was so into her new strip club black-on-white lifestyle that she’d taken a job managing black-owned strip clubs and was now happily playing hostess-cum-sex partner to four guys who she didn’t know from Adam. 
 
    The thought of what this meant in terms of what was going on in Jill’s head, and how fast her desires and attitudes were evolving was truly scary. It wasn’t during the night times when I watched the videos Luther provided that I worried and fretted – my senses were too busy during these times – but rather it was during the quieter moments of the day that the siren and nagging voices of fear and doom would whisper in my ear, asking me how long it would be before Jill and I again reached a crisis point just as we had done with Chris. 
 
    I had to guess that Luther was paying someone to edit and stitch together the videos he let me see. They were so skillfully crafted to mix raw, raunchy sex with more subtle sights and sounds. A perfectly crafted narcotic for the cuckold voyeur within me that had hatched a year ago and who was now in control of so much of my daily life. Mixing the softer stuff of Jill flirting, dancing, or kissing with one of the new guys with the harder stuff. The scenes of Jill being fucked hard by one or two guys at the same time. The scenes of Jill loving every moment of it, cumming time after time, making sounds she’d not made with me in twenty years of marriage as she gave herself so fully to be the happy sexual toy of guys she’d never met before. The scenes of the stolen moments between Jill and Malcolm – moments they somehow stole between just the two of them amongst all the lust and rutting of the wider group. These scenes and moments in each and every way the most thrilling and the most frightening for me to watch. 
 
    Whoever put these videos together for Luther knew his or her art form. Constructing the perfect blend of sex and emotion. Showing me just enough of the three evenings when Jill again danced for them before happily going back to the bench with the straps. Showing me enough of the way they fucked her to be erotic but never boring or repetitive. Showing me just enough that I could see how Jill had developed sexually even just in the short period of five days. The double penetrations of her beautiful married body now clearly something that was almost normal and run-of-the-mill to her. Half the time involving Malcolm, signifying to both me and all the guys present the special place he had in Jill’s heart and in her life. The other times when he wasn’t involved being marked by both Jill and the guys involved seeking his permission, again marking his role, as if he were Jill’s husband, the guy whose permission was needed. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    By the time the three of us finally left L.A. on Monday, I was feeling frail, both physically and emotionally. What with Haley and Veronica’s demands on me, the demand of work, and the way Jill’s antics back home had stoked my addiction and kept me awake longer than was good for me, taking this all together I was severely short of sleep and energy. Both physical and emotional energy. 
 
    But before my energy-sapping trip was over, Luther had one final trick to play on me. Luggage safely collected and on our trolley, as we came into the arrivals I felt a lump in my throat as I saw Luther’s evil-looking smile beaming at the three of us. I felt a sense of dread and fear as we slowly closed the distance to where he was waiting, things only becoming clearer when we’d shaken hands and were all standing together. When Luther explained that as Veronica’s boss he’d wanted to come and collect her and Haley, using what sounded a far-fetched excuse that as Haley had school the next day he thought it was his duty to make sure they didn’t have to suffer taxi queues. 
 
    As he started moving Veronica and Haley towards the car park I asked where my ride was. With a grin that nearly stopped my heart, he simply said that Jill and Malcolm would be here soon as they wanted to talk to me. With that he turned on his heel and left me alone in my misery, feeling very disconcerted and gazing down at the floor as my mind conjured all kinds of outcomes and directions for the conversation Jill and Malcolm wanted to have with me. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    I don’t know how long these tortured thoughts whirled around in my head or how long I looked down at the floor. But in the end, I summoned enough spirit and resolve to pick my head up, just in time to see Jill and Malcolm walk through the entrance door and start heading in my direction. 
 
    Even at a distance, Jill was a picture of sexy loveliness. She was wearing a bright red mini dress that I’d not seen before, the hem so short that it barely covered her hips and would surely give anyone close by a view of her panties if she crossed her legs or allowed the skirt to ride up in even the smallest way. The front was low-cut with a u-shaped scoop that showed off plenty of cleavage and much of the tops of her boobs. The dress perfectly complemented by matching red high heels, the whole outfit instantly perking up my energy levels as my cock hardened and my hormone levels picked up. 
 
    As Jill walked over I sensed she was so excited to see me that she wanted to break into a run, but that she just about managed to keep it under control, intent to send some kind of message to me. But when she did finally reach me she stepped away from her man-mountain boyfriend and wrapped her arms around me, her soft skin and the feel of her lips on mine instantly making me feel a million times better. 
 
    She kissed me with real heat and passion, the moment going on and on, eventually only broken as she pulled her head back slightly and spoke in hushed tones so Malcolm couldn’t here. “I love you so much, honey, so much. I really missed you, baby, I’m so glad you’re finally home.” Her words immediately giving way to another tight hug and heartfelt kiss. This time the words she whispered to me making me feel less happy. “I love you so much baby, but we’ve got so much to talk about when we get home. So much has happened in the last few days.” 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    My sense of confidence from the wonderful kiss Jill had given me lasted barely three seconds, because no sooner were those words said and her impish little smile shared only with me than she was back standing next to Malcolm’s towering black body. Her arm looped through his, her left hand in his right hand as Jill got the three of us moving towards the airport’s Flamingo Garage. 
 
    The fact that I was home after nearly a week apart and yet Jill was still with Malcolm rather than me hurt and annoyed me in nearly equal measure. My twisted and worried mind unable to stop myself drawing the comparison with when we’d been to England with Chris and Gemma – when the first week back had been a ‘Chris-free zone’, an agreed rule Jill had been happy to go along with for nearly a full week. But now with her new man, I’d returned after a week apart and he was the one she was clinging to. 
 
    If this none too subtle body language had left me upset and worried, the fact that the car waiting to whisk us home was Malcolm’s SUV rather than either of our two cars only added insult to injury. The whole welcome home routine just getting progressively worse. Maybe it was meant with a good heart, but Malcolm taking my heavy luggage from me and lifting it in as if it weighed nothing was a further twist of the emasculating blade. Leaving me with a hurt and pouting expression that I hated, the very opposite of the image I wanted to project – not that Jill could see as she’d climbed in upfront next to Malcolm, leaving me alone on the backbench. 
 
    As we drove the short distance back home at least Jill’s attention and conversation was largely trained in my direction, as she peppered me with questions about L.A., the new job offer, and what Veronica, Haley and I had gotten up to in the downtime from my work commitments. The angry and hurt part of my brain wanting to tell that we spend a goodly part of our free time watching her cavorting around like Miami’s biggest tart with six guys, four of whom were total strangers to her but who she was nonetheless happy to let screw her. Whenever their hard dicks led them in her direction, which was often as their long period without a woman meant they were in need of a hole to fuck and Jill was a beautiful and welcoming option for them. 
 
    Or maybe I should have called out and told her how I watched the edited highlights of my wife telling Malcolm and his friends how she loved him – something she’d neglected to tell me in any of the calls we shared during my week away. 
 
    But instead, I kept quiet about these twin sores which were eating away at my soul, making me wonder what kind of woman Jill had become as she and I had slowly descended into the lifestyle we now lived. My mind thinking how the carefree and happy weekend of John and Becky’s wedding seemed a lifetime ago, not just the two months that had actually passed since then. 
 
    At least when we did get home Malcolm had the decency not to hang around. Although Jill remained in his car with him for fully fifteen minutes talking and kissing before she finally gave him a deep and passionate goodnight kiss and watched with a baleful look on her face as he reversed out and headed off, sent on his way with the vision of Jill waving at him in his rearview mirror. 
 
    Seeing Jill behave like this – one small, unintended sleight after another – had left me feeling really hurt and unloved by the time Jill finally came in. But thankfully for my sanity and temper, now that Malcolm was gone, the Jill who’d welcomed me at the airport with such a passionate hug and kiss reappeared and pushed the other Jill into the background. 
 
    I poured myself a welcome home Scotch and as I turned with drink in hand, I came face-to-face with my beautiful wife who, her heels now kicked off, had glided silently across the floor to resume where we’d left off when she’d first greeted me at the airport. The soft skin of her arms feeling wonderful pressed tightly around my neck, bringing me out in goosebumps as she smiled seductively into my eyes. 
 
    “Would the big boss and breadwinner like to go upstairs to get his reward for such a good job in L.A.?” she playfully asked, her eyebrows arched in an exaggerated fashion as she hammed up her part as the vampish seductress. 
 
    She looked at me for long moments, our eyes locked together, neither of us speaking, Jill pulling her shoulders back and pushing her chest out to present herself in a way that made it even more difficult for me to say no. Seeing her there like that in front of me, my mind went back to how Malcolm had been able to pick her up and both carry and fuck her as if she weighed nothing. The thought painful in my mind as at that moment, with Jill displaying herself like this, I’d have liked nothing more than to pick her up, carry her upstairs, dump her on the bed and fuck the living daylights out of her until her teasing smile was well and truly gone. Fucked out of her, until she submitted and begged for mercy, once more in her rightful place as my wife and woman. 
 
    But that was all just daydreaming. I have many qualities which I know Jill loves, but this type of physical strength is not among them. So instead I had to content myself with how things played out, as Jill kissed me softly, mouthing the words ‘reward time’ into my ear. As her wet tongue hinted at what was to come as it traced its way around the sensitive skin in my right ear, before burrowing deeper in a way that left little to the imagination. 
 
    Jill pushed the glass to my lips, nudged it back so I took a deep gulp and then placed it on the table before leading me over to the couch. Still silent she smiled wickedly as she started unbuttoning my shirt, taking her time to rub the light covering of hair on my chest and to tickle and tease my nipples. 
 
    She kissed me softly. “I love you, honey. Thanks for the last few days.” 
 
    I looked deep into her eyes. “What happened, these last few days?” remembering that I wasn’t meant to know, that Luther had recorded all the footage he’d sent me in secret. 
 
    Her grin just got bigger. “Not for now, I’ll tell you later,” she parried, her attention now on my belt buckle as she soon removed my pants and boxers, stripping me so I was now naked before her. 
 
    She looked down at my swollen cock in a very clear and obvious way, smiling as she looked up from there until our eyes met again. My sensitive ego thinking her smile was somehow mocking me, making an unfavorable comparison to the six black cocks with which she entertained herself with this last week. Her hand reached out to squeeze me and test my hardness, the fingers of her right hand nearly covering all of my cock in a way they’d certainly not have done for one of her black cocks. 
 
    “I love you so much, honey,” she repeated, as if she could read my mind and wanted to reassure me as she dropped to her knees and took me in her mouth. The warmth and moistness of her mouth feeling magical as I threw my head back and moaned with satisfaction. I loved this woman for who she was and how she made me feel and what we’d built as a couple. But right here and right now I loved her most of all because of how her warm and wet mouth made me feel as it bobbed back and forth on my cock, her finger slipping in a little and teasing my ass. I loved the way my nerve endings were firing me up with wonderful pleasure, even if a dark little corner of my brain wished she wasn’t now able to deep-throat me with such nonchalant ease. Her definition of what was a challenge having been reset by having known so many big cocks over the last year. 
 
    Sensing I was close, Jill rose from her knees and led me by my cock up the stairs into our bedroom, using my rod as if it was some kind of leash as she positioned me right in the middle of the bed on my back. 
 
    Once again, her eyes never left my own as she smirked and slowly stripped out of the tight red mini-dress Malcolm must have bought for her, showing me she wore a matching red thong but no bra as the garment came up and over her head. 
 
    Jill didn’t waste any more time with foreplay, she simply stepped up onto the bed, took a couple of paces and then positioned herself directly above my straining cock. Grasped in her hand, her legs repositioned to put her pussy above its target and two seconds later I was balls deep inside Jill’s warm pussy. 
 
    Content just to sit there, her love lips and mons snug against my groin, she grinned. “How do I feel, honey? Do I feel a little looser, a little bigger than when you went away?” 
 
    I groaned, her teasing words driving me crazy. “Are you happy, honey? Is this what you wanted? Your naughty wife being a total slut with her boyfriend and five other black guys for a whole week? What would your friends say if they knew I behaved like that and that you loved every moment?” 
 
    Although I groaned again from Jill’s words and the slow up and down motion of her pussy on my cock, a big part of me wanted something different. The old Jill and Dave, a loving couple who shared moments like this without the thought of anyone or anything else in their heads. A couple who loved each other and showed this through monogamous and tender love-making. 
 
    But looking up at my slowly undulating wife, her big boobs so appealing as she sat astride me, I realized that however much I might have longed for it, this particular ship had sailed long ago. The way that Jill had behaved since I’d landed, the way she was having sex with me both painful reminders of how much things had changed. 
 
    “Not like this, Jill. Just you and me, okay? Jill and Dave.” 
 
    She knew what I meant, but even though the teasing words stopped, that teasing smile didn’t alter one jot. The smile, the way she slowly eased up and down, both of them giving me the feeling I was being sexed by a skillful and high-class call girl, rather than making love to my best friend and soulmate. 
 
    This thought was painful and I toyed with asking Jill again, but I’d asked once and she knew what I wanted. I didn’t want to seem desperate so I left it with her, one ask was enough. But instead of what I wanted Jill slowly eased up and off me and walked further up the bed, planting her newly bald pussy just inches from my face, giving me the closest of close-ups. 
 
    “Do I look different, honey? Sharing me with six hunky guys for a week, maybe your sweet little pussy isn’t so sweet and little any more. Do you want to lick me out, honey? Do you want to check?” 
 
    Just for a moment, I thought she was going to lower herself down onto my face and give me no choice. I was aware that at other times this might be something I’d have wanted, even including the gentle teasing and trash-talking. But this wasn’t one of those times. This was a time I wanted the woman I loved. 
 
    “No, honey, no tonight, not now,” my voice gentle but firm, pushing her away and then moving her onto the bed next to me. “You and me, just you and me, sweetheart.” 
 
    I sank into Jill and our lips locked together, Jill’s hands massaging the skin at the back of my neck as she stroked my hair. My hips pumping up and down, doing my best to reconnect by making love rather than just sharing raw sex. I don’t know if I was just imaging it, my mind polluted by her question about whether she felt different, but I started thinking she was looser and a little more stretched out than before. As I slowly pumped in and out, kissing the woman I loved, I tried to put this thought out of my mind, but it just kept on coming back. 
 
    Jill and I made love like this for a few minutes, but there was a restlessness about Jill, as if she was distracted and her mind was somewhere else, only her body being there with me in bed. After a few minutes, she wriggled around enough that she’d maneuvered us so that I was back underneath her and she was once again on top of me, riding me and moving her hips in a way that suggested she was desperate to get my cock to touch just the right spot in her pussy. As if unless she found the spot, I was no use to her. 
 
    While her hip movement sent this message, her eyes had a faraway and glassy look to them. Not the warm, sparkling ‘happy with life’ twinkle that I was so used to seeing in Jill. Something was missing, it was like I was making love to a facsimile of my loving wife, the real Jill somehow AWOL and mentally someplace else. 
 
    Several times I was on the point of stopping everything and calling Jill out on it, but each time there would be just enough of the old Jill to stop me. Just enough of a smile or just enough of a kiss or soft tender touch. But it was a deeply unsettling experience, the first time I’d felt like this on an evening when Jill and I were reunited after she’d spent time with a lover. 
 
    When I finally came I almost felt a sense of relief, glad the experience was over because it was so far from what I’d wanted and needed, and as we cuddled together the optimist in me thought that maybe sex was off the table the emotional reconnection I craved would more easily come back to life. But as we lay there kissing and cuddling, I had the same creeping doubt, that Jill was going through the motions physically, but emotionally she was in a different place. 
 
    Even though she’d not cum, Jill soon drifted off to sleep, leaving me frustrated, worried, and more than a little angry. Jill’s body was still naked, the sheet draped only over the bottom half, leaving my eyes to roam over her flat tummy and breasts. 
 
    Gazing at her tummy I wondered how many times she’d taken a big black cock over the last week. Six guys over six days, multiplied by the carnal hunger of a long Army mission before, we had to be talking easily in excess of a hundred. Who knows, maybe she’d been gunning for the two hundred mark. A thought that in my current mental state left me ninety-nine percent angry and disgusted and only one percent excited. The one percent mentally imagining the repetitive bulge-no bulge-bulge-no bulge pattern of a black cock so deep in her that it actually made a visible mark every time it was thrust deep. 
 
    I pushed this thought away and looked further up Jill’s body, seeing the small black spade marking on my wife’s right breast, my mind shivering as I recalled Luther’s comment that he might pay for a permanent version. The thought that Jill had come to bed with me with both the temporary marking and the silver nipple rings still in place just adding to my angst and hurt. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    I was pleasantly surprised the next day when my nostrils woke me up as they relayed the smell of cooked bacon and eggs to the aroma-sensing part of my brain, this pleasant start to the day completed by my slowly opening eyes seeing my beaming wife standing above me with a breakfast tray. 
 
    One kiss later she was talking to me. “Sorry, honey. Sorry if I was a bit off last night. It’s just I was a bit nervous, a bit out of sorts.” 
 
    Only just awake, I was too sleepy to still be angry, any hurt I might have felt washed away as I looked at that loving smile. “Nervous, nervous about what? What’s there to be nervous about?” I really didn’t understand why with me back home she was nervous. 
 
    Jill started to say something, started to explain, but then she stopped herself and changed the subject. “When you’ve eaten and showered, shall we go for a walk in the park?” 
 
    I nodded my head, but before my sleepy brain had a chance to probe further Jill had given me one more kiss and then scurried down the stairs, her voice with a noticeable nervous tone calling back after her, “Don’t be too long, honey.” Her poor husband left to worry about the upcoming conversation as I ate and showered as fast as I could. 
 
    We drove the short distance to Ingraham Park with Jill doing her best to stop any meaningful conversation about what was on her mind by a non-stop chatter of meaningless small talk. I knew her game and decided to let it pass as we’d be in the park in ten minutes anyway. 
 
    The car safely parked we set off hand-in-hand enjoying the beautiful pace and calm of the surroundings. As we walked together in silence, my mind went back to what Jill had said when she’d greeted me at the airport. ‘We’ve got so much to talk about … so much has happened in the last few days,’ Jill’s words echoed around my head. With words as nerve-wracking as this, it took a super-human effort to wait until she was ready, but I was determined that she’d be the one to speak first and lay out what was on her mind. 
 
    We were walking with our heads straight ahead, but even though I couldn’t see her face, I could sense the nervous energy radiating from my wife, until finally after about a quarter-of-an-hour of walking I heard a deep intake of breath and knew that Jill was about to share what was on her mind. 
 
    “Dave, honey, there’s no easy way to say this ….” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 6 
 
    Wednesday 5th September, Ingraham Park, Coral Gable Florida 
 
    “Dave, honey, there’s no easy way to say this...” 
 
    These were the bone-chilling words that Jill finally found the courage to say fifteen minutes after we’d started our hand-in-hand walk through the park’s natural beauty that should have had such a restorative effect on my soul. 
 
    As it was, I was feeling anything but restored, Jill’s words immediately causing my mind to race back to what she’d told me when I’d landed back from L.A., almost the first words out of her mouth being ‘We’ve got so much to talk about … so much has happened in the last few days.’ 
 
    Jill’s new words caused me to judder to a halt, like some woodland animal feeling a hunting shell slamming into its center mass, turning to look into Jill’s nervous face. 
 
    “Dave, honey, do you remember when we talked before? You remember how I promised you I’d never leave you for another guy, but how I said I couldn’t promise I’d never fall in love again, because life’s not like that?” 
 
    She waited for me to reply, as if it was some formal script whereby I had to say my part. It was a weird feeling – half knowing what she was about to say, the love bit, but not knowing the rest, where she might take it. So I felt as nervous and gut-wrenchingly scared as if I knew none of it. 
 
    “What are you trying to say, Jill? Do the decent thing and put me out of my misery, just spit it out, don’t string me along and make it ten times worse…” 
 
    Jill winced at my rebuke, looking down at the ground for long seconds before summoning the strength to look back up and into my face. 
 
    “Dave, honey, when we started playing this game, we both knew there were dangers. That there were risks. That I might fall in love with one of the guys you shared with me.” 
 
    I felt my blood start to boil. ‘With one of the guys you shared with me’. She was making me out to be the bad guy, as if it was all my fault and she was some kind of helpless victim with no control over events. 
 
    “Jill, what exactly are you saying, and whatever it is you’re saying, are you really saying it’s all my fault because that’s what it sounds like,” the anger in my voice clear, my words delivered with a tone dripping in righteous indignation. 
 
    The anger seemed to shoot right past Jill, maybe she was too nervous to notice it or take it on board, too intent to finally say what she was so obviously struggling to share. 
 
    “Dave, honey, I love you and I never want to leave you, but I’ve fallen for Malcolm. And I’m truly sorry if that hurts you, but I want to be honest with you. Be straight with you, just like I was with Chris.” 
 
    Mentioning Chris’s name wasn’t the smartest thing she could have done, the name guaranteed to raise my hackles and feel infinitely more angry and upset. 
 
    The human mind’s a strange thing. Although I’d already known what Jill had just told me for nearly a week, I felt genuinely outraged and upset, my angry response being real and not some act. My fears and anger at what might come driving the look on my face and the anger in my voice. 
 
    “So you love him, but you don’t want to leave me, at least not for now. So what does it mean, what happens now?” I asked voice dripping with acid and pain, the reference to ‘not for now’ deliberately intended to hurt Jill, reminding her of her brief dalliance with the idea of leaving me for Chris. 
 
    My meaning wasn’t lost on Jill, a look of hurt immediately appearing on her face, making me feel one part guilty for nine parts happy at having landed a blow when I was feeling so wounded and hurt. 
 
    “That’s not fair,” she complained, genuine hurt in her voice. “How many times do I have to apologize for that? How many times do I have to say sorry?” 
 
    I could have deescalated, been more conciliatory. But I wasn’t in the mood, so instead, I took the opening. “You can see my point, can’t you?” I asked as if I was addressing a particularly stupid child. “You say you’ll never leave me, but then you go and do something like that with Chris. You do see my point, don’t you?” 
 
    Just for a moment Jill’s face flickered and I thought she was going to start crying, but just as quickly I saw a familiar look appear. Jill’s one of the most patient and loving people I know, but like most people like that, if you push her too far you’ll reap the whirlwind, and that was what I started to see slowly build in her normally loving face. 
 
    “See your point? See your point? Of course, I see your fucking point, Dave. After all, you never wanted any of this, did you? This was all me, all the time, all the men. Daryl – that was me. Chris – that was me. Freddy and Josh – obviously me, I virtually forced you to let me go over and flirt with them when I’d just finished fucking with Chris. And then Luther and Malcolm – me, me, me.” 
 
    I tried to interject, realizing I’d pushed too hard and that I’d be wise to try and cool her down, but she had no intention of letting me get a word in edgeways. 
 
    “It was all me, the sick demented slut, married to the poor loving man who never once encouraged me to stray. Who never once told me how exciting he found it. Who never once told me we couldn’t stop when I told him I was worried and that maybe we should try and stop. How stupid of me to think it was ever anything less than a hundred percent all my idea and fault.” 
 
    “Ji―” was as far as I got. 
 
    “No, shut the fuck up. I hold my hand up, yes some of this is on me, but don’t you dare stand there with your holier-than-thou attitude, patronizing and insulting me, making me feel like it’s all my idea, all my fault. We did this thing together, Dave, and I try to talk to you honestly and openly as an equal and you throw it back in my face. Well, fuck you, Dave. If that’s your attitude.” 
 
    Finally, she was done. 
 
    I was in shock, just staring at her, trying to work out what to say, but before I could even speak she’d stormed past me and was off walking back towards the car. Leaving me rooted to the spot trying to decide what to do, watching her figure getting smaller and smaller as paralyzed by indecision I tried to work it out. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    When I got back to the car, there was no sign of Jill. I toyed with ringing her, but I was angry and hurting, sure that she was the one who had to make the first move, make the first apology. So after a final look around, I climbed in and drove home. 
 
    As I got nearer to home I was aware of a painful, nervous feeling in the pit of my stomach as I started to wonder whether when I turned the corner into our road I’d see Jill’s car in our drive. Or whether she was so upset and angry from our argument that she’d have driven off somewhere until we’d both calmed down. 
 
    Arguments of this scale had been few and far between during our twenty-plus years of marriage, and the two or three times we’d ever argued like this before we’d always managed to patch things up. Both naturally calm and conciliatory people, when our blood had calmed we’d both been equally upset and almost traumatized that we’d let our tempers get the better of us. The fear of what and where Jill might have gone was gnawing away at me as minute by minute I got closer to home, as I clung onto the memories of the happy endings from all of our previous major fights. 
 
    But as I finally turned to the corner, my heart sank as I saw the empty space where Jill’s car usually sat. Immediately thinking the worst, that she’d upped sticks and headed off to lover boy’s house. 
 
    Letting myself in, even though her car was gone, I still had the misplaced hope of a true-born optimist that maybe she’d still be there, that maybe she’d just moved her car around the corner to scare me. But when I put my pride to one side and called out, my call went unanswered. 
 
    Feeling thoroughly depressed and upset – how had we gone from family wedding and new job to this so fast - I slumped down in my favorite armchair, eyed the Scotch but thought better of it and just sat there ruminating. Angry at myself for sparking Jill’s temper, but equally angry at Jill as I was the one who had more to feel upset about, having a wife fly off the handle when I’d understandably been upset by Jill’s words about loving another. 
 
    I just sat and stewed like that for a good hour, my feelings a melting pot of fear, indignation, and worry that this might turn out worse than things had gone with Chris. 
 
    During this hour, my self-respect had helped me resist the desire to go and check Jill’s wardrobe, to see if she’d taken clothes and suitcase with her, but after an hour my fears and need to know got the better of me and I headed upstairs to check. 
 
    I breathed a sigh of relief that nothing appeared to be gone and returned downstairs feeling a little happier, wondering how long I’d have to wait and what I should do while I waited. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    It was three hours that I had to wait, which seemed more like thirty-three, as several times I nearly gave in and called Jill. 
 
    Sitting in the lounge, trying my hardest to read, my heart rose as I saw Jill’s car come round the corner and pull into our drive. But it was only a solitary moment of happiness as Malcolm’s SUV was just yards behind it, my heart sinking as Jill stepped out and waited for Malcolm so they could walk into our family home together. 
 
    Seeing her walk in like that, when she should have been alone so as we could talk, had my blood spiral from calm to boiling point in less than a nano-second. 
 
    Hearing the door open and then seeing the two of them standing there in the lounge as if butter wouldn’t melt achieved the unthinkable of making me even angrier. 
 
    “What the fuck?” I spluttered, incapable of saying or thinking anything else. 
 
    “I came here to try and talk,” Jill replied, her voice calm and reasonable, the opposite of how I was feeling. “Can’t we all just sit down and talk?” she asked. 
 
    “What’s he doing here? Maybe we could talk if he wasn’t here,” I said pointing at the black man-mountain, painfully aware that the six-seven giant could crush me like an eggshell if things got heated, thinking back to how he’d humiliated Chris without breaking a sweat. 
 
    Jill gave me a strange look. “Don’t pretend like this is all a shock to you. Luther’s told me all about it. About you and he secretly colluding, spying on me last week, getting your secret kicks. So don’t you stand there high and mighty, pretending like you didn’t know about me and Malcolm. About how we feel about each other. Just don’t, okay. For once, come out and be open and honest about it.” 
 
    Jill’s words knocked the wind right out of my sails. I suddenly felt deflated, struggling to keep the spirit to fight and stand up to Jill, and Malcolm stood right there in front of me in my family home. In our family home. 
 
    Luther had played me. Using the secret we shared like an expert card player uses the Ace of Spades or a Wild Card to trump whatever’s on the table. I felt belittled and humiliated. 
 
    Maybe it was seeing the wounded hurt look on my face, but something caused Jill’s face and voice to suddenly soften. 
 
    “Dave, honey, let’s not fight. Let’s talk, like we always do. I know you love this game we play, and I know I still love you and always will. Surely we should be able to work this all out,” her voice a paragon of calm reasonableness. 
 
    “What’s there to talk about? You’ve made your feelings clear,” the fight having left me, all I had left was self-pity and feeling sorry for myself. 
 
    “Don’t be like that, honey, there’s plenty to talk about. I told you I’d never leave you, and I stand by that, your my husband and I love you and I always will.” 
 
    I took a deep breath and looked straight into Jill’s eyes – our eyes locked together, feeling that for the first time since she’d met me at the airport we were genuinely connecting emotionally. We just looked deeply like this for what seemed an age. 
 
    “What is it you want, Jill?” 
 
    Jill paused, her mind working hard to choose just the right words. When she was finally ready she didn’t waver from looking at me for even a single moment. 
 
    “Honey, I’m a greedy girl, and besides being my loving husband you’re a cuckold who loves to watch. It might be painful to admit it, but that’s how we are, honey. And you happen to be in love with a lady called Veronica and I happen to love you and this guy standing next to me.” 
 
    She paused to see if I would react, but as I struggled to keep a mask on my face Jill continued. “So, honey, what I want is something like what we had before with Chris. A more balanced arrangement than we have now. For both of us, for you and Veronica, and for me and Malcolm.” 
 
    The silence between the two of us was deafening, as Jill waited for me to respond. Our eyes still locked together. 
 
    “What exactly do you want, Jill. Spell it out for me, no more riddles please.” 
 
    Jill took a final deep breath, her face suddenly looking loving, worried, and vulnerable all at the same time. 
 
    “What I want, honey, is both of the men I love. I want that you agree to share me with Malcolm, and in exchange, I’ll give you and Veronica what you want but are both afraid to ask for.” 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    Saturday 10th November 
 
    I looked at my watch, ten o’clock sharp. Time to roll out. Time to head across to The Pink Cabaret to meet up with the three ‘significant others’ in my life. Which assumed the fourth wouldn’t be there, that he’d maybe be somewhere else, in his counting-house, counting his money. But with Luther, you just never knew. More and more each day it felt like he was the one controlling events, moving the pieces on the chessboard as Jill and my lives inexorably slipped away from what they’d been these last twenty years plus. 
 
    As I parked the car and reached the entrance, the doorman gave me a cheery welcome. With my wife the manager and her boyfriend his direct boss, I was well known to the doorman and he gave me what was intended as a friendly slap on the shoulder, although given his weight and height the effect was the opposite of what he’d intended. 
 
    Stepping inside I stood still a moment, letting my eyes adjust to the contrasting darkness and bright spotlights and strobes. Duly adjusted, the first thing I noticed was that my girlfriend Veronica was up on the stage with two other girls – mostly dancing separately around their respective poles, but sometimes coming together for some variety and pretended sapphic embraces and kisses. 
 
    It took her a few seconds to spot me, but her whole demeanor changed when she spotted me, her face breaking out in a warm smile, and her energy levels notching up three or four levels. Her fellow dancers – Kim and Janey – both noticed and looked across, giving me an equally warm smile. With so many broken hearts and hard luck stories, as I was bringing a little light and love into Veronica’s life, I was a popular guy in the little behind stage dressing room. 
 
    Having espied and made contact with Veronica, I carried on looking around the dark shadows, trying to spot my second target. Spotting her just a few seconds later, sat facing side on to me in a booth about thirty feet away from me, leaning in and across the table, inevitably deep in conversation with the head of security. 
 
    I stood there just watching, the two of them so wrapped in their conversation that they didn’t notice me. Both of their faces animated with excitement and happiness, Jill’s the more obvious as Malcolm’s role and personality forced him to be more guarded about showing emotion. As they talked and smiled, Jill reached across and took Malcolm’s hand in hers, the distance and loud music meaning I didn’t have the faintest idea of what they were saying. 
 
    As I continued to watch them together I couldn’t help but think how much our marriage had changed – how much Jill had changed. At the simplest, most obvious level, the way that Jill was dressed was an outward marker for the change. The skirt she wore was barely a skirt, it was more like a black velour belt that just about covered her hips and was so tight it forced her to walk with short, bird-like baby steps, only just long enough to cover the gusset of her panties, with crossed legs absolutely not an option. If the skirt was questionable, the blouse was definitely over the line. The material see-through, allowing all the staff and customers to see her lacy black shelf bra, the plunging neckline so low that all of her cleavage and most of the flesh of her boobs was also free to air for both her boyfriend and the club’s horny clientele. The whole outfit completed by equally slutty platform stiletto heel pumps, black like Jill’s excuse for a skirt and obscenely tall, with two-inch platforms working with the six-inch heels to make the ultimate hooker pumps. 
 
    I shook my head. Five months ago Jill had been a high-powered executive assistant for a senior VP responsible for tens of thousands of employees all over the country. And here she was, five months on, the madame overseeing three dubious ‘gentleman’s clubs’, dressed in a manner nearly as revealing as her dancers, her goods on show for all and sundry. 
 
    And this depressing summary focused on how she was tonight – ignoring how she dressed and behaved on the nights when her boss encouraged her to get up on stage and join her girls, not that she needed much encouragement from him. Luther normally seeing fit to give Jill this encouragement on the busiest nights, or when he knew I’d be watching, knowing and enjoying the way seeing Jill dance would both excite and torture me. 
 
    Indeed, tonight was to be one of those nights – with Luther having ‘suggested’ I might like to come along as he had something special planned tonight. 
 
    When I asked him what it was, he refused to elaborate, just saying that he was sure I’d enjoy it, knowing full well I’d be incapable of resisting. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    As Jill and Malcolm continued gazing into each other’s eyes and flirting like a couple of lovestruck teenagers, I reflected on how things had changed over the last couple of months. Since I’d returned from L.A. and had the huge bust-up with Jill over her love for Malcolm and her wish that she spend more time with him and that I spend more time with Veronica. 
 
    Not surprisingly, these last couple of months had been a real rollercoaster for me. Highs and lows that made the swells and waves of an Atlantic storm seem small by comparison. 
 
    The highlight amongst the healthy highs was the enjoyment I was getting from the extra time I had with Veronica and her daughter Haley. Veronica had first declared our love for each other the week we were away in L.A., a declaration that was prompted by seeing the video feed of Jill telling Malcolm how much she loved him. What Veronica and I said and shared was true and independent of what was happening between Jill and Malcolm – it was just that it took their action to prompt the same level of honesty between Veronica and me. 
 
    And ever since that time back in early September, Veronica and I had just gotten closer and closer. Jill and I still had a life and marriage focused around her days off on Mondays and Tuesdays – the only time of the week when I had Jill fully to myself. Before my L.A. trip, by mutual agreement, I’d only lost Jill to Malcolm’s bed one night a week, and it had only happened twice, both on Thursday nights. 
 
    But now with Jill clear that she wanted and needed more time with Malcolm, aside from the Mondays and Tuesdays which were Jill and Dave time, the time I saw her for the rest of the week was much reduced. Always clever at negotiation, Jill had pointed out that when Chris and Gemma were in our lives, she’d basically had an ‘MWF’ arrangement with Chris. Whereby Monday, Wednesday, and Friday evenings with her lover had slowly but inevitably morphed into Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays sleeping over at Chris’s. 
 
    When we’d sat down to talk after our big fight, Jill had asked me to agree to her basically having the Chris arrangement but with Malcolm. With the days slightly changed to reflect when her days off occurred and when the clubs she managed were busiest. And so with more than a little reluctance and trepidation, I agreed to let Jill sleepover at Malcolm’s on Wednesday, Friday, and Saturday. 
 
    Even as I’d gotten Jill to agree this was just a temporary try-out and that we’d review it after four weeks, I knew in my heart I had little chance of winning back these nights. And sure enough, the four-week review wasn’t much of a review, and Jill’s three nights a week with Malcolm were essentially now etched in stone. That’s how it had been for the last two months now, the effect of the days which Jill had chosen being to effectively segregate my week into two. The first part, just the two days of Monday and Tuesday which felt vaguely normal for Jill and me as a couple. And the rest of the week where I had basically lost Jill to Malcolm and Jill’s job, which in combination meant I saw precious little of Jill aside from Monday and Tuesday. Because by choosing Friday and Saturday, Jill and Malcolm had managed to annex the weekend for their relationship, with me not seeing Jill from Thursday night when she left for work at around eight until when I woke up on Monday morning at around six and gave my sleeping wife a goodbye kiss before I headed off to work. 
 
    At the time I’d argued with Jill about the days she’d chosen – but she’d just given me the not much better option of swapping a weekend date for one of her days off. It’s was Hobson’s choice, both options deeply frustrating. So in the end I went along with Jill and Malcolm’s preference – resulting in what was now to all intents and purposes a part-time, two days a week marriage. 
 
    By some distance, this had been the biggest downer of the last two months. Jill and I still loved each other and thoroughly enjoyed our Mondays and Tuesdays, but I missed her terribly for the rest of the week. I had the comfort that for much of the rest of the week, while Jill was with Malcolm, I was free to spend more time with Veronica. And although I did love Veronica, I ached for Jill on the nights we were apart. With the distinct feeling that I missed her more than she missed me on the nights, we were apart. Veronica and I were new together and just building a relationship. The newness and freshness had its benefits but compared to the depth and longevity of the love and relationship Jill and I had built over so many years it was at a different level. And that’s why, even though I loved Veronica and loved the time we spent together, I still ached for Jill in the second half of each week, when her absence seemed to last forever. 
 
    But the last year plus had turned me more and more into a very complicated and confused man, and I challenge any man or cuckold living a lifestyle like this not to admit to being confused and disoriented. Because for every ten moments I wistfully thought of how I missed Jill, there were seven or eight moments of an aching excitement that my wife had chosen to be absent in the arms or bed of another man. A man who was younger than me, stood nearly a foot taller than me, was trained in the lethal arts of combat, and who was blessed with a cock much thicker and much longer than my own. 
 
    Without these deep-running and constant cuckold thrills, I’d have called time on this new version of our marriage long ago. But as it was, however much I missed Jill, and however much I worried about where our direction of travel might ultimately take us, the perverted and possibly self-destructive pleasures I got kept me bought into the game we were playing. Desperately hoping that it was indeed a game and not something that would ultimately cost me my marriage. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    Looking across at Jill, sat there so happy with Malcolm I couldn’t help but think back four or five days to the Monday and Tuesday Jill and I had just spent together. I’d managed to get the Monday and Tuesday off work and the two of us had spent both days together, as inseparable as we’d been in our early years of dating and marriage. 
 
    The two days had been a real mix. Romantic, tender, and loving times in bed – focused on just the two of us, the presence of Malcolm and Veronica in our lives temporarily forgotten by unspoken and mutual agreement. More reflective times when we found the courage and honesty to discuss our respective relationships with Malcolm and Veronica. Discussing both the good points of what we were both enjoying and also the fault line that was so painful to address. That, although they went along with it, neither Malcolm nor Veronica liked having to share us with another person. 
 
    Both of them understood this was the inevitable consequence of the fact that Jill and I still loved each other deeply and didn’t want to throw away our love and the family life we’d made and nurtured. But both of them were honest enough to say that, although they accepted it as the price to be paid, they’d have preferred not to have to share. 
 
    So what we had between us only held together so long as both Jill and I held the line, driven by our desire to stay together. The moment one or other of us weakened, prepared to sacrifice our time together, then the pull from our respective lovers would rapidly unravel the whole set up. Jill and I both knew this and both of us worried about it, with me being the one who worried more. 
 
    But the warmth and the depth of Jill’s love that I’d felt earlier as we spent time together went a long way to reassuring me and damping down my fears, which was just as well as one of the other things we had to talk about was the impact of my new job with Oasis on where we’d live and work. 
 
    I’d formally said yes to Oasis just a few days ago and they were being remarkably helpful and flexible regards to the question of where I’d be based. Knowing Jill had a job in Miami (although thankfully they didn’t know what it was) and knowing Miami was our family base, they’d actually been the ones to propose that we keep things flexible for the first three months I was with them. Which in practice meant I’d be co-located between Miami and L.A. for the next three months. Three months while I worked my notice with my old company, and three months when I switched across to Oasis, the whole resignation and move eased considerably by the fact that Oasis was such a large customer of ours. 
 
    For the short-term, this was a near-ideal situation. It meant that on someone else’s dime Jill and I could spend time with John, Becky, and our first grandchild who was due in December. It also meant we could kick the can down the road in terms of longer-term decisions we needed to make about where I’d be based in the future. Oasis saying that the board and I would discuss and decide my permanent base in May. Given the highly complicated set of relationships that now constituted Jill and my marriage, this was just as well. 
 
    During our two days together on Monday and Tuesday Jill and I had talked about the future and locations – and the only conclusion we reached was that we didn’t have a conclusion, that we just didn’t know. We knew we wanted to stay together. We knew neither of us wanted to lose Malcolm or Veronica in our respective lives. Jill knew she didn’t want to lose her new job. And we knew we wanted to be there for John, Becky, and our grandchild, both to support them and see as much of them as we could. That much we knew – but the big decision on L.A. alone or Miami and L.A. together was just too hard for us to take right now. That much we could agree on. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    As I watched my love-struck wife and her black man-mountain paramour canoodling like puppy-loving teenagers their behavior seemed all the more painful to me when I recalled how it had been me who had been the one looking into Jill’s eyes just a few days ago. 
 
    Still holding hands and leaned across the table, Jill was the one who leaned a little further so that their lips could finally meet. The first kiss short, but soon joined by a longer second and then a third kiss. The slight change in head position finally being enough that Malcolm caught sight of me out of the corner of his eye. After a final kiss his lips moving as he spoke to Jill whose head twisted around to confirm to look at me and confirm what he’d no doubt just told her. 
 
    Jill smiled lovingly at me, kissed Malcolm’s dark fingers in a surprisingly erotic little gesture, and then got up to walk towards me. Her steps short, her ass swinging provocatively atop her six-inch hooker pumps, the swing of her hips part designed to excite her boyfriend who was watching lustfully, and part the inevitable consequence of the tightness of her skirt. 
 
    “Hi, honey,” she greeted me with a warm smile and kiss, whispering in my ear with an excited and inquisitive tone, “is he watching?” 
 
    “Ahhhmm,” I answered, both enjoying and not enjoying having to answer the question. Somehow symbolic of the constant state of conflict that was my lot these days. 
 
    “He loves me dressed like this, the man’s got no class, no scruples,” she smiled, despite her complaint evidently enjoying the things her big black boyfriend asked her to do, the clothes he asked her to wear. 
 
    Changing the subject, I asked Jill the question that I could hardly stop thinking about since Luther had rung me two days ago. “Do you know why I’m here tonight? What Luther’s got planned?” 
 
    Jill just gave me an annoying tease of a smile. “Yes, I know, but he swore me to secrecy.” 
 
    “Even from your own husband?” 
 
    “He’s my boss. Especially from my husband,” her smile even more annoying and teasing. 
 
    We just looked at each, me with anguish and mild annoyance on my face, thinking back to how different things had been between us on Monday and Tuesday, her with a supercilious smirk from what she knew but I did not. 
 
    Her outfit was just too damned tempting and knowing I wasn’t going to outstare my wife into submission my eyes drifted down to her chest, a male instinct I just couldn’t fight. 
 
    “You like?” she asked. “The outfit, that is. I know you like what’s underneath.” 
 
    I didn’t answer but when Jill’s hand reached out and gently stroked the front of my pants she had her answer, wiggling her shoulders to give me an extra little show for free as her big boobs wobbled and made me just harder. 
 
    I saw Jill look past me and wondered who she was looking at, but when I felt a soft kiss on my cheek and breathed in the aroma of a perfume I knew intimately I had my answer. Jill’s hand being gently nudged aside as another hand took it’s place slowly rubbing up and down. 
 
    Giving me a kiss and a smile Jill disappeared through the door which led to the girls’ dressing room, leaving me alone with Veronica, who with Jill now gone had no hesitation in wrapping her arms around my neck and kissing me like she meant it. Making me instantly forget the highs and lows I’d just been feeling. 
 
    “Hi, baby, I’ve missed you,” she told me with the most tender and loving smile on her face. 
 
    “It’s only been three hours,” which was true – with today being a Saturday Jill had slept over with Malcolm the previous night and I’d slept over at Veronica’s, then spent the rest of the day with Veronica and her daughter Haley. Veronica had been tired from her late finish at the club and so I’d offered to take Haley to our piano lesson, something which we’d recently started as Jill and I had agreed to cover the cost as we knew Haley was mad keen but that Veronica would struggle to afford the cost. 
 
    I’d spent a pleasant hour listening to Haley making remarkable progress at what was only her eighth lesson, we’d grabbed a quick burger lunch and then chosen food to take back for her mum. I loved my own kids as only a parent can, but this young lady was running them a close second in the way I was feeling about her these days. 
 
    Her sleepy mother had been glad of the sustenance and when she’d finished Haley and I worked on her mother to persuade her to shower and dress so that we could take in the latest Kids movie and grab an early evening meal before it was time for Veronica to head into work. Leaving me to look after Haley until it was bedtime, which some might have seen as an imposition, but which I was glad and happy to do. At the human level happy to help two people I loved, also enjoying the feeling of being needed and the nostalgic throwback it represented to when Jill and I had three young kids at home. Days that were tiring but in many ways simpler. 
 
    “I can miss you after three hours,” she teased, hugging me closer and pushing her big boobs tight onto my chest, knowing how I loved her big boobs and knowing how her dancer’s uniform left little if anything to the imagination. 
 
    Veronica and I shared a long passionate kiss – not exactly good for her tips as all the punters would think she was taken – but neither of us really cared. We were in love, enjoying a fresh and happy relationship that neither of us had expected to find. When we finally broke the kiss, I couldn’t resist a look down at Veronica’s sexy body, on full display underneath her little shiny stars and stripes bikini outfit. Seeing me looking like this, maybe at the start of our relationship, she might have been self-conscious. But we’d talked about it often and Veronica knew that I was genuinely totally unfazed by the job she did – knowing that it was just that, a job – and so she shook her shoulders and wiggled her ass to make her feminine charms even more attractive to me, as if that was needed. I was already decidedly hard and couldn’t wait until Veronica finished her shift so that we could pay off the babysitter and make love while Haley slept peacefully down the hall. 
 
    I looked at my watch, it was just after eleven and I knew I had to be patient as Veronica had several hours to work, but at least for the next few minutes, Veronica was able to sit with me in one of the quieter booths, one of the perks of being married to the boss. 
 
    A few minutes later one of the barmen, a Latino guy called Juan, came over and slipped Veronica a folded piece of paper. She looked surprised but was soon smiling as she read it. 
 
    “Luther’s given me the rest of the night off, he wants me to take you home but make sure we’re watching a web address he’s given me at midnight.” 
 
    Hearing these words I felt an immediate churning feeling in my guts – Luther had promised me something special, something Jill knew about but wasn’t saying, and now I pretty much knew the something that he’d promised would happen at midnight, but I was still none the wiser as to what it was. 
 
    My excited date skipped off to go change out of her uniform, although I’d not have minded if she’d kept it on for a special one-man show back home. I decided to wait by the bar, asking Juan if he could get Jill to come through so I could speak to her, thinking I’d have one last crack at trying to get her to spill the beans on what Luther had planned. 
 
    “Sorry, man, she’s already left. Left about fifteen minutes ago, with Malcolm.” It was an open secret that Malcolm and Jill were involved, and after the staff had initially been a little awkward about it, now that they saw me and Veronica together they seemed more at ease to discuss Jill and Malcolm to my face. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Luckily Veronica’s place was close by to the bar and so we were back there just before eleven-thirty. The babysitter paid off and dismissed, Haley checked on by both of us and confirmed as happily asleep, Veronica dragged me to bed and stripped me off 
 
    Clothes piece by piece removed as we started making out, I was about to push her back and enter her when the alarm on Veronica’s iPhone went off, warning her it was just two minutes to midnight. 
 
    Veronica just smiled at me as she wriggled out from underneath me and grabbed the remote. “Sorry, honey, boss’s orders.” 
 
    As the big TV screen burst into life, the screen was filled by five words, white letters etched against a black backdrop. 
 
    ‘Hotwife Jane’s first porno tryout.’ 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 7 
 
    Sunday 11th November 2018, one minute after midnight 
 
    I was still recovering from the shock, blinking and hoping that the letters on Veronica’s big bedside TV were a dream or would soon disappear. Veronica’s soft and energetic hand was on my junk, but I’d suddenly got a case of mister droopy dick, the text on the screen the culprit. 
 
    ‘Hotwife Jane’s first porno tryout.’ 
 
    The letters slowly dissolved via some cheesy artistic effect or other, only to be replaced by words that had my guts knotting and twisting at double the pace of before. 
 
    www.hotwifejanencuckydan.com 
 
    My panic mode was screaming and shouting, alarms and sirens going off in all parts of my brain. This couldn’t be for real – was he really mean and stupid enough to do this? To out us in such a public and one-sided way? One-sided, maybe that should have been two-sided – maybe Jill was on board and in on this game. The only positive thing my panicking brain could take from the screen was that at least he’d had the good sense and decency to not use our real names – borrowing a trick I knew our favorite real-life pornstar hotwife couples used. 
 
    The screen slowly switched from black to normal, showing three people sitting together, one in an armchair and two sat close together on a sofa. Two I instantly recognized, one I didn’t. 
 
    “Thanks for coming here today,” Luther called out, looking oh so comfortable in the armchair. “Thanks for agreeing to do the first in this series of movies that I am sure is going to sweep the country, coast-to-coast. Now then, why don’t you tell us a little about yourselves and why you’re here today, and how you got to this point in your lives.” 
 
    The couple on the sofa turned and smiled at each other, then turned and looked at Luther, now holding hands. Something in the way they looked at each other making me realize who the person sat next to Jill was – he was the guy playing me. Somehow Luther had managed to find an actor who could easily pass for me. By no means identical – but same age, similar build and hair color, and the same ‘boy next door’ non-nondescript features. 
 
    It was the guy – pretend Dave – who cleared his throat first, squeezing Jill’s hand as he started. 
 
    “Thanks, Luther. Thanks for inviting us here today, and thanks for giving us the honor of having the starring roles in the first movie of what is I’m sure going to be a great new studio – Luther’s Ladies.” 
 
    The camera panned to a smiling Luther, smugly grinning as if he’d just been nominated for an academy award, then moved back to pretend Dave and real Jill. 
 
    “Anyway, to answer your question, we are Jane and Dan. Just a regular couple here in Miami, where your great new studio’s based. And anyway, to cut a long story short, after many years of a very happy and normal marriage, I decided I wanted to put a little more spark back into our marriage. I guess like many couples watching this video, like many middle-aged couples all over America, we still loved each other but had let things become a bit samey and stale.” 
 
    “Okay, so what happened next,” said the real Luther character, a serious look on his face as if he was some Pulitzer prize-winning journalist. 
 
    “Well, as you can see, my wife Jane here is quite the beautiful lady. I might have a face like the back end of a semi-trailer.,” Thanks Pal I thought to myself, “but over the years Jane’s never been short of male admirers, but despite this, she’d always been faithful and true to me, despite many chances to step out on me with younger and more handsome guys. And I won’t go into all the whys and wherefores, but I got to a point where I realized the thought of Jane going with other men really excited me. So, we joined a local swingers group, where Jane was quite the hit. And the rest, as they say, is history.” 
 
    “Okay, thanks for that Dan. So what happened after that? And, if you’re okay with it, maybe Jane you’d like to pick up and tell the next part of the story.” 
 
    The real Jill smiled at the video’s host and with another squeeze to the hand of pretend me she picked up the story. 
 
    “Well at first things started quite slowly. Dan and I weren’t quite sure how this thing was going to work out so we decided to have a little trial session – our first swing party was just a soft swing, sort of, playing but no full sex. And, well, after that me and Dan knew we liked it. Dan loved watching me with the first guy I played with, and Dan had fun with a nice lady who had the hots for him. And well, after that things kind of snowballed.” 
 
    “Thanks for sharing that, Jane. And just so your fans can get an idea of timelines, how long ago did all of this start-up? How long ago did you and Dan move from being Mr. and Mrs. Average America into your exciting new world?” Luther asked. 
 
    Jill giggled at the question, looked over at pretend me and then turned back to Luther to answer. “Not long ago at all. I think Dan first mentioned getting excited about me being with other guys around fifteen months ago, but as we wanted to take things careful and slow, it was another three months or so after that before we attended our first swing party.” 
 
    The camera panned to a smiling Luther, smiling with his best Letterman smile. “And have you continued to take things slow and steady since then?” 
 
    Jill giggled again, louder and longer than before. “Not exactly, Luther. Not exactly.” 
 
    “I’m sure our viewers would love to know what’s happened since then. Kinda who and how often, that kinda thing.” 
 
    When her giggle had died down there was just a broad smile left on Jill’s face. “Well, in many ways we’re still just regular old Jane and Dan. Still Mom and Dad to our kids. But now we have another side to our lives. After the first guy who took my swinging cherry, who was a lovely guy with a nice big cock, I had a long affair with my boss. And then after that, I played around with a few other guys, nothing serious, just carefree fun. And then I met you through one of my casual hook-ups, and you were kind enough to introduce me to the great guy who’s now my long-time boyfriend.” 
 
    It was Luther’s turn to chuckle, his deep bass voice chortling from off-screen. “Yeah, that’s right, and we’ll be meeting him in just a short while. But before we get to that, if it’s okay with you Jane, I have just a few more quickfire questions before we give the viewers what they want. Is that okay with you, Jane?” 
 
    “Sure, you’re the boss, Luther. Just ask away? Dan and I have no secrets from each other or from you and the viewers.” 
 
    No secrets my ass – this whole porno was one big secret. It can’t have been quick to set-up and Jill had known all about it but had said nothing to me. And I just had to hope that the website that had flashed up at the beginning – featuring thinly disguised versions of our real names as it did – was just all part of the game and charade, although it certainly wasn’t beyond Malcolm to escalate things in this way. 
 
    “Okay, Jane, thanks for that. Question one: Dan’s cock or your boyfriend’s cock?” 
 
    Jill’s giggle, now almost a taunt to me now, and then her answer, mocking me although I’m sure not meant like that. “Boyfriend’s cock.” 
 
    “Question two: Black or white?” 
 
    “Both are nice, but if pushed, black before white.” 
 
    “Question three: Size queen or not size queen?” 
 
    Giggle, reply. “Luther, that’s quite rude. But yes, size queen wouldn’t be wrong.” 
 
    “Okay, that’s great, Jane,” Luther’s off-camera deep velvety voice thanked her. “Now, before we ask a few more questions, and before we get your boyfriend out here, the viewers and me can see you’ve got a really hot body under those office clothes, do you think you could strip off a little so the viewers can see what you’ve got? So they can see what Dan meant when he said you’ve always gotten plenty of male attention.” 
 
    Jill just smiled as she stood up and started disrobing. One-by-one popping the buttons on her plain white office blouse, allowing her cleavage and then lacy white bra to slowly come into view in a way that was the perfect tease for both me and anyone else who ended up watching this video. 
 
    “You’ve got lovely breasts, if you don’t mind me saying so,” Luther’s disembodied and seductive voice told the viewers from offscreen, the camera staying fully on Jill as she undid the last button and shrugged the blouse off her shoulders, immediately going to work on the catch at the back of her oh-so-respectable grey thigh length skirt. 
 
    “Why thank you, kind sir,” Jill joked, sounded for all the world like a seventeenth-century serving wench in some olde worlde highway tavern. 
 
    “Our viewers are going to love that hot bod of yours. You’ve had three kids, is that right? Coz anyone looking at that hot bod of yours ain’t gonna believe that you’ve got three grown-up kids and a grandchild on the way.” 
 
    “I’ve always liked to look after myself, keep myself looking nice for my husband,” Jill chuckled as she stepped out of her skirt, leaving her just in plain white bra and panties and matching stockings. 
 
    “Looking nice for your husband? For your husband, or for your boyfriend and other lovers?” 
 
    “Both … all of them … that ain’t a crime, right?” Jill answered, suddenly sounding a little confused and defensive. 
 
    “Bra please,” Luther asked, his voice airy but authoritative. “Our viewers want to see that beautiful puppies of yours, Jane.” 
 
    Seconds later Jill was standing there smiling, shoulders pulled back as far as they’d go, proudly thrusting her chest and tits forward, the highly swollen and erect state of her nipples showing just how aroused and into it Jill was. 
 
    “Okay, thanks for that, Jane. You’re more beautiful than I ever imagined when I first asked you to do this movie for us. Okay, one final question before we bring your boyfriend Malcolm in.” 
 
    The camera showed Jill smiling nervously but not speaking. 
 
    “Love? Is it fair to say that both you and your husband get off on not just the physical act, but on you falling for the guys you sleep with when the physical gets even hotter when you start falling in love with the guys? Is this how it is for both you and hubby?” 
 
    The camera zoomed in and showed Jill’s blushing face. “Luther, that’s quite a personal question,” she said, playing for time before the screen showed a painfully long pause as Jill looked down at the floor. She was still looking down as she started to answer. “Yes. We didn’t plan it that way, and as you can imagine it creates some problems sometimes, but yes, what you’re describing happens and both my husband and me like it that way.” By the time she finished Jill was no longer looking down at her feet, she was looking straight at Luther with a defiant glint in her eye. 
 
    “Thanks for being so open and honest, Jane. I know that can’t have been easy. So, forgive me then if I ask one final question before we bring your boyfriend on stage to start the movie proper.” 
 
    He waited for Jill to give a small nod of the head, then asked his question. “So it’s fair to say that as well as loving the man sitting next to you, you love your boyfriend in the same way?” 
 
    Jill looked across at the guy pretending to be me, pursed her lips in a slight grimace, and then looked back at Luther. “Yes. I love them both. I love them in different ways, but yes, I love them both.” 
 
    Sitting next to Veronica in her warm bed, I screwed my eyes tight shut. Hoping this was some kind of nightmare from which I’d soon awake. It was bad enough that we’d gotten our life and marriage into this hugely complicated tangled web, but to now blow the covers off and open up this to the whole wide world was something else. They may not have known all the sordid details, but our grown-up kids knew the outline of the games we played. And when Jill and Chris had been an item, many of the people in Jill’s office knew what was going on. 
 
    But this was very different. If I took this video, all the words about Luther’s movie studio and the web address at face value Luther was about to out Jill and me to the whole world, and I felt myself shivering and sweating at the thought. At the consequences, for our personal and professional lives. 
 
    I don’t know if Luther is some kind of witch or warlock, but as Malcolm walked out and sat on the other side of Jill on the sofa when the couple’s kiss was over and they were holding hands Luther asked a question that made me think he maybe had some kind of black magic voodoo powers. 
 
    “So Jill, for our viewers, tell us all why you want to go public with your lifestyle and your relationship with your boyfriend Malcolm.” 
 
    Jill looked confidently at Luther, answering in a calm, even tone. 
 
    “Because I don’t want to lead a double life anymore. It’s not fair to this man,” she said, briefly looking towards Malcolm and tenderly touching his cheek. “And I just don’t want to. I want for it to all be out in the open. To be honest with people. After all, aren’t we taught from when we’re little kids that we should be honest, not deceitful? And doesn’t that apply to our sexuality and relationships just as much as every other part of our lives? Dan and I brought up our kids that way, and it would hardly be right if we did the opposite. That would be deeply hypocritical.” 
 
    “Thanks for that, Jane. Thanks for being so honest. And thanks for being so patient with all my questions. If you’re okay with it, I think it’s time for us to get this show on the road. For you and Malcolm to show Dan and all your fans some of the sexual chemistry that made you fall in love with your boyfriend.” 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    The scene transitioned to showing a bed and Jill kneeling next to the bed, Malcolm and Fake Dave standing naked in front of her, Jill’s right hand stroking up and down on Malcolm’s thick nine-inch black cock while her left hand cupped the much, much smaller white cock of fake me. 
 
    “So, Jill, forgive me if this is an obvious question, but which of the two penises in your life do you prefer?” narrating Luther asked. 
 
    Jill giggled, looking up from her prone position at fake me. “Forgive me, honey, for telling everyone. But you know this already, and I know it makes you excited, but you know I prefer Malcolm’s beautiful big cock much more than your little white tiddler. I love you honey, but Malcolm’s beautiful monster is much more manly and virile and can do things to me that your little whitey can’t.” 
 
    “Thanks, Jane. Well, now that we’ve had such an honest assessment, why don’t you tell your hubby how you want this to play out.” 
 
    Jill just smiled at the place in the room where I guess Luther was standing out of shot narrating, and then looked first directly at the camera, and then at fake Dave, giving me the distinct feeling that the look at the camera was for real Dave. 
 
    Grinning like a naughty schoolgirl, she laid out what she wanted. “Okay, honey, why don’t you stand over there and play with your little white wiener while I enjoy a proper cock, while my hunky black boyfriend gives me what you can not.” 
 
    Of course, if she’d spoken to the real me like that, there was a fair chance I’d have stormed out. (Probably fifty, fifty – we’d indulged in a fair amount of trash-talking these last few months – but being spoken to like that on camera and in front of the whole world would have been a step too far.) But fake Dave just smiled meekly at his domineering wife and did as he was told, moving back a little further from the bed in a symbolic gesture that he’d lost the girl as he wasn’t the man his wife wanted. 
 
    Jill and Malcolm had moved onto the bed and were lying next to each other kissing, caressing, and generally getting each other worked up and ready to make love. Jill’s hand was slowly stroking Malcolm’s fat nine-incher up and down, with Veronica’s soft hand doing the same to me, her other hand playing with the hair on the nape of my neck. 
 
    And then I saw the back of a woman walk from where the camera was to where Fake Dave was stood, playing with his little cock which looked even smaller than my own. As she reached Fake me and kissed the actor on the cheek I realized it was Dee, and saw that she had a pot of lube and a large black dildo in her hands. 
 
    With Jill and Malcolm looking across at Fake me, Dee got the actor playing me to move his legs slightly further apart, and then she knelt down behind him and started to work some of the lube between his ass cheeks. The actor didn’t seem to mind and I saw him bite his lip as he moaned a little. 
 
    “Is this what you want, honey?” Luther’s deep voice boomed out. 
 
    Jill just smiled. “Yes, yes it is. His girlfriend’s used a much smaller black dildo on him a couple of times already, and this just seems the natural progression. I think he’d love it and it would be so hot if my husband’s taking a big black cock up his ass while he watches me being fucked by a better man than him, watches me being fucked by my boyfriend’s big black cock.” 
 
    I felt a wave of panic coming over me, even though I was lying down suddenly feeling faint. Jill had to know I’d be watching this, that it wasn’t just for general circulation. Is this what she really thought? Is this what she really thought of me. 
 
    And then after the panic, the anger. Building slowly until Veronica was looking at me with worry in her face, as if she was worried I was about to burst a blood vessel or something like that. Normally I hated to see her worried and would have tried to calm down just for her, but this was just too much. Being so publicly humiliated, the final coals heaped on the fire of the fact that Luther was already about to make a porno featuring Jill and Malcolm. 
 
    “Shut the fucking thing off,” I shouted. “Just turn it off. I’ve seen enough, I’m not going to watch anymore, put up with this shit.” 
 
    Veronica still looked worried, not used to seeing the angry side of me, being shouted at by me. “Dave, baby, Luther said to keep it on, to make sure you watch it, and when all’s said and done, he’s my boss.” 
 
    Not what I wanted to hear, the steam pouring out of my head given an extra level of supercharging. “I said turn it fucking off. He may be your boss, but if you want me to still be your boyfriend at the end of the night you better fucking well turn it off.” 
 
    Despite her fear of her boss, Veronica wanted even more not to lose me and the TV was turned off. 
 
    That immediate crisis dealt with, I just sat and simmered for a while, Veronica staring at me but smart enough to stay quiet while I processed things. 
 
    That bastard Luther! All along I’d taken him at face value when he’d said he liked to play and help couples explore, but that he’d never want to do any permanent damage to Jill and me. Seeing what I’d just seen – the promise or threat to out us, set up a web page and then humiliate me through the fake actor – all of this had the blinkers finally falling from my eyes. How could I have been such a fool? 
 
    Even if he’d started out with these intentions, they were a million miles from what he was doing now. One of his best buddies, Malcolm, had fallen in love with Jill and Jill with him, and surely Luther was now doing his damnedest to create problems and break me and Jill up. How else could tonight’s events be explained? 
 
    All of a sudden, as the penny dropped, I knew I had to stand up to this bully. It was the only way to sort things out, to knock him off his stride. He’d played on my weakness and kink once too often. Even if he or his buddy were to beat me to a pulp, I had to show him I meant business. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    As I threw on my clothes and picked up my car keys I was under no misapprehension. I knew that when I confronted him things could go very badly for me. Very badly indeed. But I hardly cared. After all, what alternative did I have? 
 
    I tried to keep my temper fired up as I drove across town to Luther’s place at Delray Beach, also trying to stay within the speed limit which wasn’t easy as the roads were empty and I was both fired up and in a hurry. 
 
    But when I got there, there was no sign of either his car or any activity in the house. Fuming and feeling played and cheated, I worked out the next best thing was to head over to the company house where Malcolm lived. Maybe Luther would be there, and even if he wasn’t, I could confront Jill about the part she’d played and demand that she come home with me – even if this was ‘one of her Malcolm nights’, which hardly seemed to matter now. I knew this whole game was over, that I was going to tell her it was him or me. 
 
    But forty minutes later I was facing a similar situation at Malcolm’s house – no signs of life and no sign of Jill’s car. 
 
    It was at this point that I felt a sinking feeling in my heart. I was a corporate beast, an engineer by training and damned good at what I did. But I was locking horns with and about to go to war with a seasoned Special Forces soldier, to whom anticipating the enemy’s moves and being one or two steps ahead was second nature. Fuck! I was a creature out of his element and stymied by Luther’s tactics I didn’t know what to do. 
 
    I toyed with going back to Veronica’s, but I wasn’t in the mood. I was still steamed, wanting to be alone and fearful that I might say or do something that would hurt Veronica and possibly break us up. Although, of course, if I was going to start telling Jill it was ‘him or me’ I wasn’t sure how much of a future me and Veronica had anyway. A thought that left me feeling both sad and guilty. 
 
    Lacking any other ideas, I decided my best course was to head home, to lick my wounds and try and work out a plan. 
 
    All of my earlier anger now boiled dry, I drove the ten miles home to Coral Gables at a sedate pace. At least there was no danger of being stopped for speeding. 
 
    As I turned the corner, happy to finally be back somewhere where I could recharge my batteries, I did a double-take as I saw just one car in our drive. Jill was home. The last place I’d expected to see her, and by the looks of it, she was home alone. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 8 
 
    Sunday 11th November 2018, one minute after midnight 
 
    Seeing Jill’s car parked by itself in our drive caused all kinds of feelings for me, my adrenaline and energy levels suddenly spiking. Fight or flight. Was she there by herself, or was Malcolm and or Luther there with her, or maybe Dee – the she-devil who’d been dildoing Fake me in Jill’s first porno which I’d been made to watch. 
 
    Heading into the house I felt like I imagined a soldier feels edging into a house that may well be booby-trapped with IEDs. I approached, nerves on edge and with a terrible hollow feeling in my gut, wondering what kind of gut-wrenching angst Luther had arranged for me inside. What way he’d found to co-opt my wife into psychologically belittling and emasculating me? 
 
    When I did get inside I was surprised to see just Jill there, sat by herself in the lounge nursing a glass of her favorite white wine, an untouched glass of malt on the table in front of me. 
 
    “Did we go too far, honey?” she asked looking genuinely concerned, lifting the glass of malt up as if she expected me to take it. “We thought you’d love it. You’re naughty, slutty wife becoming an internet porn sensation, just like some of those MILFs you love on the internet. Janet Mason, Brandi Love, Mandy Monroe, and now Jilly Foster! We thought you’d like it honey …” her words slowly trailing off as she looked at me sheepish and apologetic. 
 
    “How could you do it?” I asked, the absence of any booby-traps or enemies suddenly allowing my tiredness to return. “How could you go along with it? With that actor playing me? It was like I was some kind of sad fag, open to ridicule from the whole world.” 
 
    Jill shrugged her shoulders, patting the seat next to her as I took the glass from her. “Sorry, honey. Only sometimes it’s hard to know where to draw the line these days. To know what you like and what you don’t. I honestly thought you’d like it. After all, you lay next to me the other week when Malcolm was fucking me and Veronica was fucking you in the ass with that little black dildo. How was this different?” 
 
    “Because that was private! This was to be broadcast to the whole world and his dog! What if my new boss had seen it, or one of the kids? Or Becky’s mum and dad? What the fuck were you thinking Jill?” my voice a mix of anger, incredulity, and exasperation. 
 
    Jill just smiled weakly at me. “Sorry, honey,” as if that would make everything alright. 
 
    There was an awkward silence between us as we just looked at each other, each lost in our own thoughts. 
 
    After a while, Jill’s expression started slowly changing, as if a thought was hatching and growing, before finally, her face broke into a full smile. 
 
    “So you’d have been okay with it, apart from the bit with the actor playing you?” her smile a challenge to me, albeit a loving challenge. 
 
    “Fuck, Jill,” was all I could think to say, still exasperated and upset, but my anger slowly dissipating as I entered the zone of tired bewilderment. 
 
    “Honey?” she gently pushed. 
 
    “Help me out here,” she asked, “Dave, baby, it’s genuinely difficult to know where to draw the line sometimes. You were fine with me getting fucked six ways to Sunday by Malcolm’s buddies. By me acting as their resident live-in whore pretty much all week. And you’re fine with me sleeping with Malcolm three nights a week and managing strip joints. But getting another guy to play you in a porno while Dee reams him out is a bridge too far?” 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    In those early hours of Sunday morning, I was too tired to remain angry for long. I wasn’t in the mood to make love, but when we went to bed Jill insisted on snuggling up and falling asleep like that, needing the reassurance I guess. 
 
    Jill woke me with a tray full of breakfast and piping hot coffee, and reenergized by a good night’s sleep, food, and caffeine we slowly set about fixing the damage from the night before. Jill could see how the whole thing with the actor playing me had been demeaning and emasculating and I accepted that she might have been naïve and stupid in going along with this, but I could see she had no intention to hurt me. Quite the opposite, I could see she was upset at the pain she now realized she’d caused. 
 
    Inevitably we ended up sealing the deal by a slow and loving bout of love-making, initiated by Jill but something I soon got into, physically enjoyable as well as reassuring me of Jill’s love for me. 
 
    But when we were done it wasn’t long before Jill returned to the topic of, aside from the fuck up with the actor being reamed, how I felt about the idea of Jill spreading her wings from strip club manager to budding porno starlet. 
 
    What followed was a deep and profound conversation that lasted for much of Sunday. I can honestly say it was probably the deepest and most far-reaching conversation that Jill and I had had since we’d entered this whole lifestyle when Jill had enjoyed her first extra-marital sex romp with Daryl, now more than a year ago. 
 
    I started from the position of being uncomfortable and troubled by the idea of Jill’s lifestyle being out there on the internet for everyone to see. But without being aggressive Jill asked some probing and challenging questions. 
 
    How come I loved some of the hotwife MILFs I lusted after and avidly followed since we’d started our new lifestyle, but was so anti the whole idea of her acting and being like one of these women? How come if these ladies and their husbands were confident and comfortable enough to make it work, we weren’t strong enough to be like them? How was the public nature of it a problem when our own kids already knew the outline of our swinging lifestyle and had a pretty good idea of some of the more extreme things we’d done? 
 
    All good questions as Jill gently chipped away at my attitude and resistance. 
 
    As we talked about it the nagging thought started forming at the back of my mind that once again Luther had played me. By over-reaching in a way he knew I was bound to react to, he’d win acceptance for his real objective which had always not been to emasculate me but rather to gain my acceptance of Jill becoming his little puppet-on-a-string pornstar. 
 
    As Jill and my conversation reached a natural conclusion I could see the expectant look in her face. That she was really excited by the prospect of this latest sexual development that Luther had laid in front of her. I wondered if this was how Eve’s face looked when that wicked old serpent slithered up to her and whispered in her ear? 
 
    The more I thought about it, the more convinced I was that I was being manipulated and played by Luther. Step one, do something so outrageous and out of court that this will be the full focus of attention. And when everyone’s all focused and wound up about that, slip under the radar with the small matter of converting Dave’s wife from a club manager and sometime stripper for a few guys into being a wannabe pornstar for the great American masses. I looked at Jill’s excited face I knew damn well I’d been suckered by a plan that could have come straight from the pages of Sun Tzu’s Art of War. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    For the next three months, there were five parallel tracks dominating my life and marriage. Track one, Jill and my marriage and relationship. We tried hard to use our precious time together on Jill’s days off to keep our love alive and real, our Mondays and Tuesdays the precious oxygen for us as a couple. Track two, Jill’s job managing ‘her’ three strip clubs that Luther had entrusted her to run, a job which seemed more and more to overlap and merge with track three, Jill’s budding career as an internet porn star. Track four, Jill’s relationship with Malcolm – more of that later – and track five which was of course my deepening relationship with Veronica. A relationship that naturally enough deepened and developed the more time that Jill was spending on her tracks two to four – as more of her time became consumed by club, web career, and her three-nights-a-week boyfriend. 
 
    The pornstar thing became another stick with which Luther became adept at beating and manipulating me with. Even on that first Sunday after I’d thrown my toys out of the pram, a DVD sat unwatched but tempting on our lounge coffee table. Jill had brought it back when on that Saturday night / Sunday morning Veronica had alerted her to how pissed I was and that she should get her ass back home as soon as she could to commence damage limitation exercises. 
 
    It turns out the porno video had actually been shot the day before, on Friday night which was one of Jill’s regular ‘sleepover’ with Malcolm nights. So even though Jill was home a couple of hours after I’d started watching the porno, the full porno had been shot, complete with all the things Luther had originally planned. My temper tantrum hadn’t stopped them as I was watching a day after the event. 
 
    And of course, Jill and Luther knew very well that by leaving the porno movie there I’d eventually give in to temptation and watch it. 
 
    Throughout the rest of Sunday, after Jill and I had ‘kissed and made up’ that damned DVD just sat there on the coffee table. I don’t know if I was being paranoid or not, but it was placed so that the Florida winter sunshine reflected off its hard plastic cover. It was like the damned thing was winking at me, saying ‘hey bud, watch me, you know you want to, come on ….’ 
 
    When Jill was in the house it was relatively easy to resist the temptation, as I was damned if after having complained so bitterly I was going to give her the satisfaction of knowing I’d watched the DVD. But at around five PM when Jill and I had enjoyed a couple of hours in bed with make-up sex and cuddling, I was showering when I heard Jill’s voice through the door declaring she was off to keep a pre-arranged meet-up with her best friend Charlotte. Charlotte knew all about our lifestyle, indeed as a seasoned swinger herself she’d been one of the voices whispering in our ears to take a bite out of the tainted apple, so I had no illusions about what would be at the heart of their conversation while the white wine flowed! 
 
    But with Jill safely out the house and likely gone for most of the evening, it took precisely one hour for my resistance to crumble, as I put down the book I was so desperately trying to concentrate on and headed upstairs to watch. In the lounge, if Jill had come home I’d have immediately been found out. By being upstairs, at least I’d have a fair chance of hiding my activities. 
 
    The start of the DVD showed what I’d already seen, so I fast-forwarded, trying to find the bit where filled with disgust at how they were depicting me, I’d stopped watching. As I neared that point, of course, I ended up having to see snippets of the bit where Dee had started to use the large black dildo on Fake me, where Jill had told the audience how she thought I’d like this treatment while I watched her take her boyfriend’s superior black cock. 
 
    Seeing these snippets, even having seen them before, had my feelings of anger bubbling up almost instantly. But as the new action started unfolding on the screen I was able to push beyond my anger and mostly block out what I felt about what Dee was doing to that poor man’s version of me. 
 
    As she watched Dee doing her stuff Jill was still working her slender hand up and down Malcolm’s very erect nine-inch cock, splitting her attention between the perverted scene playing out between Dee and Fake me and the look of sexual pleasure on Malcolm’s face. 
 
    “Is that nice baby? Does it feel good?” she purred, as for the first time I squinted hard at the TV screen and noticed Jill had Malcolm’s Special Forces ring back hanging around her neck, swinging back and forth gently with the movement of her body. The way it hung between Jill’s big boobs and swung in time with the gentle swaying motion of her boobs was almost hypnotic. 
 
    In fact, it was so hypnotic that I’d been staring at the screen for several moments before I noticed the hand that Jill was using to stroke up and down and arouse her boyfriend’s cock to an even higher pitch of excitement was lacking her wedding band and other rings I’d given her. I only noticed the lack of her rings when the camera zoomed in on her naked finger, the camera then immediately panning across the room until it stopped at the bedside table. Showing all three of Jill’s missing rings as they sat symbolically alone on a plain white saucer. 
 
    “The rings?” Luther’s deep voice asked from somewhere offscreen. 
 
    “Not when I’m with my boyfriend,” Jill giggled, looking directly at the camera. “My hubby prefers it that way. It’s all part of the pain and pleasure trip for him.” 
 
    “And does he like that you get a bigger cock than his?” 
 
    Jill’s smile widened to a full-on grin. “Are you kidding? That’s cuck-hotwife one-o-one for my sweet hubby. He loves that all of my boyfriends have been much bigger than him down there. And he loves that Malcolm here’s not only got such a huge cock but that he’s such a big, manly, masculine guy.” 
 
    “Wow, that’s kinda strange to me, but I guess a whole lot of guys out there must be like that, like your hubby.” 
 
    There was a brief silence, no-one saying anything, Jill’s hand just still working up and down on Malcolm as she continued looking straight at the camera, the silence finally broken by Luther’s deep voice. “Okay then. Let’s get this show on the road. Let’s give hubby here something to love and loathe. Why don’t you two do what comes naturally while Dee carries on letting him know what it’s like to be a wife taking a big black cock.” 
 
    And so it began, Jill and Malcolm started going through the gears, doing what they did so many nights a week. Only now it wasn’t just for their personal pleasure, or to feed my voyeur kink, it was for the paying public. For the benefit of the people who’d either buy the movie or subscribe to www.hotwifejanencuckydan.com 
 
    And I’m ashamed to admit that even as I watched my wife being sold like this to the great American public, I was soon playing with myself and watching it as if it was just one of the regular once a week video feeds that Luther rationed me to. I was so hooked on watching them that I pushed my anger and humiliation into a back cupboard and locked it away so I could lose myself in watching the sex and love-making shown on the TV screen. 
 
    Even with the cameras there and, judging from the camera angles, the cameraman sometimes incredibly close and intrusive, Jill and Malcolm held nothing back as they mixed up raw and heated sex with gentle and deeply felt lovemaking. 
 
    I must have been watching the pre-publication full reel as the DVD they’d left in our lounge went on for the best part of two and a half hours, with Malcolm pumping his stuff into Jill three times over. In terms of the ‘mechanics’, Jill and Malcolm went through all of their normal moves. Malcolm’s long and fat cock was soon balls deep in Jill’s snatch, my wife cooing and purring at her feelings of female contentment at being so beautifully stretched and filled. The sounds she was making soon moving on to louder moans and then full-throated cries of passion as Malcolm slammed his shiny spear in and out of her at breakneck speed. Causing Jill to scream out and draw blood as she gave the cameras multiple renditions of real womanly orgasms, not the kind of fake climaxes so common online. 
 
    Luther was obviously paying for a top-line cameraman as he managed to get in for close-ups and extreme close-ups without upsetting the mood or the natural rhythm and spontaneity of Jill and Malcolm’s coupling. 
 
    Again I felt a sense of shame at how much I enjoyed those close-ups. When I’d watched them from the bedside or the various security feeds Luther had allowed, I’d seen the closeness and action between them, but never before in this level of 4K Digital close-up detail. There were extreme close-ups of Jill’s pussy lips pulled taut and wide, totally stretched and like elastic around the meat of Malcolm’s huge cock – which looked even bigger with the way the cameraman worked. 
 
    I was treated to graphically revealing and almost frighteningly intense zoom-ins on Jill’s face as she got close and then finally gave in to the power of her orgasms. Each time a similar but slightly different look on her face as she bit her lip, breathed with rapid and shallow gasps, and screwed her face up in contorted ecstasy. As each time Malcolm’s huge cock caused her body to spasm over and over as her body had no defense from the effects of those bursts of electric charge on her poor overwhelmed nervous system. Her eyes closed tight and shut each time, except the times her eyes were wide open and staring like a beautiful, wide-eyed doe caught in the bright headlights of an onrushing car. 
 
    I’d never seen Jill’s body and face in such close-up detail when she was with Malcolm, and it left me tight-lipped and gaunt as I was sucked into their world by the quality of the photography. 
 
    When it was finally over I had about an hour by myself before Jill returned from her evening with Charlotte. For that hour I just sat there back down in the lounge, stunned and overwhelmed by what I’d seen. 
 
    What’s the old expression – ‘a picture tells a thousand words’. Or maybe, “Helen of Troy, the face that launched a thousand ships.’ 
 
    That face – Jill’s face – and the way I’d seen it blown up and magnified, all her feelings and emotions laid bare, had launched a thousand fears for me. It was like some old brown dustsheet had been ripped off some old masterpiece …. “Taaadddaaa” … revealing beneath the true scale and depth of Jill’s relationship with and feelings for Malcolm. 
 
    Even after all their months together, seeing them in close up like this had opened my fears and worries to a whole new level. I’d dare anyone not to react like this when your wife’s look of ecstasy is shown in Hi-Def close-up on sixty-five-inch magnification. Especially if your wife isn’t holding anything back in the words she screams into the microphones. Screaming, as if it was just the two of them there, how she loves her other man, how she loved Malcolm, and couldn’t do without him. 
 
    When Jill came home I knew I couldn’t face her. Seeing her headlights raking up the drive I dashed into my den, and when she stuck her head around the door I feigned being busy with work. Knowing I needed more time and space to get my head straight. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    Like I said before, Jill’s new porn career as a budding hotwife starlet was only one of five intertwined tracks that were playing out in our lives in the winter of 2018 – a sixth track being added when Becky gave birth to our first grandchild. Little Julia Emma Foster entered all of our lives on Tuesday 11th December 2018 with a full-throated cry and a full head of dark black hair. 
 
    All eight of us – John and Becky, our daughter’s Abigail and Sarah and four doting grandparents – were all immediately smitten. Such is the way with first grandchildren. And just for a short time, the arrival of that bewitching little bundle of new life seemed to put a hold on the less conventional parts of Jill’s and my life. 
 
    Jill and I stayed in L.A. nearby to Becky, John, and baby Julia for the balance of the week, but then with Becky’s parents living so close we agreed to head back to Miami – keeping some leave back in reserve for visiting back there when things were a little quieter. The presence of our new granddaughter in L.A. making me very aware that sometime in early 2019 Jill and I would have to discuss with my new employer’s where I’d be based in the long term. 
 
    But back in Miami on Sunday 16th December, things on the other five tracks of our lives didn’t quieten down much over Christmas and the New Year. Obviously, John, Becky, and their newborn stayed put in L.A. and our daughters Abigail and Sarah had long-standing plans to tour South and Central America with college friends. So aside from the odd Christmas party or two, things carried on pretty much as normal for Jill and me. 
 
    Jill had made three more porno movies for Luther. Or I should say, three more that I knew of. The website that he’d teased me with, www.hotwifejanencuckydan.com, which I’d thought might be a fake just to wind me up turned out to be very real, and obviously, I had very mixed and confused feelings about it. 
 
    When Jill and I talked about it, she was sweetness and reason personified. Arguing that it would be hypocritical of us to view some of these web sites but to think that we were too good to do something like that ourselves. Reminding me that most of the people who really mattered to us already knew about the stranger parts of our lives, and that as she already managed a group of strip clubs what she was doing on the web wasn’t much of a stretch from how things were already. 
 
    And the other thing that was relevant in these conversations was the dark and troubling reality that, although I worried terribly about where our lives and marriage was headed, a big part of the pervert within got really excited. Excited by the twin ideas of ‘Jill the pornstar’ and of laying bare for the whole world to see the nature of our cuckold-hotwife lifestyle. Of course, the idea that someone might recognize us when we were in the mall or a restaurant terrified me, but it also thrilled me. 
 
    And so even though a part of me hated it and was terrified by it, Jill’s embryonic career as ‘hotwife Jane’ carried on developing, no doubt with Luther being the one who kept most of the revenues. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    By Christmas 2018 I was a man thoroughly confused. I had a wife who was loving her new joint careers of strip club manager and budding porn star, but who I only managed to sleep with and have quality time with maybe two or three nights a week – depending on my work travel plans. 
 
    I had a new job which in the next few months would most likely force me to choose where Jill and I would live – Miami where Jill’s new career was, or L.A. with our new granddaughter and where most of my colleagues were. 
 
    And there was also the small matter of my romantic involvement in Veronica’s life, not to mention by burgeoning role in the life of her daughter Haley as a surrogate parent and father figure. I loved both of these roles, but I wasn’t so stupid as to be ignorant of the tensions between them and my marriage to Jill and role as Dad to my own three kids. 
 
    And then, into this maelstrom of confused life tracks stepped Callan, our good friend and Jill’s ex from college, who arrived very drunk and very angry on our doorstep on Christmas Eve 2018. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 9 
 
    Monday 24th December 2018, late evening 
 
    It was about ten P.M. and Jill and I had just finished a FaceTime call with John, Becky, and our still not sleepy little granddaughter Julia. I’d just poured us each a drink and we were snuggled on the sofa discussing what we’d seen and heard on the call when suddenly there was a very loud and angry banging sound on our front door. 
 
    Making a small crack in the curtain I was surprised to see our good friend Callan, Jill’s college ex and now recently divorced, still rapping hard on the door – as if he’d not made enough noise already. 
 
    Thinking Callan must be facing some kind of emergency and in need of our help, I leaped up and raced to the door. As I opened the door I was immediately confused, because his face was a picture of anger not panic. The look of anger becoming more marked and ingrained as he saw it was me not Jill answering the door. 
 
    “You bastard. You fucking bastard, Dave. Make yourself out to be such a nice guy, the whole nice guy routine. You’re a fucking bastard. You’ve ruined my life, you bastard.” 
 
    “What? What the hell are you talking about, Callan?” I responded with my own anger welling up, mixing with my utter sense of confusion. 
 
    “Don’t play the innocent with me, Dave. You know damned well what I’m talking about,” he snarled at me. 
 
    By now Callan’s shouting and the general commotion had drawn Jill from the lounge to stand by my side, her face confused at what was happening. 
 
    “The letter, the fucking letter, Dave. Back in college, the one I gave to Naomi, the letter for Jill telling her how I felt about her and how I wanted her back, loved her, and wanted to marry her.” 
 
    Jill was now looking even more confused – all these references to a letter that we all seemed to know about but about which she’d never heard before. 
 
    “It all makes sense now. All makes sense. It was Naomi and Charlotte who worked it out, the only way it could have gone down. Me giving the letter to Naomi, Jill out, and you all by yourself there waiting for Jill. Naomi put the letter on Jill’s bed, on her pillow where she couldn’t miss it. And as Jill’s never mentioned that letter to Naomi, Charlotte, or me in all these years, the only thing that makes sense is that you took the letter so Jill would never read it, afraid we might get back together and you’d lose her to me.” 
 
    He’d spat every word of his accusation with venom and bile, a look of pure hatred on his face, and now he was finished and there was a terrible silence between the three of us. Callan had said his piece, the storm temporarily blown out, seemingly waiting for my response. Jill was stood to my left, quiet as she no doubt processed the huge shock she’d just received. 
 
    The silence remained between us like a deadening blanket on my soul, my heart filled with a sinking feeling while my brain tried to re-boot and generate a way out of this mess. To find words and an explanation that would pass muster and not clash with the look on my face, a face that had never been able to bluff or mislead convincingly. 
 
    Even though she was the one who had most catching up to do, maybe it was inevitable that Jill would be the first one to speak. After all, she was the fulcrum in this whole sad secret that had lain undisturbed for twenty-five years. 
 
    “Is it true, David? Is it true that you took that letter, rather than giving it to me as it was mine?” There was an icy tone and pace to Jill’s voice, her use of my full name David only something she did when she was really angry at me, only heard maybe three times in our entire marriage. 
 
    I looked across at Jill, no longer caring that Callan was there. I knew that any half-truths or even hint of obfuscation or excuse-making would only make things infinitely worse. 
 
    Taking a deep breath, I knew what I had to do and say, knowing that what happened in the next few minutes could add an end-to-end fissure in a marriage already experiencing pressures that would have blown apart many a marriage. 
 
    “Yes, I did take it, Jill. Because I knew even then that I loved you and wanted to spend the rest of my life with you. And I’m sorry, because you’re right, it was your letter, not mine to do anything with. I loved you so much and I knew how much he’d hurt you, and that’s why I did what I did. ‘All’s fair in love and war’ I loved you, and the way he’d treated you, breaking your heart, dumping you for Charlotte.” 
 
    As I spoke, I could feel myself reliving the anger and fear I had felt that night. The anger the Callan had the barefaced cheek to try and steal Jill from me after the way he had treated her and the fear that he may possibly succeed. I could feel the anger building to a crescendo as I finished my short speech. 
 
    Jill just stared at me, her eyes and face not moving even a millimeter, her eyes locked laser-like on mine. Still staring at me, she spoke without moving her head, her voice the same chilling icy sound as before. “Callan, can you please leave us, David and I have some talking to do.” 
 
    In the space of just a few moments Callan had gone from anger-fueled Tasmanian Devil to a becalmed spectator, Jill not even needing to look in his direction as he mumbled a quiet ‘sure, call you tomorrow.’ I’m sure he wasn’t as calm as his quiet response suggested, he was working out the best way to play it now he’d thrown his plastic explosive hand grenade right into the middle of my marriage. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    Jill led the way back to the lounge, even the pace and measure of her steps was chillingly controlled and intimidating. Back in the lounge, she sat back down in the same spot she’d occupied before – when we’d been chatting about our new granddaughter and her parents, all of which seemed a lifetime ago now. 
 
    I was heading for the spot next to her, where I’d been before, when with the merest flick of a wrist and point of a finger she indicated she didn’t want me next to her anymore, she wanted me in the armchair to her right. Close enough that I’d see the full extent of how she felt, but not so close that we’d be physically touching. Just another small sign of the whirlwind I knew I was about to reap. 
 
    With me now sat down where she wanted, she resumed the silent, unblinking stare treatment. Looking into those beautiful hazel eyes that I’d loved so long and shared so much with, I was frightened by the lack of warmth and emotion I now saw in eyes that were normally so loving and empathetic. 
 
    It was like I was transported all the way back twenty-five years, to those early days when Jill and I were dating, when I felt terribly insecure in our relationship. Wondering how a girl like Jill could ever be happy with me and love me. 
 
    The continuing silence was deafening, and after a few seconds, I couldn’t stand it, knowing I’d have to be the one to talk, even if every bone in my body told me this was a dumb thing to do. 
 
    “Jill, I know I did wrong. It’s the only secret I’ve ever kept from you over all our years together. You have to remember how it was back then. How hurt you were, how you were only just starting to open up again after Callan crushed you, learning to let others back into your life, into your heart. I knew I loved you and wanted to spend my life with you, and so I did something dumb, because I was terrified of losing you. A young engineer, happy with numbers, but out of his depth and head over heels in love with you, frightened I’d lose you. And that’s the God’s honest truth, Jill. I know I did wrong, but please understand why I did it, so you can forgive me and we can get past this thing.” 
 
    Jill’s face had remained frighteningly impassive and mask-like as I’d offered up my heart and explanation. Slowly I started to see her lips move, knowing I both wanted to hear her words at the same time that I was terrified of what they might be. 
 
    “Dave,” at least she was calling me Dave again, “It’s just not that simple. Part of me wishes it was, but it’s just not.” 
 
    And then she paused, looking out of the window, looking into the distance and gathering her thoughts. I wanted so much to speak, to move things to some kind of conclusion for the sake of my sanity, but I knew Jill needed time to think and that I needed to respect this. 
 
    I’m not sure how long she was lost in the depths of her thoughts, but finally, she was back, looking at me again and ready to speak. 
 
    “What you did back then, well, it makes me question the whole foundation of what we’ve built together all these years. Question the foundation of our love and marriage. You were always my rock, my foundation. My Mr. Honest, Mr. Integrity. A role model for the kids we brought into the world, the guy on whom I could rely. The polar opposite of guys like Callan and Chris. Guys who, sure they were hot and offered passion and excitement, but deep down I knew they were flawed and not to be trusted, not the kind of guys to marry and build a life and a family with...” 
 
    Jill paused to take a breath, and I had a terrible painful feeling in the pit of my stomach as I was pretty sure I knew what was coming next. 
 
    “Dave, in some ways what I’ve discovered today doesn’t surprise me. I’ve always known, we’ve both always known that you never really felt confident that you’re good enough for me, that you're worthy enough for me. I’ve known that and I’ve lived with that for years. Hell, you and I both know that your insecurity is at the very core of the life we’ve been living this last year.” 
 
    I felt a lot more comforted by Jill’s words than I’d expected thirty seconds ago, but I could see as clear as day that there was a large but still written on Jill’s face, flashing and waving at me in extra-large neon letters. And I was hugely frightened of what that ‘but’ might be. 
 
    “Dave, but what you didn’t know, what Callan didn’t know was that I was pregnant. I was carrying his baby.” 
 
    I’d thought Callan’s actions had been incendiary and damaging. A hand grenade thrown into our marriage. But Jill’s words, the bombshell she’d just dropped were on a whole different scale. 
 
    To me, and probably to Jill, the whole world seemed to standstill. 
 
    A small nagging voice at the back of my head told me Jill’s revelation gave me leverage. It gave me a comeback for my own sin and error. A sin and error that I could paint as minor compared to the secret that Jill had kept locked away all these years. But a much louder voice told me I’d be a fool to use Jill’s secret in this way – that such a discussion would only end badly. 
 
    But my poker face is so lacking that Jill must have read something from my expression, because barely was the thought considered and rejected then Jill’s eyes were boring into mine. Any softness that had been in her voice from when she’d been discussing her unborn child soon banished as she second-guessed my thoughts. 
 
    “Really? You’d think to do that? To use my pregnancy to cover your own behavior?” 
 
    I was quiet, even without speaking we understood each other, her voice a half-octave more reasonable and less harsh having seen my confession in my eyes. 
 
    “This isn’t about keeping secrets, Dave. We’ve both kept secrets that maybe we should have brought out into the light many years ago. No, this is about respect. A respect I always thought you had for me, but which I now know was built on sand, our relationship starting out with a time when you didn’t respect and trust me enough to do the right thing, to let me make the choices about my life, at a time when you and me were barely ‘us’, just starting out.” 
 
    Hearing her accusation hurt like hell. Maybe she’d been wrong too, to keep her secret, but that didn’t make me feel any better, knowing how I’d hurt and disappointed the woman who I loved so much and who I’d always considered my soul mate and best friend. Wondering now if she’d ever see me in the same light again. Whether she’d still have me as her soul mate and best friend, or whether her feelings for me were now irretrievably damaged by a single large and stupid mistake from twenty-five years ago. 
 
    “Jill, honey. I’m so sorry. You’re right, maybe we both made mistakes. But that’s not the point to me. The point is I feel terrible about letting you down. Being that guy for you, I’ve always loved that. I loved being that person for you, and then you and me being those people for our kids, and now even our grandkids. And the thought that I’ve hurt you in any way, well, words can’t begin to describe how that leaves me feeling. Honey, I’m not going to try and explain or wheedle out of it, I’m just going to tell you how sorry I am, how much I love you and how much I’ll always strain every sinew in my being to be the best I can for you.” 
 
    “But being the best I can for you doesn’t mean I’m perfect. I wish I was, but I’m not, I made a huge mistake all those years ago, and it cuts me to the core to know how that hurts you, hurts you now and hurt you then.” 
 
    There were tears in Jill’s eyes, finally love and empathy returned as they normally were. There were certainly tears in my eyes as well. 
 
    Between her quiet sobs, Jill’s next words gave me both hope and fear. “Dave, I love you, and I’ll always love you. But what I’ve found out tonight … well … let’s just say it’s rocked me to my core … I still love you, Dave … but I have to do some serious thinking … and I can’t do that here … I really can’t ….” 
 
    Her last syllable wasn’t even out of her mouth before I had to jump in and divert the bus from where I thought it was going. 
 
    “… No, no, Jill … you can’t do that, please don’t do that … please don’t go to Malcolm’s while you think this through … I’m begging you. I’d die if I knew you were there, with him, when you’re working this all out.” 
 
    Not very manly, not very appealing or attractive, but at that moment of utter desperation I’d totally lost any self-control and the words just tumbled out, built letter by letter and sound by sound from all my worst nightmares, Jill being with Malcolm at a time when she was asking such fundamental questions about our marriage and relationship. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    What a way to start the Christmas period? Christmas Eve, December the twenty-fourth, and the mother of all arguments and bombshells. 
 
    Maybe mother of all arguments isn’t quite right. If Jill had shouted and screamed, ranted and raved then maybe I’d have felt a lot better about things, thinking the poison in the wound sucked out and that a slow healing process might commence. But Jill’s much calmer, more ‘I’m so disappointed in you, look at the damage you’ve done’ approach was infinitely more worrying than a Force Ten scream-fest would have been. 
 
    At least I had the small comfort of knowing she’d not gone to live full-time with Malcolm. Jill said she needed space to think and decide, but thankfully however upset she was with me she knew that moving in with Malcolm would have crushed me and almost made the end of our marriage a fait accompli. 
 
    Jill knew this and so when she packed a suitcase on that terrible Christmas Eve it was Charlotte’s and not Malcolm’s she headed for, leaving me feeling utterly empty and bereft, telling me where she was headed and that she’d call me in a few days when she’d had a chance to think things through. 
 
    The only other vaguely small comfort I got was realizing that the only real secret I’d ever kept from Jill was now out in the open. The fear I’d always had that this thing would one day come out and hurt me and Jill had finally happened, bringing a strange sense of release that anyone who’s hidden a big secret for yours will know only too well. 
 
    As you can imagine, what followed was the worst Christmas a man can endure. Knowing there’s a happy three-generation family on the other side of the country, but not being part of it. Sitting in a house full of happy family memories, but sitting there alone, aware that your wife and her best friend are sitting on the other side of town pontificating on and passing judgment on your past and your future. 
 
    There was no-one there for me. My kids were gone, my wife was gone, my ‘buddy’ Callan was hardly an option. Of course, I thought of calling or going around to Veronica, but with Jill sitting there trying to decide what she felt about our future, I knew that being at Veronica’s would have been both playing with fire and building a fusion bomb at the same time. And that Christmas I felt I’d done enough dumb things to last a lifetime, so Veronica’s stayed off my to-do list. Much as the feel of her arms and her lips would have gone a long way to reducing my pain. 
 
    Of course, I also thought about contacting Jill, but after all these years together I knew she exactly meant what she’d said, that she needed her space and that any badgering or contact on my part would have just counted against me in the court of Jill’s brain. And so however hard it was I stayed alone in that cold house and fought every urge to contact her. 
 
    It was only on the next day, Wednesday, December 26th, that I did anything proactive. I knew from their websites that all three of Jill’s clubs were open and so the question in my paranoid or not so paranoid mind was whether Jill would go into work, where of course she’d almost certainly meet Malcolm. 
 
    The next huge question in my mind being, as Wednesday was normally one of the nights she spent sleeping over at Malcolm’s, where would she head after she finished work. When she’d packed a bag and headed off to sort things out in her head, she’d been clear that she was heading to Charlotte’s. But that wasn’t the same as saying she’d be at Charlotte’s every night. Maybe in Jill’s mind, she’d only be at Charlotte’s instead of at our home, reckoning that why should Malcolm suffer because of something I’d done. 
 
    And so, at around six P.M. I set off from home and parked my car down a little side street near to the little cluster of three clubs Jill managed, glad for the short winter hours which meant Jill wouldn’t recognize my car even if by some chance she looked down the side street. 
 
    It was just after seven that my heart sank – disappointed but not surprised – as I saw Jill’s car speed by. Following up twenty minutes later as I drove out of my side street and did a pass by on the three clubs to make a final confirmation, spotting Jill’s car parked outside the third and largest of the clubs. The Pink Cabaret, which seemed the one where she spent the most time. The final sinking feeling burst on me as I saw the car parked next to Jill’s – Malcolm’s SVU. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    I wasn’t surprised, but I was hurt, disappointed, and worried. I wondered if it was some kind of Universe level of Karma playing out – payback for how I’d been less than honest to make sure I kept Jill away from Callan. Now Jill’s job naturally taking her into the Lion’s den of temptation, putting her next to a man who was a rival for her affections just as I had been with Callan all those years ago. 
 
    I sat in my car for what seemed an age, looking at my iPhone and hoping beyond hope that tonight would be the night Luther chose to email me the link to his security feeds so I could get my voyeuristic thrills. 
 
    Whenever he did this, he was pretty punctual with the email always arriving within a few minutes of eight o’clock. So, when my watch showed eight-fifteen and there was still no email my mind toyed with calling Luther to ask him to make tonight the night of my weekly ration. Not only would this have been demeaning, but it would have given Luther a hint that something was up as I’d never made a request like this before. Alerting him that all maybe wasn’t well between Jill and me. And if there’s a shark in the water, looking to feast on our marriage, dipping a weeping wound into the water isn’t the smartest of moves. 
 
    I had a burning and urgent need to know how things lay between Jill and me, and with no way of seeing into the club short of going in as a paying customer, the only thing I could think of was contacting Charlotte and seeing if she felt there was anything she could share. The likelihood of her sharing being higher if I was physically present on her doorstep, being harder to avoid than if I was just on the end of a phone. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    “Hi, Dave. I was wondering when I’d see you?” At least she wasn’t surprised to see me, that had to be a good start, I told myself. Charlotte’s smile, part tease, and part sympathy also gave me some level of hope and reassurance. Charlotte could be really rough and hurtful in the way she toyed with and teased people, but my gut told me that having herself been through rough times recently she was likely to want to do her best for both Jill and me. 
 
    I was soon inside her place nursing a steaming cup of coffee, looking hopefully at Charlotte, hoping she wouldn’t force me to spell it out, that she’d be the first one to speak. But eventually, I was the one forced to speak first. 
 
    “Tell me, Charlotte. Just how bad is it? Have I lost her? Do we still have a chance?” The worried look on my face said it all. 
 
    “It’s complicated,” came Charlotte’s opening words, neither comforting nor so bad as to induce despair. And then Charlotte started unpacking and explaining the situation, as far as she understood it. 
 
    “Dave, finding out after all these years has really shaken Jill to the core. It’s made her ask all kinds of questions. It’s not that she’s suddenly stopped loving you. After all, you’re the man she’s raised a family with, the man she’s shared her life with longer than she cares to remember. She can hardly remember her life before you. But all of a sudden, what you did to her back then, it’s made her question if you’re the guy she always thought you were.” 
 
    Charlotte paused to let her words sink in. Let me dwell on and fully understand what she was telling me. “Dave, just as you never thought you were handsome enough or sporty or macho enough for her, so she always put you on the same type of pedestal. She always saw you as unquestionably honest, someone who’d never lie to her, never hurt her. And then, all of a sudden, after twenty-five years, she suddenly finds out that you’ve got feet of clay. You’re just like all the other guys she’s ever known. Sure, she still loves you, she still knows you’re a good guy and that you love her more than life itself. Before she thought of you as a kind of rock star when it came to honesty and integrity, and she loved that in you, that’s why she made you the rock for her life and your family.” 
 
    Another pause until she saw I was ready for more hard truths. “But after all that, having built you up like this, she finds out that yes, you’re still a good guy, but you’re not the guy she built you up to be in her mind. Dave, honey, you’ve gone and knocked yourself off the pedestal she put you on. And that’s gonna have an impact, it’s just we don’t know yet what it is.” 
 
    Charlotte and I just looked at each other, each with eyes equally sad. This wasn’t the brassy, hard as nails Charlotte I’d so often seen. This was the woman and friend who’d been put through the wringer by her affair and on and off and on again marriage to Callan. A marriage that had ultimately ended in failure, hurt, and divorce. And with a breaking feeling in my chest, I wondered if Jill and my marriage was destined to end up in the same place as Charlotte and Callan’s. The breakers yard of matrimony. 
 
    Before I left, I also had to ask Charlotte what if anything Jill had shared about her pregnancy by Callan. The words were hardly out of my mouth when I realized what an insensitive question I’d just asked. All the years she’d been Callan’s wife, Charlotte had never been able to conceive and give him the child they so badly craved. A child that might have kept them together as a couple. 
 
    And here I was asking about a child sired by her ex-husband with her best friend Jill, a child that Jill had felt she had no choice but to have terminated, which I knew would have broken her heart at the time. How this made Charlotte feel I couldn’t begin to imagine, and here I was asking Charlotte all about the topic as if she were some uninvolved bystander. 
 
    “Sorry, Charlotte. Please forgive me, I shouldn’t have asked. It’s just these last couple of days have taken their toll.” 
 
    Charlotte could see that my apology was truly heartfelt – however, we might have squabbled in the past, that day we felt like fellow travelers on the road of anguish and pain. She stroked my cheek, “It’s okay, honey. I know you didn’t mean anything by it.” 
 
    Over the next few minutes, she went on to explain how Jill and she had discussed Jill’s long ago pregnancy and the pain of having to terminate a young life just starting out, and how if Callan had still been in the picture she’d have fought tooth and nail to keep the baby. Jill had described to Charlotte the pain and loneliness of keeping this secret to herself all these years. A secret neither I, her parents nor her children knew. 
 
    Hearing of Jill’s pain made me tear up with shame and love, love for the woman I’d hurt. Despite everything that had happened I was suddenly overwhelmed by an immense sense of guilt, and without a conscious thought passing through my brain my EQ and intuition told me as sure as anything I’d ever known just what I had to do. 
 
    And so, I gave Charlotte a farewell hug. “I’m off to see Jill.” 
 
    “I’m not sure that’s such a smart thing to do,” she advised, her face showing more concern and emotion than at any time earlier this evening. 
 
    I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, giving her a look that matched my confidence. “No, I understand why you’d say that. But I know now what I need to say to Jill and what I need to do.” 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    I vaguely knew the guy on the door, and he sure looked surprised to see me. Maybe I was being paranoid again, or maybe he already knew about Jill and my marital difficulties. After all, I could well understand why it might be a topic of discussion amongst the security team. 
 
    I nodded at him, getting my wallet out as if offering to pay, the gesture itself guaranteeing the shaking of his head as he opened the door and ushered me in for free. I took one step inside and stood stock still, letting my eyes adjust as I looked around. It was Wednesday so I knew Veronica was on a day off, but a few of the other girls smiled at me, knowing that I was liked indirectly through Veronica and Jill’s shared popularity with most of the other girls. 
 
    As my eyes adjusted and I carried on looking around Jill was nowhere to be seen. Heading to the bar I asked one of the girls who I knew was one of Veronica’s best friends if she knew where my wife was. The girl who was blonde and very busty, blessed with boobs that were obviously fake and from the cheaper end of the product range, seemed to have a permanent smirk on her face. 
 
    “Hi sugar, yeah, sure I know where Jill is. She’s outback, with our Head of Security. In one of our ‘private’ rooms,” her face breaking out into a total grin as she elongated these last two words. 
 
    Strangely enough, hearing this news didn’t shock me or worry me. The physical side of things wasn’t something that was on my mind this evening. I knew the thing that I needed to repair wasn’t the physical side of our marriage – it was something far more important, the emotional foundation of our love and marriage. 
 
    I thanked Blondie, gave her big tits a final glance, and headed back into the corridor which held the doors to the private rooms. I was glad that it was such a quiet night as if there had been any paying customers in there then my way would likely have been barred. Standing club rules being that if any paying customers were there then there should always be a security guy there to make sure the customers behaved. 
 
    But as Jill and Malcolm were far from paying customers, there was no one there to bar my way, so I stepped through the door and stopped to listen. The sound I expected coming from the last door on the right, the soft moaning of a woman having sex. The woman in question no doubt being my wife, the man making her moan no doubt her lover and boyfriend Malcolm. 
 
    There was little chance they’d hear me, but for some reason, I still walked quietly and slowly down the thirty foot or so of the corridor. Before quietly pushing the heavy black-painted wooden door open, and then easing just my head around the edge of the door to see what was happening inside whilst hopefully remaining unnoticed myself. 
 
    I was looking down from the end of the room that was about three feet from the foot of the bed, looking down on a pale body mostly covered by a huge dark body, Malcolm’s feet the closest thing to me and their heads the furthest thing away from me. The two of them were laying together on a large bed covered in black satin sheets, laying together in the classic missionary position. Jill’s pale thighs splayed wide apart, Malcolm’s muscular black ass pumping up and down between her thighs as their two mouths were locked together in a long-lasting and deeply emotional kiss. The pleasure Jill was getting from the slow and stretching deep fuck she was receiving so powerful that even though her mouth was covered by Malcolm’s her moans and groans of pleasure were easily audible to me. 
 
    His hips and ass never stopping their work even for an instant, Malcolm pulled back, breaking their kiss and allowing Jill to switch from kissing to speaking. 
 
    “Oh, Malcolm, you feel so good in me. So good, baby. I’ve missed this, missed you,” her voice replete with emotion and deep feelings. 
 
    Despite Jill’s spilling of her feelings, his response was more light-hearted as he chuckled. “Missed me? Jill, baby, I’ve missed you too, but it’s only been four days.” 
 
    But Jill wasn’t having any of it, she broke her arms away from where they’d been cradled around her boyfriend’s neck and held his head between both hands as she turned his head to look directly at her. 
 
    “Four days too long, sweetheart. Malcolm, you do know how I love you, don’t you? How much I love you. That’s why I said I missed you so much, even after just four days apart, without you.” 
 
    Malcolm’s earlier playfulness disappeared, suddenly sensing the seriousness of the mood and mindset Jill was in. His face now matching hers in terms of intensity. 
 
    “Yes. Yes, Jill. I know how much I love you, and I need you to know that I feel the same way. That I love you just as much, probably more than you love me … because you’ve got all of my heart, baby … and I know that, however much you love me, I’ve only got half of your heart, Jill …” 
 
    That was the point I burst in, every nerve ending in my body jangling at the possible destination of the conversation they were holding, with Jill in her present frame of mind. I’d not planned to rush in like that, but every inch of my body knew I needed to stop that conversation before it went any further. 
 
    “Jill, I’ve been talking to Charlotte, and it made me realize there are some things I need to say to you. I know you need your space, and I respect that. I’ll say my piece and then I’ll go.” 
 
    My entry into the room had obviously taken Jill totally by surprise. One minute she was mid a wonderful and tender loving session with her boyfriend, then the next her husband was standing there ruining the mood and the moment. She looked at me in a way that would have shriveled me up if I’d not been so clear and determined about what I knew I needed to tell her. 
 
    “Anything you want to say to me you can say in front of Malcolm,” her haughty and cold voice told me, not the real Jill but the Jill that had been created by her present pain and confusion. 
 
    Even as she said this, Malcolm’s ass was still gently continuing to pump up and down, an engine just ticking over at maybe eight hundred rpm, but even the idling motor and piston able to make my otherwise angry wife smile in pleasure. 
 
    “No. No, Jill. I don’t want you and me to have to be caught in the middle of this. Dave’s got a right to talk to you alone,” and with that he raised up, his huge and very swollen cock nodding in front of him as he eased off the bed, picked up his clothes and headed out the room. I don’t know who was more surprised by his action, Jill or me, not that it mattered – I was just hugely grateful that it was just Jill and me. 
 
    If anything, Jill’s face became even more stony and unsympathetic as she watched Malcolm’s broad back and black ass leave the room at military double-speed. Only when he’d gone did she turn to look at me, no words spoken but an expression that shouted out ‘this had better be good.’ 
 
    I sat on the bed, for some reason feeling strangely confident, a lot more confident than I had any right to be. Later I realized it was because I’d finally gotten to the point where I could contemplate life without Jill. This wasn’t something I wanted. After all these years of feeling I wasn’t quite good enough for her, I knew I was going to tell her some home truths. And when I’d finished, I knew that more than life itself I wanted her to still love me and be with me. But I knew that it was a decision only she could make and that if she did decide to walk away, then I’d be heartbroken but that bit by bit I’d rebuild my life. That I would survive and find happiness again, however painful the immediate times and the rebuilding process might be. 
 
    And so, strengthened by this strange confidence, I didn’t jump in. Jill’s angry and haughty face didn’t faze me, and instead, I stared her out, until slowly I saw a softening start to come over her face and I knew that at least she’d listen to what I had to say. 
 
    I’d planned it all out during the drive over from Charlotte’s place. The first thing had to be the dramatic gesture. Something to break down Jill’s barriers and make her really understand how sorry and sad and ashamed I was. 
 
    Thankfully I’d applied a little soap and lost a little weight recently. So, when I pulled at my wedding band and turned and twisted it a little, without too much effort or delay it slipped off my finger and into my palm. 
 
    From the shocked look in Jill’s eyes, I knew I had her attention. The walls were down and her ears and mind were open. 
 
    “Jill, darling. I realize I’ve done something terribly wrong. When Charlotte was telling me how painful, how terrible it was for you to lose that baby, and then to carry that secret alone all these years, when she told me that I realized just how badly I’ve wounded you and hurt you.” 
 
    There were tears in Jill’s eyes – tears of memory, confusion, and emotion all mixed up, matching the damp feelings on my own cheeks. 
 
    “Jill, I need you to know that I still love you with all my heart and soul. You’re my best friend, my lover, my soul mate. But I’ve done a terrible thing and it’s caused you a pain I can never imagine. And that’s why, honey, I’m handing you back the wedding band you gave me all those years ago,” Jill’s hand shaking as I took it in my hand and handed her the simple gold band. 
 
    “Jill, please don’t misunderstand what I’ve just done. I need you to hear me loud and clear. I want to remain married to you. I love you and want that you and I grow old together, surrounded by and caring for our wonderful kids and all the grandkids I hope they’re blessed with.” 
 
    “But I know now that unless we have a clean slate, and that you take a decision afresh, knowing what you know, our marriage will be forever polluted by that mistake I made all those years ago. We need to rebuild afresh, from Ground Zero, building up all over again. And, baby, you need to decide if that’s what you want, or if you want a different life, a different man.” 
 
    “I feel and know that we can’t rebuild on the old foundation. That was built on sand, built on a lie. I hate myself for it, but I feel like I cheated you. I didn’t mean to, and I know what we had and have is real, but at the moment I feel I need to give you your freedom. Your freedom to choose, that’s the only way that we’ll ever be able to be truly happy again.” 
 
    By now Jill’s tears were in full flow, the small room filled by the sound of her sobs echoing off the plastered black walls as I prepared to say my closing piece. 
 
    “Jill, baby, I hope with all my heart that you choose to want me still in your life. But that’s a decision only you can make. And until you make that decision, as I was the one who did wrong, it doesn’t seem right that you’re forced to move out of your home. So, I’m going to move into a local hotel and give you the space I owe you, until you tell me you want to talk.” 
 
    I had nothing more to say. I was physically and emotionally washed out. Just about having the energy left to give Jill the most emotional hug I’d ever given her. Feeling a wave of optimism as the muscles in Jill’s arms returned the hug, pressing her still naked breasts into my chest in a way that would make me hard on any other day in the year. 
 
    Finally, and only just able to tear myself away from our shared hug, I stood up, holding onto her hand as Jill and I shared a long lingering look. It would have been so easy to dive back onto the bed and make love to my beautiful wife and soul mate. I knew she’d be receptive, I could see it in her eyes. But after everything, I’d said and what I knew to be true, if I weakened and took this short-term gain, I’d likely pay the price in the long run. 
 
    I pressed me lips to the back of her hand, feeling tears fall from my eyes, but somehow, with superhuman effort, I turned and walked out of that little darkened room. Not daring to look back lest I weaken. A happy man tonight but one who’d always be looking over his shoulder and wondering if the foundations of his marriage were sound. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    I drove back across town, packed three large suitcases, and checked into a local motel. Wondering how long I’d have to wait before I knew the outcome of the huge but necessary gamble I’d just taken with my marriage. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 10 
 
    Thursday 27th December 2018, early morning 
 
    What a depressing vista? A shoddy motel room. Is this what my life had really come to? So much for high-powered corporate Exec, nationally head-hunted and offered a sixty-percent raise. The little kitchenette and the rest of the décor reminded me of every witness protection scene I’d ever seen in every TV cop show or Crime movie Jill and I had ever watched together. The feeling was so strong I almost looked outside the room door to see if there was a guy in an FBI jacket. 
 
    I couldn’t face unpacking the three large suitcases I’d brought – not that the single chipboard wardrobe and its chest of draws cousin had the capacity to empty the suitcases. I couldn’t face cooking in this depressing environment – not that I had anything to cook anyway! 
 
    Fortunately, there was a Denny’s diner across the way, and after two cups of coffee and a large steak and egg breakfast, I was just about feeling that I could face life. The motel room was too depressing and lonely and so I ordered another cup of coffee and settled in to spend a couple of hours trying to read my latest book and watch the world go by. 
 
    The book and being amongst people helped some, but for every ten minutes, I spent reading I probably spent another ten minutes staring into space, bemoaning my stupidity all those years ago and wondering what the future held for Jill and me. 
 
    The hardest part of all was the waiting – the not doing anything. I’d said my piece last night, and seeing Jill’s reaction I knew I’d been a hundred percent right in doing what I’d done – in saying what I’d said. But now that I’d done that, I knew there was nothing more I could do. I had to give Jill the time and space she needed – which just left me there like a man dangling on a thread over some cliff edge or other. The picture in mind that of faded black and white photos of old school daredevils perched precariously on high wires high above Niagara Falls. 
 
    The night before, after finding Jill and Malcolm making love and after my heartfelt apology, I’d struggled to sleep. The worst time being around two or three in the morning when all I could think of was where Jill would be sleeping that night. Wednesday nights were normally one of Jill’s ‘Malcolm nights’, but despite this, I couldn’t extinguish the hope that in the present circumstances, Jill would deny her own desires and would head home to the house I’d left free for her. 
 
    The not knowing of where she’d lay her head that night, alone or with Malcolm, drove me absolutely crazy. I dreamt up all kinds of ways of checking – driving by the different locations, using the tracker on her phone, lurking outside the club at closing time – I considered all these and more. But in the end, the fear of discovery and what that would do to Jill’s thoughts about the future scared me so much I just lay there in that lonely motel room. Staring up at the ceiling, racked by fear of the future, tormented by not knowing what the future held. 
 
    Just before lunch, my phone rang, my heart leaping into my mouth with the hope that it was Jill. My leap of hope was followed by an immediate low, seeing the word ‘Veronica’ flashing on the screen, my negative reaction making me feel guilty. 
 
    “Hi,” was all I could say as I picked up and answered. 
 
    “Hey, baby,” her voice much more airy and upbeat than mine must have sounded, the sound of her voice kindling the tiniest of happy flames somewhere amongst my inner demons. 
 
    She paused before she continued. “Dave, honey, I don’t want to step where I’m not wanted, but the girls at the club told me that you and Jill had some kind of fight, said you looked a bit down. If it would help to come over here and talk, then you know that I’m here for you. That I love you and I’ll do as little or as much as might be helpful for you, honey.” 
 
    I loved this woman. My heart might be breaking and I might be totally unsure about whether or not my marriage had a future, but I was also blessed to have this wonderful, understanding, and patient woman in my life. She’d said just the right things – totally pitch-perfect. ‘I’m here for you … I love you … as much or as little as you want … not me but you.’ Whatever her exact words, this was the message that she’d delivered. 
 
    And so, I started off to drive over to see Veronica, knowing that talking and seeing her would at least move me off rock bottom. But driving over there, I started thinking about the appropriateness of me being with Veronica at a time like this. My mind split between thinking about what was right and also the less moral thoughts about what Jill might think if she found out. 
 
    In the end, I parked up and rang Veronica, explaining why I didn’t think it was such a great idea for me to come over. To her great credit, Veronica listened quietly to my explanation and didn’t try and change my mind or pressure me. So instead of me going over there, we just talked on the phone for the best part of two hours. 
 
    It wasn’t the same as being there with Veronica, as smelling her perfume or feeling the touch of her arms around my neck or her lips against mine. But it was a whole lot better than a lonely motel room by myself, and by the end of our talk I’d perked up just enough, thinking I’d head back to my Denny’s diner, to eat and just be around people. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    The next few days followed a similar pattern. I was officially on annual leave, but I tried to do a little work as a good way of distracting myself. Each day I hoped that Jill would ring. Each time the phone rang, I’d pick it up and hope that it was Jill. Each night I’d torment myself wondering where Jill was. Was she with her boyfriend, making love and jointly discussing and deciding our marriage, or was she at our family home doing the thinking and pondering she’d told me she needed space for? 
 
    If she’d kept to her normal schedule, she’d have been home or at Charlotte’s on Thursday evening, the day of my long phone call with Veronica, at Malcolm’s on Friday and Saturday nights and back at home on Sunday. 
 
    Each day was just the most awful drag, wanting the phone to ring, wanting to hear Jill tell me that she wanted me home and wanted to talk. But at the same time, each time the phone rang I knew it could be Jill calling to tell me it was all over between us. 
 
    The rational part of my brain told me that, however angry and disappointed she was with me, she’d not just throw away twenty plus years of marriage and our family life over something that happened so long ago. But since when has fear been rational – my mind kept coming back to what Charlotte had told me about how hurt she’d been by having to terminate the baby and by carrying the pain and the secret all alone all these years. Every time my mind played back Charlotte’s words, I felt a shiver of dread racing down my spine. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    It wasn’t until Sunday just after lunchtime that Jill finally got in touch. Not a call, but a text, a text that left me feeling none the wiser about the fate of our marriage. 
 
    ‘I’m home, we should talk, J’ 
 
    It was only a five-minute drive from my motel to our home, but even during that short drive, I must have analyzed Jill’s message ten or twenty times. 
 
    ‘I’m home’ – did that mean she’d not been home before, that she’d spent the last two nights at Malcolm’s, as was her usual schedule. 
 
    ‘We should talk’ – did that mean I should go home to talk, or was it an invitation to call her phone, but if that was so why did she bother to tell me she was home, that was irrelevant information if she just wanted me to call her. 
 
    ‘J’ – not ‘J x’ or ‘J xxx’ – surely a sign that she was still mad at me. 
 
    Round and round and round these and so many other questions went in my brain as I drove the two miles from the motel to our home in Coral Gables. 
 
    Finally back home and seeing Jill’s car parked in our drive, I was suddenly afraid, and it took nearly a full minute and a huge effort before I could get my frightened legs to work as I hauled myself out of the car and down the last few yards of our drive. 
 
    Jill was in the lounge, a tired look on her face, her expression absolutely neutral, not giving me any hint of my fate and what Jill was thinking. 
 
    “Honey,” I said, my voice quivering with nerves, more than one word totally beyond me. 
 
    “Dave,” came her hard-edged reply. But at least I wasn’t back to being ‘David’. 
 
    And then whatever control I’d ever thought I might manage just dissolved in a split second as I walked over to Jill as fast as I could, telling her how much I loved her as I walked, finally arriving at the sofa and taking her hands between mine and carrying on in a non-stop litany of ‘I love yous’. 
 
    Fortunately, from the moment I broke down and started telling her how much I loved her, I could see tears in Jill’s eyes and I heard her own words mirroring my own. 
 
    We were both absolute wrecks as we clung to each, confessing our undying love and sobbing our eyes out. 
 
    When the storm had finally subsided and we’d both dried our tears, Jill pulled back a little from our embrace and touched my cheek with her fingertips with a gentleness that almost had me in tears again. Her eyes still soft and watery. 
 
    “What ARE we going to do? You and me. How have we got ourselves here?” All good questions she was asking, I just pulled a blank face and shrugged my shoulders, having no answer. 
 
    “I love you, Dave. But this latest thing,” she asked, her words trailing off. “You’ve really hurt me, Dave. Made me question a lot of things. Who we are, who you are. Are you the man I thought you were all these years? And our marriage was pretty complicated before all of this – the four-way marriage we somehow managed to build, somehow sneaking upon us.” 
 
    Jill paused, letting her words sink in, not just for me, but for her as well as she was thinking anew about what she’d just said. 
 
    “Dave, honey, you have to understand just how much what you did hurt me. I still love you, baby, nothing will ever take that away, but the lack of respect, the taking away from me decisions that were only ever mine to make, never yours …” I felt so small and guilty as I looked into her eyes, still loving and kind, but also intent on letting me know the pain and hurt I’d caused her. 
 
    “Honey, you weren’t to know it, but can you even begin to imagine how I feel about the baby I never knew? We have three wonderful children, the center of our lives, but every day, I have had the heartache of wondering about the child that was inside me but who I never knew, who I had terminated. What would they have been like? What would my life have been like? And it’s not their fault, but now there’s a small part of me that looks at our own children and links them to what you did. That makes me think that, however much I love them, maybe they should never have been. If you’d not taken that letter, then my lost baby would have been my first baby, not John. And Abigail and Sarah might never have been born ….” 
 
    Again, Jill’s words fell away as she withdrew back into herself, thinking about what she was telling me, thinking about the different track her life might have followed. The children she’d never known that she might have loved, the children she loved but might have never had. 
 
    Although she held me and kissed me and told me how much she loved me, I was truly fearful of where this conversation was headed, so when Jill moved her head next to mine and kissed me softly I felt a wave of relief the like of which I’d never known before. 
 
    But she wasn’t done with her soul-searching, those beautiful hazel eyes of hers locking onto me as part of her telling me just how hurt and confused she really was. 
 
    “And what about Callan?” she asked. ‘WHAT about Callan’ a little voice in my head echoed with anger and pique, this was about Jill and me, and that was plenty enough to deal with. 
 
    “By what you did, honey, you denied Callan the chance to have a family. To experience all those wonderful experiences we’ve so loved. To have a truly fulfilling life. He was the guy I first loved, he’s your friend, and now we find out that you stole away from him his chance of a truly happy and fulfilling life.” 
 
    I could have defended myself. I could have pointed out how he had hurt Jill. How he had torn her heart out and stomped up and down on it, dumping her for the girl he’d been infatuated with. How he had been so desperate to win Jill back that he had never once mentioned the letter to make sure she had gotten it; to make sure it had not fallen down the side of the bed. Inside I was yearning to tear Callan down in Jill’s eyes. But I knew now wasn’t a time for argument, it was a time for listening and contrition. So instead of defending myself the only words escaping my lips were a simple and small ‘I know’. 
 
    This seemed to be just the right thing to say, Jill’s eyes softening as she held herself close to me, my brain suddenly focusing on the smell of her hair, a smell from a different shampoo, something more masculine than her normal brand. My gut suddenly squeezing tight and cramping at the thought of the other threat to my marriage. The other army waiting quietly in reserve for when this battle was over – assuming they’d still be something to fight over. 
 
    It wasn’t the smell of her hair, I don’t really know what it was, but suddenly I wanted to kiss my wife. To stop all the talk and introspection – there’d be plenty of time for that later – and instead to do something simpler and more concrete to remind each other of our love. 
 
    Gently pulling Jill away from her positioning with her head nestled on my shoulder, I looked into her still wet eyes. “Jill, honey, I’m so, so sorry for what I did. I’d do anything to take it back, to undo all the hurt I caused you, but I can’t. I wish I could, but I can’t. And so all I can do is my best to make it up to you, every day, in each and every way I can. And that starts with loving you and loving the family we DO have. I can’t do anything about the family you might have had. The family you and Callan might have had. But I can show you my regret and my love by the way I love you and our family, our kids, and grandkids.” 
 
    By the way, Jill looked back at me I knew I’d said just the right thing. That the way I felt and the words I’d said had told her exactly what she wanted and needed to hear. So I moved my head slowly, as nervous as I’d been the very first time I’d tried to kiss Jill, closing the distance as I waited for a stopping hand or gesture until finally, our lips met. The soft, moist feel of her lips on mine the single sweetest thing I’d ever felt. A love lost and a love regained – or so I desperately hoped. 
 
    Relieved that Jill was allowing me to kiss her and was softly kissing me back, I continued, my hands savoring the silky softness of her long brown hair, as single kisses just merged into two sad and frightened people happy to lose themselves in the moment. Two people who’d been confident and as close as two can be, suddenly scared and thrust back to starting out all over again. Their physical closeness helping them forget their fear of what hard work and risks lay ahead. 
 
    Platonic and emotional soon started giving way to hungry and passionate, with lust not far behind, hands soon tearing at each other's clothes. If a soft kiss was a great way to forget and distract, how much more a lust-fueled sex romp in the lounge. 
 
    Only I decided I didn’t want this to be in the lounge, I wanted this to go on and on and to be as physically free-flowing as we both deserved and needed, so with great effort, I picked up and carried Jill up the stairs. Pushing back the sick little thought of how easy Jill’s boyfriend made it look every time he picked up and carried Jill. 
 
    We were soon naked in bed, still our matrimonial bed, no matter how many times it had been soiled and besmirched by the games Jill and I had played there with others over the last year. Jill and I were happy to take our time. To lose ourselves in the reassuring comfort and familiarity of each other's bodies, touching and kissing and stroking as we’d done so many thousands of times before. A reassuring familiarity that postponed all the painful rebuilding and questions we knew were yet to come. 
 
    I looked upon Jill’s beautiful ripe breasts, breasts that had nursed our children so many times as if I was looking at them for the first time. At once both exciting and new and simultaneously old friends, like some kind of sexual comfort blanket for a man still not sure where his marriage was headed. I reached out and stroked them, marveling at their softness, beautiful elliptical shape and the way Jill moaned and her nipples lengthened in response to touches both soft and hard. 
 
    As I continued to toy, suck and play with her beautiful womanly boobs Jill was content to slightly move her shoulders back and subtly offer herself to me, quietly looking at me as she knew how much I needed this. Only when I had temporarily had my fill, did I lift my head and look into those beautiful hazel eyes, like mine never more than a moment away from a tear. The mutual locking together of our eyes giving way to kisses both soft and hungry, as we explored each other's bodies as if this were our first not our thousandth time together. 
 
    I moaned as I felt Jill’s soft hand find me and stroke me up and down. Again, a sick thought pushed to the back of my mind, that however tenderly and firmly she was stroking me her hand was now used to a much longer traverse most of the time. However much she loved me and I loved her, a five-inch hand movement not being the same as the nine or ten-inch movements she’d been more familiar with recently. 
 
    This slightly sad, self-effacing thought was interrupted by the soft touch of Jill’s finger between my ass cheeks, as one or other finger slightly probed and teased, winning a series of short moans and a hardening of the already very stiff rod she was stroking. 
 
    We looked into each other's eyes, each knowing the others' thoughts – that we’d screwed up, but that we still loved each other and wanted to work through this thing, however hard that was going to be. 
 
    That moment, that blissful and inspiring moment seemed to last forever, only finally broken by Jill’s quiet voice. “Inside, I want you inside me.” 
 
    Hearing these words, it was like a fragrant and warm soothing oil had slowly spread from the top of my head through every sinew and pore until I was purring with pleasure and a sense of calm. We’d weathered the storm, we were back together and the woman who was my life wanted me inside her, wanted us to be reunited, two as one as we’d been all these years. 
 
    “I love you,” I told her, her half-smile a better answer than words, the way her thighs widened as I moved into position sending a surge of electric proportions through my body. I nearly cried as I felt her soft hand take hold of me and rub the top of my penis up and down her love lips. I didn’t want to take her, I wanted that she signal what she wanted and the way she held me was exactly what I needed to know and feel. 
 
    “Honey, I want you inside me,” she repeated and I looked deep into her very soul, neither of us daring to even blink, as I sank all the way into her wet and welcoming body. We’d made love thousands and thousands of times before today, but this was just like it was the first time all over again. Both a physical and symbolic joining together of two people who loved each other. 
 
    The all-surrounding feeling of Jill’s pussy warm and snug was wonderful. The closeness of our two bodies, pelvis to pelvis, felt amazing as I heard myself groan as Jill’s legs locked around the small of my back and pulled me in just that tiny bit deeper. 
 
    “Make love to me,” her soft and warm voice cooed. “And then later, after we’ve made love, I want you to fuck me. Fuck me like our lives depended on it.” 
 
    So that’s exactly what I did. At first giving myself over to slowly and gently working my cock in and out of Jill’s body, loving the contented ‘cat with the cream’ look on her face and her constant backing vocals of moans and sighs. Maybe not the earth-shattering shrieks and screams of other men she’d been with – but that’s not what she’d asked for. She wanted someone to make love to her – and that’s what I was doing. Better than Malcolm or Chris or any other guy she’d been with because I loved her more than they did. Jill seemed to get this because the way she looked at me told me this. The way her hands stroked my hair, caressed my neck, or traced every feature of my face – this all told me how much she loved me and how this moment was as special for her as it was for me. 
 
    We made love like that for some time, two people united spiritually, with our physical closeness and pleasure just an extension of the spirit. And then Jill’s expression changed, her smile was just a little wider and a little more mischievous, and I knew what was coming next. 
 
    “Fuck me, fuck me, baby. Take your wife back. Think of all those other guys you’ve let me fuck, think of their big cocks, and fuck me. Fuck me hard. Take me back. Do your best, baby.” 
 
    Part of me didn’t want to do it. Part of me wanted to continue with our slow and tender lovemaking. But the look in Jill’s eyes told me that even if I demurred and carried on as now, Jill would just tease and taunt me until I fell in with what she wanted. Fucked her like she wanted. So I cut the difference, kissing her, telling her how I loved her and then hoisting her long legs over my shoulders and started ramming into her as hard and fast and deep as I could. 
 
    Instantly, the sounds she was making changed. The soft groans and moans of contentment in the past as Jill’s breathing became fast and shallow, her voice higher pitched. ‘Yes … yes … harder, baby … do me, baby … deeper, baby …” she was lost in her own little world, intoning and begging me to be rough and animalistic with her. To give her the kind of loving that was so different but complimented what she’d needed at first. 
 
    With my self-imposed exile from Veronica, I’d not been with a woman in several days and so it wasn’t long before I felt that familiar tingling in my balls. 
 
    Jill knew my body movements well enough that she knew I wasn’t long for this world. 
 
    “Let it all out … give me what you’ve got … give me your baby juice, honey …” Her voice was almost cackling as she egged me on, her legs even tighter around me than before, the sound of her voice now breathy and desperate, she was close just like I was. 
 
    “Give it to me, baby … make me yours again, baby … own me, baby.” The last words I heard before the endorphins and other hormones surged through my brain with the power and urgency of a sexual tsunami, as I shouted at the top of my lungs, both of our bodies rigid as we shrieked and shouted. 
 
    I don’t remember cumming like that in many a year, and from the look on Jill’s face, her climax had been equally as intense. Her eyes taking some time to finally open and look at me, a soft shared smile passing between us as we extricated our sweaty limbs and snuggled next to each other. Our faces just inches apart, each looking at the other with a look that mixed new freshness and age-old familiarity. Each lost in our own thoughts and happy with this for now. The only words spoken being Jill’s words, delivered with a semi-teasing smile. 
 
    “Wow, if that’s what it’s like afterward, maybe we should break up more often.” 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    It was maybe an hour or so later that Jill was the first to rouse herself from the bed, heading into the shower to freshen up. When she came back out and started dressing it took me a while but I noticed she wasn’t putting on clothes from her normal ‘classy but trashy’ collection that were now her normal workday clothes. The clothes she was putting on were much more the kind of things she’d have worn to the office or if we were going out on a date. 
 
    Before I had a chance to mention anything, Jill herself answered the mystery, as she looked across at me with a nervous but flushed face. 
 
    “Wish me luck. Now for part two. I’ve got to go and talk to Callan.” 
 
    With the softest of kisses, before I’d had a chance to give her the farewell hug my intense insecurity demanded, she was down the stairs and out the front door. As her car’s engine started up, I nervously squeezed my hands together at the thought of all that had happened and the realization that we were not yet out of the woods. 
 
    Squeezing hard, a nervous habit picked up in childhood, I suddenly realized that my ring finger was still empty. There was no metallic feel as I grasped that finger and realized how empty it was. Telling myself Jill had been too distracted by the heat, passion and significance of our love-making. Too distracted to remember to slip the symbolic piece of gold back where it belonged. Telling myself surely this was the only possible explanation. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 11 
 
    Sunday 30th December 2018, mid-evening 
 
    “Wish me luck. Now for part two. I’ve got to go and talk to Callan.” 
 
    That’s what she’d said as she’d hurriedly finished dressing. I’d not had a chance to react or say anything before Jill was down the stairs and out the house. I closed my eyes, hardly able to believe the whirlwind of emotions I was being put through today. The nervous tension of the conversation with Jill, when she’d told me how she still loved me, but that what I’d done had changed everything. But that she wanted to work together to fix things. 
 
    And then this – Jill heading out the door to have a heart-to-heart with a guy who until recently I mainly thought of as one of our best friends. But who now was front and center in my mind as the man who Jill had loved before she’d known me. The man who I’d only won Jill away from by subterfuge and trickery. A trickery that had finally come back to haunt me twenty-five years later. The man whose baby Jill had been carrying, the baby she’d had terminated, leaving him a man who’d never known the life-defining experience of parenthood. 
 
    My eyes stayed screwed shut for a long time, as I tried to come to terms with this latest kick in the gut. Something that was all the more difficult to deal with as I had no reference point, no idea of how far the talk with Callan would go. If Jill had gone to Malcolm’s, I always knew pretty much what would happen. 
 
    But with Callan and Jill, I had no idea. Would the conversation stop with a simple ‘I’m really sorry, Dave had no right to do that, but we are where we are, let’s just all try and stay good friends?’ Maybe with a side-order of ‘yes I’m sorry, but you were the one who dumped me and broke my heart, get over it.’ 
 
    But however much I tried to persuade myself this might be all Jill would say to Callan, I knew in my heart that this wasn’t Jill. She could never be this closed and calculating with a good friend, let alone with a guy who was both a good friend and someone she’d once loved deeply. I knew in my heart she’d inevitably feel a need to unburden herself about the unborn baby that she’d terminated. That without this act of confession she’d not feel even halfway whole, never be able to look Callan in the eye or retain a meaningful friendship with him. 
 
    Jill must have left a little before six, and she normally arrived at the club at around eight to nine this left me wondering what her plans were – whether her need to be at the club would bookend the time she had to talk to Callan or whether she’d call in and take a personal day. 
 
    What do they say? Waiting’s always the worst. Those words seemed etched into my brain by a powerful and painful industrial acid that evening. Or maybe carved in with the bluntest and most rusty of pocket knives. Whatever the metaphor, it was hard as hell to sit there at home, once again alone, wondering what was happening between Jill and her one-time boyfriend Callan. Conjuring in my mind all kinds of imagined scenes and outcomes – the ones that came to me naturally never-ending well, only counterbalanced by my rational mind’s much more two-dimensional monochrome happy endings. One a deeply felt and painful fear, the other an artificial and manufactured happy ending to cheer me up. 
 
    As I sat there stewing in my suffering, squeezing my hands and feeling my empty ring finger, I briefly toyed with calling or visiting Veronica, before remembering she’d be at work. So, the only practical thing I could think to do was to drive by the clubs and see if I could spot Jill’s car outside. (Strangely, this felt acceptable and less intrusive, whereas I told myself doing the same cruise by on Callan’s place would be a betrayal of Jill’s trust – the very thing that had gotten me into this mess all those years ago.) 
 
    Just over an hour later, I was back at home, with the unhappy realization that Jill had blown off work and was almost certainly still round at Callan’s place. I never thought I’d have felt happy to know that Jill was at the clubs with Malcolm – but that’s how I felt that Sunday evening. Malcolm, the lesser of two evils. How had my life, my marriage come to this? 
 
    However hard I tried, whatever distraction I came up with, none of them were the equal of the vivid, technicolor images that surfed into my brain one after the other. I’d seen so many real images of Jill with other guys over the last year, my brain had plenty of material to photoshop, to come up with pictures of what might be happening between Jill and Callan as I sat there imagining the worst. 
 
    I pictured them together doing all manner of things. From the relatively simple act of just talking or reminiscing, through the painful thought that maybe they’d talk about what the child they’d never known might be like. Through to the possible rekindling of their love, which had once burned so bright, now relit by the thoughts of what might have been. These thoughts and their shared memories of love driving them back into each other’s arms, kissing and looking deep into each other’s eyes. Moving on to clothes hungrily ripped aside so they could once again feast on each other's bodies. Eyes inquisitively seeing how the years had treated them, comparing each other to their more youthful college-aged selves, no doubt each pleased that the years had passed without leaving too much of a mark. Memories giving way to current lust and need and touching, two sets of hands roaming and caressing and squeezing. 
 
    Until finally the inevitable would happen, and Jill and Callan would be reunited as lovers, just as they’d been long before Jill ever knew me as a friend or boyfriend or husband. Their two bodies writhing together in passion and lust, reliving their glory days from all those years ago, the memories almost as sweet as the real here-and-now pleasure they’d each be feeling. Jill enjoying anew the feeling of Callan’s long thick cock stretching her wide as time after time he plunged in and out of the depths of her body. Moaning and sighing, calling out his name as she wrapped him tight between her arms and legs, making sure that once escaped he was going nowhere this second time around. As Callan for his part enjoyed the soft skin and ripe femininity of Jill’s body, savoring the snug and moist heat of her pussy – comforting, enveloping, and stimulating every nerve-ending in his impressive and ramrod hard cock. 
 
    My mind spent the whole of that evening torn between terrible images like this and considering the long-term impact of these two age-old secrets on Jill and my life. Our life had been complicated enough before this, and these latest revelations might test our love and marriage beyond what even we could cope with. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    It was just before two a.m. when I saw the headlights of Jill’s car sweep up the drive. I breathed a huge sigh of relief, thinking how despite the torment I’d been through these last hours I needed to play it cool. 
 
    When Jill walked in through the doors, aside from looking tired and a little puffy-eyed she looked very similar to when she’d left eight hours ago. Our eyes met as she hung up her keys by the front door and then with a sad look she spoke. 
 
    “I’m sorry if it hurts you, honey. But after everything that’s happened, after what you did to him, after what I did to him, it just felt right. To start rebuilding, undoing some of the injustices, some of the hurt and pain.” 
 
    I couldn’t argue with Jill – the sum total of what we’d done together was a terrible hurt caused – but nonetheless, I felt sick to my core as Jill’s words sank in. Without spelling it out in so many words, she was telling me that yes, she had slept with Callan. And more frighteningly what she was also hinting at was that it wasn’t going to be one-off. Jill rarely if ever used words carelessly – and her use of the words ‘to start rebuilding’ told me that in her mind at least tonight between her and Callan wasn’t a mere one-off. 
 
    And just as I knew Jill was never careless with words, so Jill also knew that I always listened hard to parse and understand every nuance of what she meant. So, with our eyes still locked together Jill could see the sadness and the fear in my eyes, as she tried to read whether I would object or give-in to the future she was hinting at. 
 
    It was already late and this tense and traumatic evening ended in the most surreal of ways. As we turned off the lights and headed upstairs, Jill turned on the stairs and kissed me. “Take me to bed, honey. I need you to hold me.” 
 
    And that’s how we drifted off to sleep. Spooning and snuggling together, Jill at first restless before her tiredness from an evening with her ex-boyfriend finally won out and I was left listening to the steady cadence of her sleepy breathing. It was maybe another hour or so before I was able to find sleep. The mix of the images in my head and the aroma of Callan’s aftershave, still lingering in Jill’s hair and on her skin the perfect combination to stoke my fears and stop me sleeping. Once I was sure Jill was asleep, I extricated myself and took my pillow down to the sofa; where I slipped into a fitful sleep. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    That was how December 31st kicked off in the Foster household. 
 
    If Jill and my marriage had been congested and overpopulated before Christmas, as things moved into 2019 our social calendar started to feel like the arrivals and departures board at a Greyhound bus station. Finding time for Jill and me became a major logistical exercise, taking me right back to when we had three teenagers at home. When scheduling all the sports, social and extra-curricular pick-ups and drop-offs had needed a large sheet of paper on the Fridge as the family organizational bible for the week. 
 
    It was like one of those spy-thriller movies where the walls are pressing in from all sides. Jill’s job and relationship had been the two walls pressing in on our time together pre-Christmas. But that now felt positively idyllic and luxurious compared to how 2019 was shaping up. Two extra walls added and pressing in – Jill’s rekindled relationship with Callan and the not unreasonable requests from my new employers that I find a couple of days a week to be physically on-site in their L.A. headquarters. 
 
    It took us a few weeks to work it out and get into a new rhythm, but we eventually stumbled on a routine that sort of worked for us, at least as well any routine could work with so many demands on Jill and my time. 
 
    Jill still had Monday and Tuesdays as her days off and I made sure to be in Miami, now always able to work from home as Oasis didn’t have an office here in Miami. These two days were still the bedrock of the time Jill and I got to spend together. Then on Wednesday mornings, I’d head off to L.A. on the 6 AM early flight, spending Wednesday and Thursday nights in L.A. before heading back just after lunchtime on Friday, getting me back in Miami around nine-thirty on Friday night. 
 
    While I was in L.A., aside from working, Jill split her time between Callan and Malcolm. Wednesday nights stayed as one of Jill’s ‘Malcolm nights’, but with me now away on Thursday nights, instead of being in our family home Jill spent Thursday night sleeping over at Callan’s. 
 
    When we’d gradually morphed into this new schedule, I’d tried to persuade Jill (and through her Malcolm) to switch things around so that I’d see some more of Jill at the weekend. But claiming pressure and busyness at work, both of them held firm and insisted we leave things unchanged, with Jill still sleeping over with Malcolm on both Friday and Saturday nights. 
 
    And as if all of this wasn’t enough for our marriage to cope with, Luther was slowly pushing forward with his brainwave idea of ‘www.hotwifejanencuckydan.com’. He’d recorded and shared with me at least three other videos of Jill with Malcolm and some other guys, the only blessing being that as far as I knew the website wasn’t yet live to the general public. I could view the beta site, but it seemed Luther wanted to build a bigger pool of content before he launched. Either that or it was another part of his cat and mouse game with me, keeping me dangling there wondering when I had to start worrying about our friends and neighbors accidentally seeing Jill’s new career – interracial porn starlet. 
 
    By the end of January that was the pattern, we were living in. Sometimes I closed my eyes, so confused at the Kaleidoscope of relationships that was now our lot. A year and a half ago we’d had the most normal and conventional of marriages, and here we were living a life that would have been a good plot for a day time soap – all the ins and outs of different people in different beds, all the revolving doors of different relationships. 
 
    There were so many changing dynamics and changing relationships, that’s why I so often felt disoriented and confused – and all of this happening side-by-side with me trying to navigate the new relationships and people in my new job. 
 
    In these moments of confusion, I sometimes had to look at the ring which Jill had returned to my finger to convince myself that this wasn’t all some bad dream and that we were still together as a couple, despite all that had happened and all of the complexities of the other people involved in our lives. 
 
    Amongst all of this confusion and chaos, the relationship that I found most difficult to deal with was Jill’s newly re-kindled relationship with Callan. After the long-ago problems between him and Charlotte and Jill, through coaching our kids and other social circles Callan and Charlotte had both become some of the best friends we had. The kids looked upon them virtually as family – Uncle Callan and Aunty Charlotte – and yet Jill was now in a burgeoning romantic relationship with the guy who’d been her long-time boyfriend at college. 
 
    Because of their previous closeness, and the more recent close friendships between all four of us, Callan and Jill’s growing relationship had a totally different dynamic and feel to it than what she’d had with Chris and now had with Malcolm. Given the history, they shared, even at the get-go whenever I’d see them together or hear Jill talk about what they did I picked up a closeness that truly troubled me. 
 
    Whenever I’d seen Jill with Chris, I knew that even if they were close and they loved each other, I was always the one who truly held Jill’s heart. It was like I’d loaned her body and her heart to another guy – but always as a game, a temporary game which we both enjoyed – a game that would end when Jill came home. 
 
    And with Malcolm, even though the relationship was different than the one Jill had with Chris, I still had the same feeling. I had little doubt that if anything unfortunate ever happened to me, after a period of mourning she’d have built a new life with Malcolm. Giving him her heart fully, whereby for now he only partially had her heart. 
 
    With both Chris and Malcolm, whatever my fears might have been, deep down I trusted Jill to keep her promise to me to never leave me for either of these guys. I trusted her because I knew who she was at her very core – she was my partner and friend, the mother of the children we’d brought into this world and nurtured together. 
 
    But seeing her with Callan, there was nothing explicitly said or done that led me to doubt her, but it was just a feeling I had. With Chris and Malcolm, I’d always believed we were essentially playing a game. A game that had sent roots of emotion deep into Jill’s heart – because she was that kind of woman – but nonetheless it was always a game. 
 
    But with Callan, I wasn’t so sure. When I saw the two of them together, the way things just looked so natural and easy between them left me feeling uncertain and unsure. It was there in the smallest of signs, in the DNA of the body language between the two of them. The way they positioned their bodies relative to each other in simple everyday situations. The way they smiled and exchanged the smallest of casual touches. The way they finished off each other’s sentences. 
 
    It scared me because it was like I was looking at a mirror image of how Jill and I had been for so long. When we were together, Jill and I were still like this, but then again for most of the week, we were no longer together – busy with myriad work and relationship commitments. 
 
    The event that crystallized all of this for me was a neighborhood pool party that happened on a Sunday in about the middle of March. It was hosted by one of the couples who were pretty active in the local swinging scene, Liam and Jessica. They’d been the ‘happy swingers’ who Jill and I had always thought of as a good example of how to make this lifestyle work – the opposite of Callan and Charlotte whose marriage had been eventually undermined by swinging. 
 
    Most of the people at the party were part of the group we’d originally visited with when Jill and I had played with Darryl and Gemma respectively. And maybe it was because of this that Jill behaved quite differently all evening than she would have done if we’d attended a party with a different group. 
 
    At first, it was fine, but then about an hour after we arrived Callan and Charlotte turned up – which was certainly a surprise to me because, although they were still good friends, no-one had told me that they’d be attending. 
 
    At first, all went okay. The way that Jill and Callan behaved sent the normal signals to our local friends that Jill and I were together and Callan and Charlotte, even though now divorced, were there together. But as the party went on and more booze was drunk things started changing. 
 
    It first started about an hour after Callan and Charlotte had arrived, when I headed off to use the bathroom. When I’d left Callan had been standing next to a woman I didn’t know, on the opposite side to Jill and I, the two of us standing next to each other as part of a gaggle of about seven or eight discussing some of the changes to staffing recently announced in the local High School. 
 
    But when I came back from my short trip to the bathroom, I immediately saw that Callan had switched sides and taken the spot next to Jill where I’d been standing. This in itself was just a small thing, the kind of thing that happens at parties, but as the conversation went on even though he must have seen the look of irritation on my face he did nothing to switch back so that I could stand next to Jill. And Jill was no better, seeing that her and Callan’s glasses both needed a refill, she took his glass and headed into the house to the bar – not once looking across at me or thinking to ask me if I wanted a refill. 
 
    Upon her return, Callan’s ‘thanks babe’, said so all could hear was another slap across the face to me. The group conversation was starting to splinter up and Jill and Callan were soon turned in, just talking to each other, the flirting and closeness between the two of them evident to everyone. 
 
    Standing there with an empty glass, lonely and not really included in anyone’s conversation I felt my cheeks coloring up as I felt increasingly frustrated and angry at how Jill and Callan were behaving – showing me up in front of friends and neighbors. The group might have been a swingers group a couple of nights a month – but otherwise, it was a group where certain norms of convention and proper behavior needed to be observed. 
 
    Callan and Jill were doing anything but, and they seemed even oblivious to my presence by now, totally wrapped up in each other and their mutual delight at an unplanned afternoon together. 
 
    What came next made it ten times worse. Someone shouted out a suggestion for couples’ pool volleyball, and before I knew what was happening Callan had volunteered him and Jill to be a team and for the next hour or so they played the happy couple in front of the assembled cheering on-lookers. Given Callan’s stellar High School and College sports background and that Jill was both a strong swimmer and pretty sporty, it was no surprise that Callan and Jill sailed through the various light-hearted elimination games and ended up in the final. The other pair, actually the hosts Liam and Jessica, put up a fair contest, but in the end, they had little answer to the general fitness and power of Callan’s game, his competitive spirit, and the support Jill could give him. 
 
    It took Callan and Jill around five minutes to win the final, celebrating with a jokey little plastic trophy and a less jokey full-on kiss, right in front of all our neighbors. And all throughout the entire mini-tournament, the final and the celebratory kiss, I was the forgotten man. No one, least of all Jill and Callan, paying me a blind bit of attention – Jill and Callan the couple together, seemingly in their eyes and anyone else who had eyes to see. 
 
    When the matches finally finished everyone kind of drifted off, with a few couples staying in the pool to enjoy its cooling effects – with Jill and Callan one of about three couples who were each enjoying the isolation and privacy offered by the various corners of the pool. 
 
    At first, they were just talking, their heads close together at a distance that told even the most casual of observers that the two of them were more than friends. But then as more and more people drifted away from the perimeter of the pool and into the house or other parts of the yard, Jill and Callan’s close heads got even closer, and closer until they were exchanging kisses. The kisses getting more and more passionate, all four of their hands under the water, only the blurring effect of the water and the angle I was looking from stopping me seeing the full extent of what was going on. 
 
    I was trying my best to be discrete – sat at one of the tables, pretending to look at something on my phone, with dark glasses and a large straw hat to disguise me and the direction I was looking in. In fact, the whole get-up did such a good job in disguising me that neither Charlotte nor Jessica realized it was me sitting just behind them as they stood there gossiping. 
 
    “Doesn’t it upset you, Charlotte. To see Callan and Jill carrying on like that, right in front of you?” Jessica’s gossipy voice intoned, with mock shock and outrage, no doubt trying to provoke Charlotte into revealing something even more juicy that Jessica could then spread around the community. 
 
    “No, Jess. I’m fine with it. After all, we’re split up for good now. And after all, I was the one who cheated on him. And we’re still good friends and I’m happy for him. He’s had it pretty rough, and if I’m honest, I’m not sure he ever really stopped loving Jill.” 
 
    That gave the nosey Jessica food for thought. She went quiet for a few moments and I thought the conversation was over – but I should have known better. One gun spiked didn’t mean she was done, although I was soon to wish she was. 
 
    “But what about poor Dave? He was standing only feet away, having to watch them cavorting and carrying on like that. I know this isn’t exactly your normal PTA group here, but nonetheless, to have to stand there and watch your wife carry on like that with another man, a man you always thought of as a friend. Well, that must have cut him up inside, cut him to the core.” 
 
    It had been bad enough having to watch – but being gossiped about in this way only made it worse, with Charlotte’s giggled laughter and words only make it worse still. 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry about poor old Dave, he’s quite the cuck. You know about Darryl, I’m sure. Well after Darryl broke her in, sweet little Jill has developed quite the taste for men who have, shall we say, a little more to offer than her loving hubby. After Daryl, there was Chris, her boss at work – almost as handsome and hunky as Daryl. Then there were those black teachers who live next door to Jill and Dave – and ever since then, she’s been carrying on with a number of different black guys. Hell, didn’t you know she quit her job to manage a black strip club – even got herself a black boyfriend, a huge guy who she sleeps with two or three times a week. So, no, Jess. I’m not too sorry for sweet little Dave – if anything he seems to like this more than Jill does, and much as my still love my Callan, I hope he doesn’t get spat out and hurt, coz he’s just the latest man in and out of little Jilly’s bed and legs …” 
 
    Of course, as I was behind them, I couldn’t see Jessica’s face – but I bet her jaw must have hit the ground. I’m sure some more than a few details of the life we’d been living had leaked into the local gossip networks, but I’m sure that however much she sought gossip, Jessica had never heard such a blunt and comprehensive description of the slutty lifestyle that was now Jill’s staple. 
 
    With Charlotte having spilled the beans in such a complete and utter fashion, I found myself holding my breath, desperately trying to make myself invisible, desperately hoping they’d not turn around or head in my direction. My pulse pumping like a sledgehammer, I got up as quietly as I could and headed into the house, thankful that I’d made my escape before they’d spotted me. 
 
    One of the few people in the lounge, I helped myself to a large drink and found a corner from which I could watch the yard without being easily seen myself. Looking out I saw that Charlotte and Jessica were still deep in conversation – likely about me and Jill – but however hard I looked I couldn’t see either Callan or Jill. 
 
    I began to get a bad feeling in my gut. Liam and Jessica held these parties twice a year, and although many of the guests were friends from the swinging group, the events were social rather than sexual. Nonetheless, more than a few couples had been caught in compromising situations in one of the bedrooms in Liam and Jessica’s large house. Until now it had always been a bit of a joke, but not seeing either Jill or Callan anywhere about I wasn’t feeling like laughing. 
 
    Downing my drink in one swift gulp, as casually as I could I started towards the stairs, thankful that most people were still outside in the yard. When I reached the top, I saw six-bedroom doors, all shut, and I slowly worked my way down the corridor listening at each. I was on edge as I moved door to door, but it wasn’t until the last but one door that I felt a real kick in the gut. As I heard the unmistakable sounds of a couple making love, instantly recognizing the two voices I heard from the other side of the door. 
 
    “Oh yes … yes … yes … so good, so good … oh god, I’ve missed this … missed you … forgotten how good you feel … how you know just what to do to me … you haven’t forgotten, all these years, you haven’t forgotten.” Jill’s heart-breaking commentary accompanied by the slow and steady slap of flesh hitting flesh, the lovers showing no hurry, taking their time as they relived the greatest hits from their back catalog. 
 
    “Oh Callan, I love you … never stopped loving you … never stopped ….” 
 
    I’d had enough. Despite everything Jill and I had done the last year and a half, this was the first time I genuinely felt she’d been unfaithful. 
 
    Everything we’d done over the last year plus had been by agreement and out in the open – but this was different. This was totally out of bounds – in no way something I’d signed up for. 
 
    Ever since I’d popped to the restroom, she’d totally ignored me, more preoccupied with her new beau – her old beau. And then to cap it all, not content with flirting and making out in front of all our neighbors, they’d snuck upstairs for a secret fuck. Jill unable to keep her hands off her old boyfriend – even though I was letting them spend time together when I was in L.A. 
 
    Just as with the night of Luther’s brainwave of the Jill and Dave cuckold website, I’d had enough. Even I had reached my limit. I thought about storming in there and confronting them, but then I thought ‘screw them’. I wasn’t going to embarrass or demean myself any more than they’d already done by their actions. There was a woman on the other side of town who’d be only too pleased to see me. 
 
    I walked back to our house, packed a suitcase, and got an Uber over to Veronica’s. Veronica was happy to see me, albeit also a little concerned by the circumstances and by my mood as when Haley was safely asleep, I ranted and raved about Jill and Callan. 
 
    When the storm of my temper had finally blown out, Veronica took me to bed and we made gentle and tender love. It felt so good to be with a woman where the only thing in my mind was how we felt about each other and how we could express this both physically and emotionally. 
 
    Making love to her felt so wonderful, so pure and so uncompromised. When I’d spent myself and made sure that she was satisfied, we just lay there looking deep into each other’s eyes. We both wanted each other so badly, it would have been so easy to make a misstep, but to her eternal credit, Veronica thought more about my needs and situation than her own. 
 
    “Honey, stay the night, you owe that to yourself, and it sends a signal. But then, tomorrow, you have to go and talk this through with Jill. You know that, right. What do the vows say – for better or for worse.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 12 
 
    Monday 18th March 2019, mid-morning 
 
    The wonderful and refreshing night I’d spent with Veronica had served as a stark reminder of the pleasures of a simpler life, simpler relationships. We’d made love twice on Sunday night and once more on Monday morning before a sleepy-looking Haley had come in and put a dampener on any further passion. (Not that I minded, seeing her happy reaction at seeing me was almost as much of a boost to my spirits as the time I’d spent with her mother.) 
 
    When I headed out from Veronica’s place on Monday morning I didn’t go straight home. I headed first to one of my favorite coffee shops to collect my thoughts – do some thinking apart and alone from both Jill and Veronica. 
 
    Finally heading home, I was in a good place. Determined to let Jill know just how much I thought her behavior in front of our friends and neighbors was out of bounds, but not so caught up in anger that I’d overplay my hand or say something I’d later regret. 
 
    But that ‘not so caught’ up in anger lasted precisely one second after I turned the corner into our Avenue – immediately catching sight of a red 1974 Firebird parked in our driveway. 
 
    Wasn’t it enough that the two of them had humiliated me in front of the neighbors yesterday? Now they had to rub my nose in it and intrude on the small amount of time Jill and I had together each week. 
 
    Hearing laughter from the pool area around the back, I walked around the side and prepared to confront the two of them. The moment I got there, I stopped stock still – sick to the bottom of my stomach by what I saw. The pair of them together, Jill pressed forward over one of the heavy wrought-iron poolside tables we had, dressed normally except for her skirt being up on top of her ass and her panties being half-way down her thighs. Callan was directly behind my wife, his ass slowly and teasingly pumping in and out behind Jill’s shapely ass. My vantage point angled so I couldn’t miss seeing the outline of Jill’s pussy lips as they stretched like elastic snug and tight around Callan’s fat glistening cock. 
 
    The giggling was coming from Jill. “Let me go, you brute. Dave will be home soon. Haven’t you had enough yet? You’re incorrigible…” 
 
    “You weren’t complaining last night! Just like back at college, you never could get enough, keep your hands off me. Anyway, I’m making up for lost time, I’ve got twenty-five years of catching up to do … and the way I look at it, Dave owes me, after what he did, stealing you away from me for all those years,” his voice a strange mix of joking and serious. 
 
    Jill’s giggles soon died away, her head now fully flat on the iron table as she moaned and sighed as Callan continued slowly servicing her, slowly building up speed with his big cock, Jill’s cries of passion louder and more wanton with every passing minute until I knew from her breathing she was close. 
 
    Realizing the same as me, Callan slowly brought his strokes to a halt, confusing Jill who twisted her neck to look over her shoulder at her lover. “Baby, why’d ya stop?” her needy voice asked. 
 
    “Whose pussy was this, Jill?” Callan’s deep voice asked. 
 
    “Yours, baby, yours.” 
 
    “And whose is it now?” 
 
    Jill giggled, “It’s yours and Dave’s and Malcolm’s.” 
 
    “Wrong answer,” Callan answered, starting to pull out his long cock until his thick glistening shaft was behind Jill and only the engorged plum-shaped head was still inside Jill’s body. 
 
    This was my first time to see Callan’s cock. All through our marriage, Jill had kept quiet about her ex’s sizeable endowment. It was only when we started our swinging lifestyle, more than twenty years into our marriage, that Jill had finally shared with me that her college boyfriend’s cock was nearly as big as Daryl, the first guy she’d slept with in our swinger’s circle. 
 
    Now for the first time, I saw she’d not been exaggerating. It looked to me to be about the same length as Chris’s cock, but was noticeably thicker – and his cock hadn’t exactly been thin. With the difference in skin tones, it was difficult to make comparisons with some of the black men in Jill’s life, but it looked as thick as both Malcolm and Luther. Thick like an aerosol spray can, and at around nine inches in length, he looked around the same length as Malcolm and only just a little shorter than Luther’s monster. 
 
    Jill’s voice brought me back to the here and now as she replied to Callan not being happy with her answer about who owned her pussy now. “That’s not fair, baby. You knew how it was when we started seeing each other again. It’s not like in college. I already have two other men in my life. I love all of you, have to be fair to all of you…” 
 
    Jill’s voice had been light, pleading for reasonableness and understanding. But Callan answered with a far more serious tone. “Well, I want more, Jill. I was your first love, you loved me long before you knew any of these other guys, and I’ve been robbed of all these years, robbed of a family … so I want more …” 
 
    He didn’t allow Jill time to answer, he just gave one fast deep lunge, burying all of his big cock back in Jill, her only reply a surprised ‘nnnnn’ sound as her body was sharply pitched forward and her tits squashed into the hard iron table. 
 
    As Callan started up his slow and deep strokes, all thought of conversation was soon forgotten, Callan building up speed and Jill was soon back on the edge of her orgasm, her breaths short and urgent and her muscles starting to tighten as the wave approached. Only this time Callan didn’t pull out or slow down, he just powered on as Jill moaned and sobbed, the muscles of her beautiful body taut and twitching as she cried out in ecstasy. 
 
    Callan seemed intent on making a point and even as Jill asked him to go slow he just carried on, soon having Jill on the edge of a second climax, this time Callan’s face telling me he was close himself. Callan now squeezing Jill’s big tits, rubbing at her swollen nipples as he thrust hard and shot his load as deep into Jill as he could, the two of them crying out as they clung tightly to each other through an intense and loud shared climax. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    Callan was the first to slowly start recovering, his hands playfully caressing Jill’s shapely behind, before then pulling her panties and skirt back into position as if nothing had ever happened. Then he helped Jill to stand back up straight, easing her big boobs back into her bra cups and re-buttoning her blouse with an everyday casualness. 
 
    It was at this point that they both turned to head back into the house, instantly seeing me standing ten feet away staring at them with an incredibly red and angry face. 
 
    Jill started to color up and blush, but decided to brazen it out. “Hi honey, how long have you been back? You should have said something.” 
 
    “Don’t give me that crap, Jill. After how the two of you humiliated me yesterday, in front of all the neighbors, you’ve got the balls to act like this, in our family home? And on a Monday, one of the few days we get to ourselves!” 
 
    Jill’s face flushed an even deeper shade of red, her jaw wobbling, a sure sign she was on the edge. “Honey, we didn’t mean anything by it. We thought you’d be okay with it, it’s not like it’s a big secret or anything.” 
 
    “Crap, Jill. Total crap. You just didn’t care – it’s as simple as that. You just wanted your selfish fun, and who cares if that makes poor old Dave look like a schmuck in front of all our friends. Never mind, as long as Jill gets her fun, poor old Dave will suck it up, right? After all, he’s quite the cuck, so no need to worry about him!” 
 
    Jill started to sob softly, Callan putting his arm around her shoulder to comfort her, his face a mix of surprise and anger. “Don’t talk to Jill like that,” he shouted at me. 
 
    “Fuck you, Callan. It’s got nothing to do with you. You cheated on Jill, broke her heart, because that’s the kind of selfish bastard you are. So just butt out. Anyway, you can have her all to yourself, because I’ve got no wish to spend another minute here with her cheating ass. So, enjoy, make the most of it before she trades you in for someone else.” 
 
    And with that I was done – my blood literally boiling with rage as I turned and headed back out and drove away. Blood pounding in my ears, as angry as hell, and not caring for the consequences of what I’d just done and said. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    I knew Veronica would be back at home after dropping Haley off at school. But I felt it wouldn’t be fair to head straight round to her place in this mood, to use her as some kind of emotional dumping ground after my argument with Jill. So instead I cruised around town for a bit, before somehow ending up back at Denny’s diner next to the motel I’d stayed in when I was giving Jill the room to make her decision. When I’d handed her my wedding band while she got her head together over the bombshell news of how although those years ago I’d never passed on Callan’s letter asking to get back with his pregnant ex. 
 
    I headed into the diner and tried my best to calm down and process what had just happened. The more I thought about it, the more I realized that this thing had been building and building. I’d finally gotten over what had happened with Chris, and the events with him had dented my trust in Jill. But it dawned on me that the combination of the mind games Luther had been playing to screw with my head and the new element of Callan being back on the scene was just too much for me. 
 
    The games Luther had played to belittle me, deepen her bonds with Malcolm, and push Jill’s boundaries more and more already had me at breaking point. And then Callan had happened – pushing all kinds of new additional buttons. Buttons to do with my long-held and deep-seated fears and feelings that Jill had always been out of my league. 
 
    And hearing just earlier today that Callan seemingly had ambitions to reclaim what had been his before and that Jill hadn’t instantly closed him down must have been the final straw. Compounding the sense of anger and hurt at how they’d acted and treated me at the Sunday neighborhood party. The two together, the final straws that caused me to finally lose it and tell Jill to get lost, that Callan could keep her. 
 
    As I continued to sit and cogitate, I reflected on how this new lifestyle of ours and the games we were playing were no longer fun. Maybe a slight exaggeration, because I couldn’t deny I still got turned on by the physical act of Jill being with other guys. But what was definitely true was that the balance between pain and pleasure was now totally out of control and not one I enjoyed. 
 
    It felt like what had started out as a game was a monster that had turned around and was on the verge of gobbling up our marriage. Our marriage now seemed something that was hanging by a thread, on life support. Something squeezed into a few hours on a Monday and Tuesday and if I was lucky a few tired hours snatched on Sunday between when Jill arrived back from Malcolm’s and she headed back out to her job. 
 
    As I considered the state of my marriage, I had a sad and hollow feeling in my heart. The single thing that gave me a sense of hope and happiness was that aside from the mess of my marriage I had Veronica and Haley in my life. 
 
    During all that time that I’d been sitting there thinking about things, my phone had been going off virtually every two or three minutes. One call after another from Jill – all of which I ignored, not ready nor wanting to talk to Jill yet, although I knew that time would eventually come. In the end, I just switched the phone to silent, getting some small measure of satisfaction from knowing I was hurting Jill just as she’d hurt me. 
 
    I’d spent so long contemplating everything that happened and the state of my marriage that I was now feeling the lunchtime pangs of hunger. One large steak and fries later I was on my way to Veronica’s, happy that I’d calmed down enough not to burden her too much. 
 
    Understandably she was surprised but happy to see me – she’d expected me to be with Jill Monday and Tuesday and only see her when I returned from L.A. on Friday. 
 
    “What happened?” was all she asked, and I was soon explaining all about what had greeted me when I arrived home, and Jill’s brazen attempt to pretend it was all nothing. 
 
    When I’d finished she just looked at me with sympathetic eyes, and I felt an overwhelming urge to ask her a question that had been burning a hole in my soul the last few hours. 
 
    “Tell me honestly, Veronica. Do you think Jill and I have any future? Do you think our marriage can survive?” 
 
    Veronica just carried on looking deep into my eyes, for a long time not saying a thing, but her mind obviously working away trying to work out how to answer. 
 
    Finally, she took a deep breath and took hold of my hands, preparing herself and me for what was to come. 
 
    “It’s hard for me to answer, honey. I think I’m what’s called ‘an interested party’. Jill’s a friend and I’d never wish harm or damage to your marriage. But at the same time, I’m not going to lie. I’d love it if we could have more time together, if I didn’t have to share you. Does that make sense?” she asked with a questioning and nervous tone. 
 
    “It makes perfect sense,” I told her, softly stroking her cheek and squeezing her soft brown hands. “I love the time we have together, and I wish there were fourteen days in each week and forty-eight hours in each day. I love my time with you and Haley, and I love you, but I also still love Jill and the time we have together.” 
 
    Veronica just smiled tenderly at me, kissing me softly on the lips. We were two people with the same dilemma, only in some ways, it was simultaneously both easier and harder for her, Easier because she only had one person to love. Harder because when she wasn’t with the one she loved, she was alone and knowing that the man she loved was with another woman, and another woman who he also loved. 
 
    I kissed her softly and gently reminded her she’d not yet answered the question I’d asked – about whether or not she thought Jill and me and our marriage had a future. 
 
    She smiled softly at my gentle rebuke, a strange and almost sad look on her face as she started speaking. “I wish my mother hadn’t raised me to always tell the truth, hadn’t raised me Catholic with that huge fear of sin and hell. Maybe if I’d been raised differently I could be more selfish and tell you something that might mean I’d end up getting you in the end. But I can’t do that, it’s not how I was raised.” 
 
    So much for the preamble, but even these words had given me a hint as to what Veronica was about to tell me. “Dave, baby, I honestly think it’s in yours and Jill’s hands. I certainly don’t think your marriage is a lost cause. Sometimes I hate admitting it, but I know you still love her. And I know she still loves you, despite everything she sometimes says and does.” 
 
    Taking another deep breath, she squeezed my hands even tighter and locked her eyes onto mine. “The thing is, the two of you are a bit of a hopeless pair. For so many years you lived the typical Middle-Class life. Married, settled down, raised your kids, pushed your careers. Then all of a sudden, for whatever reason, you decided to kick that all to the curb and trip the light fantastic. To jump into a sea of sharks, live the debauched disorderly lifestyle, and you had no plans or idea what you were doing. Honestly, honey, you and Jill are like a couple of ships pitching and tossing in the middle of an ocean storm, with no anchors or plans or charts. Honestly, are you surprised that things have gotten so confused and so painful so fast?” 
 
    I thought she was done and was just about to speak, but she held up her hand and just carried on going. “Maybe what happened with Chris was just bad luck, and you rode that wave after a few minor squalls. But, honey, someone like Luther, he’s a shark and he saw you and Jill coming a mile off. Don’t get me wrong, Luther’s been good to me, but when he saw the two of you coming, he licked his lips and started plotting what kind of kinky fun he could have with the two of you. And then to cap it all, if while he plays his kinky games, he can slowly lever Jill away from you and find a new bride for his buddy Malcolm, well what do you think he’s going to do?” 
 
    Veronica took a long pause, letting everything she’d said slowly sink into my thick skull, the look in her eyes softening as she saw the light slowly go in my brain about what fools we’d been. And only when she judged I was ready to hear it did she share her final thought. 
 
    “Dave, baby, like I said. Your marriage isn’t a lost cause. It’s in your hands, it’s in Jill’s hands. I shouldn’t say this, because I may be the loser, but step one is that you have to work out what it is you want, who it is you want and then you have to go and tell Jill. And you have to hope and pray that she wants the same as you.” 
 
    Again, she paused to let my mind fully comprehend the significance and meaning of her words, and then with a sad look, she said repeated her final words. “And you’d better hope and pray that Jill still wants the same things that you want.” 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    With all this deep thinking and talking – first, at Denny’s and then between me and Veronica at her apartment, I suddenly felt weak and more than a little bereft. I wanted and needed to be comforted and consoled and I wasn’t too proud to rest my head on Veronica’s soft bosom and push tight to her warm and feminine body. I didn’t need to speak, she knew my needs and just held me there, cradling me next to her large soft breasts and stroking my hair. She knew that I was thinking through everything she’d said and that I needed comforting while I did. 
 
    Maybe she cradled me there like that for five, ten, or fifteen minutes. I honestly don’t know – I totally lost track of time. But eventually, I felt whole and adult enough to slowly lift my head, look into her eyes, and kiss her. “Thank you, V. Thank you from the bottom of my heart, for being so honest, so unselfish. For telling me the pure, unvarnished truth.” 
 
    And then I kissed her again. But not this time like the lost child I’d been since I’d arrived in her apartment. This time I kissed her like the man who was her lover. The man who acted as a surrogate father to her daughter Haley. 
 
    The change wasn’t lost on Veronica, and as I saw the warmth of her smile I wanted to just tell her two things, and two things only. “Veronica, I love you, I really love you.” Followed shortly by “Let’s not talk about Jill anymore. 
 
    The next two hours Veronica and I spent in bed was without a doubt the most magical of times we’d spent together. I knew I still loved Jill and wasn’t ready to give up on our marriage, but I pushed thoughts of this and of Jill right out of my head. I wanted to totally focus on Veronica. She deserved at least that, and deserved it ten or twenty times over. 
 
    Our love-making was a wonderfully eclectic mix. The most important part was how, maybe for the first time ever, we looked into each other’s eyes without the shadow and presence of other people. Just Dave and Veronica, determined to just focus on each other, give the moment to the two of us alone as we deserved and wanted it like this. 
 
    I’m sure this wasn’t just some imagined thought in my head – I saw it in Veronica’s face and felt it in the way we kissed, kisses which reminded me of how Jill and I had kissed when she’d finally cast off her demons about Callan all those years ago. There was a timeless and patient quality about our kisses, as if we had forever, the taste of each other’s lips and aroma we inhaled fresh like a Spring morning. 
 
    And as we kissed our hands explored each other, something we’d done many times before, but as I stroked her smooth belly and held and caressed her full breasts I had an amazing sense of completeness and anticipation, my cock already tingling at the thought of being deep within Veronica, at how it would feel again to have her legs wrapped tight around me in a sign of mixed submission and ownership. 
 
    And when we did finally consummate our love, we were totally lost in each other. Two people united as one physically and spiritually – a specialness and intensity of emotion and physical pleasure I’d not felt in many a year. 
 
    I think we both knew, although we said nothing, that our relationship was breaking through to a new level. It felt like that moment when your plane climbs to cruising altitude and finally gets high enough to break through the wall of clouds and see the full brightness and majesty of the hot sun. That was how it felt to me as I rode up and down on Veronica, our mouths locked together in tender love-making as we just loved the moment. No urgency for orgasms or climaxes or cums, just enjoying how we felt about each other, united like that, and hoping the moment would go on forever. 
 
    That first time we made love in the classic missionary position, because we both wanted to kiss and just gaze into each other’s eyes. But after we’d finally finished, snuggled and recovered, I felt a strong urge to go down on Veronica. I knew she always loved this, and although I wasn’t crazy about licking her pussy with my own seed leaking out, I felt I wanted to do it as a sign of just how much I loved her. Especially after the selfless and honest advice she’d given me about Jill and our marriage. 
 
    I felt proud and pleased with myself as I brought her to two strong climaxes with my talented tongue, each time Veronica’s legs so tight around my head that I thought she must be descended from a boa constrictor or some such. After the second time, the look of pure love on her face made the cramped feeling in my neck totally worth it. A wonderful bout of doggy and then cowgirl sex following up, Veronica knowing just how much I was a boob man and loved watching her big boobs bounce and swing. Before we finally ended up back in missionary as we so wanted to hold each other, kiss, and stare in love at each other’s faces. This fifty-one-year-old man somehow managing to coax a second load from his balls, winning a satisfied look of happiness from my beautiful lover as she took my seed – completing the most magical and mystical of linkages that a man and woman can share. 
 
    Afterward, we lay cuddling together, each lost in our own thoughts, just casually touching and loving just being together. Our reverie only finally interrupted by Veronica’s alarm going off, reminding her it was time to go and pick her seven-year-old daughter up from school. 
 
    As she dressed, I saw a look of guilt start to appear on her face. “Out with it,” I gently encouraged. 
 
    “Shouldn’t you be heading home, to talk to Jill,” she asked, once again showing her true selfless colors. 
 
    “Screw Jill! Let her wait a little longer, stew in the juices of her own making. If she can’t be bothered to wait a little longer after what she did to me earlier today and yesterday, then I don’t see what the point is anyway.” 
 
    Veronica just shrugged her shoulders. She tried her Good Samaritan best, as I asked her to wait while I scrambled to dress so I could come with her. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    Seeing the happy look on little Haley’s face when she spied me standing next to her mother went a long way to making me care a lot less about the pain and suffering I’d been through on Sunday and today. In that simple child’s smile, I saw a happiness and healthiness that was the antithesis of the life Jill and I had stumbled into. The stairs we’d step-by-step descended into the complicated and unhealthy situation we now inhabited. 
 
    Looking into Haley’s innocent and happy smile I forgot all about my troubles and the conversation I knew Jill and I needed to have later. When she threw herself into my arms rather than those of her loving mother, I felt at once both honored and guilty, that was until I hugged her to me, turned, and saw the happy look on Veronica’s face. Immediately recognizing how I’d felt when our kids were young – anyone who made my kids happy instantly a friend and well-regarded. Her daughter’s little arms still tight around my neck, behind her back I blew her mother a kiss, trying not to think of the tensions between what Haley expected and my own family commitments. 
 
    The three of us walked home, Haley chattering away ten-to-the-dozen, happy and excited about a new friend she’d made at school and about her upcoming turn to bring the class pet Rabbit home for the weekend. 
 
    I spent a further couple of hours with my new little family before finally finding the strength to drag myself away to drive home to Coral Gables. Part of me wondering if Jill would even be there, if maybe she’d have given up on me and headed off to donate her allocated Dave time to one of her two or many gentleman friends. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 13 
 
    Monday 18th March 2019, late afternoon 
 
    At least this time when I turned the corner into our avenue Jill’s was the only car in the driveway. If she’d been absent or still ‘entertaining’ Callan I could have reversed course and avoided a difficult conversation, but my heart spoke the truth. A wave of warm happiness washed through my body as I realized that Jill, like me, knew we needed to talk. And talk without the distractions and background noise of Malcolm or Callan. 
 
    “Hello,” was all I said as I entered, trying my best to keep my voice as calm and confident as I could, despite my feelings which in truth were swirling around like a swollen mountain stream passing over particularly treacherous rapids. 
 
    Jill had been so lost in her thoughts that she’d not heard my car park on the driveway or my key in the lock. “Where have you been? I’ve been worried sick. You didn’t answer any of my calls or texts. You scared me something terrible.” 
 
    I don’t know where it came from, and I wasn’t proud of it, but someone inside me said, “So mission accomplished then.” 
 
    Jill’s face was a strange mix between anger and contrition, contrition just about winning out by a narrow head. “I guess maybe I deserved that, at least a little.” 
 
    Our conversation could have gone two ways. It could have gone the way I’d planned it this morning – a blow-by-blow post mortem of how badly Jill had behaved with Callan at the pool party and what happened this morning. When I thought about it this morning that might have been appropriate, but after a day of thinking I saw the bigger picture and opted for the high road. 
 
    I slowly walked into the lounge and sat next to Jill who seemed to look surprised, sensing something was up. Something more than the temper tantrum she’d prepared herself for. 
 
    I reached across and took both her hands between mine, instantly aware of the irony that Veronica had grasped my hands just like this during our heart-to-heart just hours earlier. 
 
    “Jill, I was deeply hurt by what you and Callan did yesterday, and by what you did again today. But that can wait for another day. I think we have bigger things, bigger problems we need to discuss.” 
 
    Jill tried to speak, but before she could I just carried ongoing. “Jill, let me ask you this, how important is our marriage to you? How important is it to the other parts of your life?” 
 
    Again, she tried to speak but I talked over her. “Before you answer, ask yourself this: how do you spend your time? What are the parts of the week that you really look forward to? That you’re really excited about?” 
 
    I could see tears were starting to form in the corners of Jill’s beautiful hazel eyes, dampness spreading slowly down her cheeks. 
 
    “Honey, you know how important our marriage is to me. You know that. I thought you loved the games we play. The games with Malcolm and with Callan…” her words slowly trailing off as her worried and desperate eyes stared at me. 
 
    Looking back at Jill, I took my time before speaking. “Jill, honey, I did love the games. At first. But then as things have gone on, as we’ve got deeper and deeper, I’m not so sure anymore. It feels like things have gotten all turned inside out. What started as a game has become our whole life, hardly any room left for our marriage, our marriage just bookended into a few random hours on a Monday and Tuesday. Sometimes it feels like one of those arrangements where a mum or a dad has custody for just a few short hours. That our marriage had got custody of our lives for just for those few short hours, and aside from that we’re strangers leading separate lives.” 
 
    Panicked and desperate, Jill just repeated herself. “But I thought you loved it, honey. Every time it’s been you who’s encouraged me, told me we can’t back to our old ways.” 
 
    I couldn’t step back from telling Jill how it truly was, but I did feel sorry for her. I still loved her, she’d been my best friend for so long and I could hardly remember a life without her by my side. But I needed her to take off the rose-tinted glasses and see things how they truly were. The low point we’d truly descended to. 
 
    “Jill, honey, I still love you, I’m not saying I don’t. But I want you to see the truth, to see the world how it is, not how you want it to be. Look at this last week. You and I were together for a couple of days. Aside from that, we’ve either been working and several thousand miles apart, or you’ve been with Malcolm or Callan and I’ve been with Veronica.” 
 
    From the look on her face, the penny was slowly starting to drop for Jill. 
 
    “What kind of a marriage is that, baby?” I asked rhetorically. “At first it was exciting and new, but be honest with yourself, Jill, what kind of a marriage is it really.” 
 
    The tears were flowing freely now, and I felt mean about saying it, but I couldn’t stop myself. “Jill, I’m not being horrible, but look at yesterday as an example. Truth is you were more excited and happier to spend time with your ex-boyfriend than you were with me, your husband for the last twenty years.” 
 
    I squeezed her hands and for the first time kissed her softly. “Truth is, honey, if we carry on like this, we won’t have a marriage to come home to. You and me, both of us, need to decide what we really want and be honest with each other. Even if it hurts to be so honest.” 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    That was the start of a long and difficult conversation between me and Jill that evening. Jill blew work off as she knew our marriage and relationship was at a crossroads. 
 
    It took time and was hard, but we opened up to each other, discussing the complex web of feelings and relationships we’d allowed our lives to become. We talked about Jill’s new job, how Luther was getting her to explore things sexually. More significantly we talked about her growing feelings for Malcolm. 
 
    We talked about me and Veronica, and me and Veronica and Haley, which wasn’t something which was easy for Jill to hear. And inevitably we talked about the latest big knot that had stretched things to breaking point – Jill’s resurrected relationship with the man she’d loved way back in her college days before she’d even known I’d existed. 
 
    Eventually, our conversation got to a point where talking in abstract terms about all the different moving parts of our life was all talked out – nothing new to be gained by discussing further. So, I repeated my earlier blunt and direct question to Jill, how important was our marriage? 
 
    Earlier Jill had assured me our marriage was incredibly important to her, that our present difficulties were just the result of misunderstandings, that she thought I was still on board and happy with the games and all the men in her life. 
 
    But now I needed to move things on, because if I didn’t, I was truly scared for our future. 
 
    “Jill, you said our marriage is important to you. But can’t you see, right now all the time you’re spending with these other guys, all the games you’re playing with Luther, they’re suffocating our marriage. Starving you and me of the oxygen of time together, starving us of focusing on each other. The games, the job, the other guys – it was fun, but it’s all become too much. If we go on like this for much longer, there’s going to be nothing left of ‘Jill and Dave’, our marriage is just going to be a dim and distant memory.” 
 
    I’d had to get it all out, share with Jill exactly where I’d gotten to, just how scared I was. The time for subtlety and quiet conversations was long gone. We’d gotten to the point where shock therapy and harsh, black and white decisions were needed. 
 
    “Jill, you say our marriage is important to you. Well, I have to say, day to day, week to week, I’m not seeing that. Let me ask you, what will you give up to make our marriage better?” 
 
    But Jill just tried to skirt around the issue – saying she didn’t think things were as bad as I was painting them, that we’d just had a bad few days and that things would be alright after that. Saying that she didn’t think the problem was as big as I was painting it, that we should give it some more time and maybe see how we felt in a few weeks or a month or two. That she was sure I’d feel differently about things then – after all, as she reminded me, wasn’t I the one who’d persuaded her that there was no going backward for a couple like us. 
 
    But the way that Jill was responding was gradually making me more and more angry. I was doing all the heavy lifting in this conversation. The Jill I’d known before, always so honest and objective, was AWOL somewhere. Physically she was there, but mentally she was AWOL, maybe in bed with one of the other men in her life or smiling into a camera lens for her boss/director/pimp. 
 
    “Jill, you’re not listening to me. Wake up and smell the roses! Our marriage is on life support, and unless we do something about it, it’ll be too late.” 
 
    And then I said what I now knew to be true. I’d not planned it or thought it when I’d walked back into our home earlier that day. But the realization had been growing in my mind with every passing minute of my conversation with Jill. Every new avoidance and half-truth she offered just reinforcing my growing conviction that she and I faced a fundamental choice; one we couldn’t duck or compromise on. 
 
    With a growing sadness, I almost cried inside as I prepared myself to say what I knew needed to be said. I’d desperately hoped that Jill and I could have discussed it and come to a decision together, but I could see now that wasn’t to be. So, I summoned the last reserves of my emotional reserves, clasped Jill’s hands tight, and told her how it had to be. 
 
    “Jill, unless we do something now, we’ll have nothing left. Jill, I think you and me need some space. That’s the only way we’ll truly both know how important our marriage still is to us.” 
 
    “Dave, what are you saying,” her ragged and desperate voice asked, my use of the word ‘space’ ringing multiple alarm bells in her head. 
 
    “Jill, I’m saying that I think we could do with a couple of weeks apart. I know how important our marriage is to me, and I know I still want to try and make it work. But from everything you’ve said today, it’s clear you still think we can make it work just like it is now. A marriage with you, me, and two or three other guys in it. So, I think it’s best if we have a couple of weeks apart, to do some thinking and then see how we both feel.” 
 
    Jill started to speak, tears now streaming down her cheeks, but I stopped her. 
 
    “No, Jill, that’s how it has to be. And before you ask, during the next few weeks I’m not going to see Veronica. This isn’t some sneaky plan on my part to have more time with Veronica. This is my way of showing you that our marriage is still the number one, most important thing in my life. And, Jill honey, what you choose to do, well that’s up to you. I can’t make those decisions for you.” 
 
    Jill was crying like a fountain now. I tried to stop myself, but I couldn’t, I had to reach out and hug her, as she started clinging to me like a limpet. Our heads next to each other as I stroked her hair and said my last piece. “Jill, honey, I’m not asking you to pretend you don’t have feelings for Malcolm and Callan. I’m not asking that. I’m asking that you show us both where our marriage sits within your priorities, in the list of things you want in your life.” 
 
    And with that, I slowly and gently uncurled Jill’s arms from around my back and left our family home, not daring to look back lest I weaken or burst out into tears myself. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 14 
 
    Saturday 6th April 2019 
 
    Since that Monday evening three weeks ago life had been hard for me. How it had been for Jill – well honestly, I wasn’t sure, but more about that later. 
 
    When I’d walked out of our family home back in mid-March it hadn’t been a planned thing, and I knew I could hardly pull my sobbing and desperate wife around me and calmly walk upstairs to pack bags. So, when the receptionist at the Palm Homes Motel, seemingly remembering me from my short stay last Christmas time, checked me in I was decidedly short on clothes and toiletries. Only equipped with the bare minimum from the local Wal*Mart, just enough to get me through the next few days. 
 
    Even on the Monday night I left, Jill had called me incessantly. Somehow I found the strength to pick up and talk to her the first couple of times, but when Jill’s answers about trying to return to a more conventional marriage were evasive and non-committal, I gently but firmly declined her repeated requests that I come back home so ‘we could talk about it’. I just told her we were done with talking, it was time for her to now reflect deeply and take actions to show me where our marriage really sat in her priorities. 
 
    On Tuesday I still had the patience to pick up and talk to Jill, again having to tell her that I wasn’t coming home for now. When she rang again on Wednesday and the conversation headed in the same direction as the previous night, in the calmest voice I could muster I cut the call short, telling Jill she should only call me back when she had some concrete news about actual changes she wanted to make to how we were living our lives. That I didn’t want to waste my time or her time with never-ending discussions about how things weren’t so bad really and couldn’t I just come home so we could talk. 
 
    From that Wednesday onwards I ignored her calls – switching over to just texting her that we could talk when she had positive news about changes. 
 
    This was really hard for me, because I still loved Jill with all my heart, and I desperately wanted our marriage to be intact and back on an even keel at the end of all of this. I’d never had the misfortune to experience it for real, but I imagined this must be how a parent dispensing ‘tough love’ to a drug-addicted child must feel. For so long you love and indulge, before, in the end, you realize your indulgence is just facilitating and deepening the problem. 
 
    It was made doubly hard as I vowed to stick to what I’d told Jill on the night I walked out – that I wasn’t going to see Veronica. I’d given Jill the freedom to do what she saw fit in terms of Malcolm and Callan, but I’d wanted to send the clearest possible signal to Jill that I was putting her and our marriage first. Hence the promise to steer clear of Veronica, even though I knew this was unfair on my Latina girlfriend and her young daughter. 
 
    I knew the conversation with Veronica would be hard, and in the early part of the week, the good thing was that she didn’t expect to hear from me as Mondays and Tuesdays were normally Jill-Dave days and then I’d head off to L.A. and only return on Friday to spend time with her and Haley. 
 
    Even if I’d wanted to talk to Veronica on Monday and Tuesday, which I desperately did as she was my only real port in this storm of my own making, with all the phone calls still going on with Jill I just didn’t have the emotional bandwidth for what I knew would be a painful conversation with V. 
 
    So, it was finally Thursday when I found the strength to FaceTime with Veronica from my hotel room in L.A. As Veronica was working that night, it wasn’t until she got home from the club at 3 AM that we managed to hook up properly. Of course, Veronica was tired so it wasn’t really the ideal time for a conversation. But as our normal weekly schedule would have Veronica expecting me to be waiting for her at her apartment just twenty-four hours later, delaying wasn’t really an option. 
 
    Aware of just how much my words would hurt her, I tried to put the most positive spin I could on the conversation. I explained to Veronica that I loved her deeply, but that I also still loved Jill and that I owed it to her and our family to fight for our marriage. I told her that this was why I’d decided that until things were clearer between me and Jill, it didn’t feel right for Veronica and me to keep meeting up. I told her how hard this was for me too, and how much I’d miss her and Haley. Telling her that this was the only way that Jill and I could start working out whether or not we still had a future together. Telling Veronica that both she and I needed an answer to this question if we were to know what kind of relationship we could allow ourselves going forward. 
 
    On the phone, Veronica took the conversation well. I’m sure she could see from the look on my face that I was telling her nothing but the truth, and just how much I’d miss her with the next few days and weeks being as hard for me as it was for her. But I’m sure that to her friends she maybe didn’t hold it together so well, and I wouldn’t have blamed her if she’d have cussed and cursed about me to them. I could hardly blame her – she’d given so selflessly and unselfishly to me and now she was paying the price. 
 
    But knowing her as I did, I think the thing that helped her deal with it was the kernel of truth in what I’d said. That until Jill and I worked out where we were heading as a couple, it was hard for Veronica and me to think further ahead than the next few days. And with major life choices racing towards us because of new employers being headquartered in L.A., this was a far from ideal situation. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    So that first week after I left to give Jill some space to work out what she wanted, had been a pretty intense and full-on week. When I climbed into my plane seat Friday lunchtime in L.A. and started powering down for the weekend, it was weird to think I’d not be seeing Veronica and Haley that weekend. Weird and depressing. They’d so much become part of my life. 
 
    I had one of those moments of lucid perception, and it frightened me. If I was finding the pull of my life with Veronica and Haley such a strong and powerful force tugging at my heartstrings, then surely Jill would be going through equally difficult feelings. As she tried to make life-defining decisions about how she felt about me and our marriage compared to how she felt about Callan and Malcolm. 
 
    Maybe naively, when I thought back to how she’d clung to me and cried on that Monday evening I’d left, a big part of me thought it would be a slam dunk for her to choose me and our marriage over Callan and Malcolm. 
 
    But with the five-hour flight home ahead of me, reflecting on how I myself felt about Veronica I suddenly felt a shiver of fear run down my spine. Just how sure was I that Jill, now that all her tears and shock of my Monday departure were over and just a memory, would actually choose me and our marriage over the other two men in her life. Her longtime boyfriend from her college days, her first real true love, and the man who’d saved her from Chris when he’d shown up to cause trouble. 
 
    Arriving back just before ten at night, it felt odd and very lonely to not be heading back to either our home or Veronica’s. Collecting my luggage from the carousel and realizing that only a sad and soulless motel room awaited me, I began to wonder if this was a taste of the life that lay ahead of me. No warm and welcoming woman awaiting my return, just the type of life that I thought I’d left behind me in my twenties when Jill and I had married and set up home together. 
 
    Finally, back in the broken-down little motel room, even though I was tired I couldn’t stomach the silence and loneliness and so I headed out to a local restaurant for a late dinner. At least this way I could surround myself with the sounds and sights of normal life, that and a half bottle of the house red did wonders for my spirits. 
 
    That weekend was the worst. So many times I nearly caved into one pressure or the other. Resisting the pressure to call Veronica was the more difficult task I faced, because I felt bad as she’d done nothing to deserve this break in our relationship. And much less selfishly, I knew how happy it would make me to hear her voice and spend an hour or two talking to her. 
 
    Calling Jill would have made me equally, or maybe even happier. But that call would have been a mix of pleasure at hearing her voice and pain that she’d not yet done what I’d asked and started making some of the hard choices necessary to repair our marriage. Also, I reckoned that if I called Jill, she’d see it as a sign of weakness and a sign that despite everything I’d said I might be okay to let her keep up with her current lifestyle. Knowing this, of course, provided me the perfect incentive to stay strong, however much I still loved Jill and would have loved to hear her voice or be with her. 
 
    If the first week had been bad enough, the second was hellish. I’d stopped picking up her calls a couple of days after I’d left to give her space to think, and Jill had continued calling me through the following day. But not getting any response from me she stopped calling. And with every passing day with no call or meaningful contact from Jill I got more and more frightened. 
 
    The way I looked at it there were only three possible reasons why Jill hadn’t contacted me on Friday, or during the weekend, or now into the early part of the second week of my absence from her life. 
 
    Option one was that Jill was calling my bluff, waiting for me to cave, not exactly a great thought in terms of the prospects for us. Option two was that Jill had already done her thinking and had decided that in a toss-up between me and the new men in her life, she’d rather give me up if I forced her to choose. This was the option which really scared me – as if it was true it meant my marriage was already over, it’s just I didn’t know it yet. 
 
    The third option, and the only one which held out any hope for me was that Jill was taking my ultimatum seriously and was having a long hard think about what her life had become. But even this most optimistic of scenarios frightened me to death. Because if Jill was having to think so hard about her choice, then what did that say about the depth of her feelings for me, her husband and father of her grown children compared to how she felt for one guy she’d known less than a year and a man who’d once broken her heart and who had been nothing more than a good friend since then. 
 
    As we moved through our second week of being apart, the continued lack of communications from Jill was driving me crazy with fear. I tried to stay strong, but when I was alone in my hotel room in L.A. on Thursday night I gave in to my fears and did the only thing I could think to do. I rang Charlotte – being as certain as I could be that Jill would have used Charlotte as a sounding board and that she’d be up to speed on what Jill was thinking. 
 
    Although we’d been friends for years, Charlotte had a naturally spikey and contrary personality, but to her credit, she was sympathetic and kind as soon as she knew why I was calling. As we talked the first thing she did was put me out of my misery – confirming that it wasn’t ‘Option Two’ that was the explanation for why Jill hadn’t called me. Jill hadn’t already decided to ditch me in favor of Malcolm or Callan. 
 
    She also reassured me that Jill wasn’t playing some kind of game of chicken, telling me what I knew deep down, that this type of behavior just wasn’t Jill – it wasn’t in her DNA, who she was. 
 
    Which left only option three, with Jill’s best friend switching between empathy and sympathy for me and pleading her friend’s case. “Dave, honey, after everything I went through with Callan, I know how hard this is for you. I get it. But please, for Jill’s sake, for the sake of you and your family, stay strong for Jill. Don’t give up on her.” 
 
    Hearing nothing but a painful silence from me, Charlotte continued. “Dave, Jill’s not hidden from you the feelings she has for Malcolm and Callan. You know she has deep feelings for both of them, but I also know she loves you more than she loves them. But you’ve asked her to choose, and that’s not easy because she loves all three of you.” 
 
    “Why’s it so damned hard for her to choose?” I shouted in a fit of exasperation, only slowly cooling down and then apologizing. “I’m sorry, Charlotte, I know it’s not your fault. It’s just I don’t get it. If she really loves me more, like you say she does, then why’s it taken her so long? After all, it didn’t take her anywhere near this long when Chris asked her to go to L.A. with him. She was back home with me just a few hours after he asked her. Why’s this any different?” 
 
    Charlotte didn’t answer immediately, I think she wanted to let my temper calm a little further, so my mind would be more ready to listen than to shout. But then she tried her best to help me understand. “Dave, you might not want to hear this, but Malcolm and Callan aren’t Chris. Chris was charming, handsome, and sexy – and a great lay. But when all was said and done, he was an arrogant and pretty self-centered guy. However much fun Jill was having running around with him, at the end of the day, it was a pretty easy decision for Jill to make. Between a fun but ultimately selfish guy, and you – a guy who’s been the rock of her life. But with Callan and Malcolm, it’s more complicated...” 
 
    ‘More complicated’ is one of those annoying phrases that just shouts out that something’s been left unsaid. Something the speaker’s scared to say out loud, and I knew well enough what Charlotte was driving at, so I didn’t pick at that particular scab and force Charlotte to spell it out. Both for her sake and for the sake of my bruised and wounded ego, which really didn’t want to hear out loud an inventory of all the positive things any woman could see in Malcolm or Callan. 
 
    My call with Charlotte on that Thursday night ended shortly after Charlotte’s softly spoken explanation of how ‘it was complicated’ – her final words to me being a final appeal for me to be more patient with her best friend. 
 
    It took me a good hour or two to settle down after my call with Charlotte. At first her explanation of how hard it was for Jill to make a decision really unsettled me, but as I played back other parts of the conversation, I felt more reassured. Reassured that Jill hadn’t already made her decision – and simply not told me. Reassured from Charlotte’s words about Jill loving me more than the other two men in her life. 
 
    The other thing that helped me settle down (apart from a couple of whiskeys) was a text from Veronica saying how much she missed me. I felt that a short reply saying I felt the same wasn’t breaking my word to Jill about staying away from Veronica, and the simple exchange of communications with V made me remember that even if things turned out bad, at least I had a woman in my life who loved me and only me. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    It wasn’t until the second weekend that I weakened and gave in to temptation. 
 
    It started harmlessly enough, with a call from Veronica’s phone which turned out to be Haley calling. Within about one sentence she’d gone straight to the moral blackmail as the seven-year-old told me how she loved me and missed me, saying her mommy had explained there were some difficulties between me and her mommy, and then asking me if I could meet them to take her to the movies. 
 
    Having heard the sadness and pleading in the little girl’s voice, I felt there was no way I could turn down her request. Telling myself I wasn’t breaking my promise to Jill that I’d stay away from Veronica until we’d worked things out, because I was really going to see Haley, and it just so happened her mother would be there also. If I was honest with myself, I knew that at best this was a half-truth. 
 
    Armed with my fig-leaf of self-justification I duly turned up at the movie theater, limited my contact to Veronica to the kind of hug that you’d give a longstanding family friend, and spent a platonic two hours plus watching the trailers and the Disney main event. Despite the sad emptiness inside me, I was even controlled enough to sit with Haley between us – which earned a strange look from the little girl who was used to a Mommy-Uncle David-Haley seating arrangement. 
 
    I like to think that Veronica hadn’t coached her, but when the movie was finished little Haley asked if I could go home with them, as they were having her favorite for dinner – Spaghetti hoops and cut-up Sausages. The way she looked at me, again I felt unable to resist. The final nail in my coffin being accepting the two large glasses of wine that Veronica served up for each of us. 
 
    With teeth brushed, and bedtime books read and kisses on foreheads handed out, before I realized what had happened Veronica’s warm and soft body had slumped down next to me on the sofa. After nearly two weeks without any kind of feminine closeness, the mix of her perfume, the smell of her hair, and the feel of her body next to mine was just too much. 
 
    At first, it was just me accepting the soft nuzzling of her body into mine as she burrowed herself under my arm. But then when Veronica turned her head towards mine and tilted her face upwards, I knew I was lost. Within seconds we were both kissing each other with a hunger and an urgency that took me right back to my first days of dating in the back of my Dad’s old Ford. The two weeks of total denial had supercharged our need for each other – something you can’t have always being a thousand-times sweeter than something that’s on the approved list. 
 
    With a joint age in excess of ninety years, With more than ninety years between us, we were soon tearing each other’s clothes off like a couple of horny teenagers. Veronica just about having the presence of mind to drag me by the hand into the bedroom before we got to stage that would have been embarrassing if Haley had popped back into the lounge as she sometimes did. 
 
    With the bedroom door safely shut and locked there was no need for control and we each stripped off remaining clothes and jumped on top of each other as if we were being measured against the clock. My cock soon as deep as I could within Veronica, her legs seemingly locked and loaded around my back before I was even fully in her. The mechanics duly in place, key in the lock, our heads, and bodies thrashed around the bed as we kissed and fucked, fucked and kissed. 
 
    I knew it was wrong, that I was breaking a promise to Jill, but I didn’t care, telling myself she had almost certainly fucked both Callan and Malcolm during the time we’d been apart, while accidentally forgetting to remind myself that I’d not asked her to make any promises to me. 
 
    Feeling my climax starting to build up, and amazed I’d lasted this long given my abstinence, I was pleased to see from Veronica’s face that she wasn’t far behind me. The flesh just above her full brown breasts flushed red and her eyes half glazed over – both sure signs that I was hitting all the right spots and that she was close. Re-doubling my efforts, I slammed in as hard and as deep as I could, V’s reactions telling me she wanted it this way after so long apart. My face finally contorting with pleasure as my cock pulsed and jerked, my seedless juices spurting deep into Veronica as she moaned and groaned, struggling for breath as her body rocked and spasmed. Her nails digging into my ass and drawing blood in a way that I’d happily own and wear as a mark of pride. 
 
    Slowly, slowly we came down off our teenage high – each just smiling and gazing at the other, each feeling naughty and wicked, knowing we’d done something we ought not. When she sensed a slight look of guilt on my face, she just kissed me and smiled like a High School temptress. Squeezing and stroking my cock as she giggled. 
 
    “In for an inch, in for a mile,” her smiling lips intoned, as those same lips stopped smiling and started kissing their way down over the light hairs of my chest and belly, down further and further until she was encouraging me to get ready for round two and a second breaking of my word to Jill. 
 
    Throughout the next twelve hours, I did occasionally feel guilty about my broken promise, but mostly I just felt happy. And if ever my guilt got up to storm force two or three, I just did a whack-a-mole job on it by telling myself there was every chance Jill had allowed herself to be fucked by her two lovers many times over during our temporary separation. 
 
    But even armed with my whack-a-mole moral mallet, by mid-morning Sunday I was feeling decidedly guilty, not to mention emotional and sexually fed, and so I gave Veronica a tender and emotional kiss and finally dragged myself back to my lonely motel room. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    Once back in that monk’s cell of a motel room, denied the warmth and companionship of either of the women I loved, my emotions started spiraling, and not in a good way. First up was the guilt – which was better able to breathe and grow now that I was away from my partner in crime. I knew I’d needed the warmth, comfort, and companionship of Veronica – but nonetheless, I felt bad that I’d not kept my word to Jill. 
 
    As the guilt-edged its way up like some poisonous climbing vine, it met and fed a nagging question I just couldn’t get out of my head. A question I’d not had the courage to ask Charlotte when I’d called her just three days ago – with me out of the picture, where was Jill overnighting? I’d told her that I’d not be seeing Veronica, but I’d not laid down any expectations or rules for her while we did our thinking. I’d simply told her that what she chose to do was her own decision. 
 
    But with every day that had passed since Jill’s last attempt to talk to me –now up to around a week and a half – my fears about where she was and who she was spending her time with just got worse and worse. And as the minutes and hours ticked by on that slow and lonely Sunday my resistance slowly dissolved until finally at eight that evening I gave in and called Charlotte again. 
 
    I tried to sound casual and to make small talk to hide my true intent, but not surprisingly Charlotte soon took the conversation where she knew I wanted it to go. 
 
    “Dave, it’s always lovely to hear from you and to hear all about L.A. and John, Becky, and little baby Julia. But would I be right in guessing that you’re really calling to get an update on how your sweet wife is?” 
 
    My silence followed by the shortest of yeses told her all she needed to know. 
 
    “Well, Dave, I don’t want you to get ahead of yourself, but I think Jill’s making some real progress, I think she’s working through her feelings. And I can’t make any promises, but from how she’s talking to me, I think she’s coming around. Starting to see what you meant, about how the lifestyle’s started to eat up your marriage.” 
 
    “That’s great, wonderful,” I let out in a spontaneous burst of relief and joy. 
 
    “Hold your horses there, Dave. I stand by what I just said, but don’t get ahead of yourself. Things are heading in the right direction, but we’re not totally there yet, okay?” 
 
    I took the hint. “Sorry, Charlotte, I understand.” 
 
    “That’s better,” she said, sounding happier, for the first time I wondered where Charlotte stood in this whole thing. I knew she was my friend, but she was also Callan’s ex-wife, shot through with all kinds of emotions, including those to do with her inability to give him offspring. Was I being a fool bringing my concerns to Charlotte, expecting her to be on my side in seeking a reconciliation with Jill? 
 
    I shook my head, pushing the thought away, took a deep breath, and asked the question I’d actually called to ask. 
 
    “Charlotte, last time I was too frightened to ask, but I can’t stop thinking about it. I have to know. Where’s Jill spending her nights? Who’s she with?” 
 
    There was a notable pause at the other end of the line, a pause that filled me with dread as I knew Charlotte was struggling to find the right words, to put lipstick on the pig and do her best to defuse the hand grenade she was just about to throw at me. 
 
    “Well, honey, before I answer that, remember what I just told you, about Jill making progress, working out her feelings, and remember that feelings and sex are two very different things.” 
 
    She might just as well have stabbed me through the heart with an ice pick, because that’s what it felt like her words had done. 
 
    I think she was waiting for me to say something, knowing I’d have taken her strong hint. But when I said nothing, she picked up the baton and took it forward as carefully and slowly as she could. 
 
    “Sometimes she’s at home, and sometimes she sleeps over. But more and more I think it’s just about the sex, because I know how much she misses you and wants you back home.” 
 
    “Really?” I said, finally finding my voice, trying not to shoot the messenger, softening my tone and volume as I repeated the question. “Really, Charlotte, or are you just saying that to try and save my feelings?” 
 
    “No, really, Dave. I’m being totally straight with you. If I’d wanted to lie to you, I’d have told you she’s home most of the time, and that would have been a lie.” 
 
    I think she’d let slip a little more than she meant to, and I pounced on the unintended fact. “So, she’s not home most of the time, then? So, what would you say, she’s home just the odd day, or not even that, or maybe more than that? ” 
 
    I’ve always been obsessed with numbers – to me there’s a kind of honest purity in them. Words can be manipulated to mislead and lie. But numbers generally don’t lie, and so I knew Charlotte’s answer would give me a window into the reality of Jill’s behavior. An unvarnished and non-distorting window. 
 
    And so, I waited somewhere between frightened and hopeful for Charlotte’s answer. But the moment I heard Charlotte’s deep intake of breath my heart knew what I was about to hear. “The odd day, that would be the most accurate description. Jill’s home the odd day.” 
 
    But something in the way Charlotte had formed her sentence made me suspicious. She’d chosen her words too carefully. 
 
    “Home the odd day? I don’t mean to give you the third degree, Charlotte, but when you say home the odd day, do you mean sleeping there the odd day, or do you mean popping home the odd day for a change of clothing or stuff like that?” 
 
    Another deep intake of breath from Charlotte, followed by the shortest answer she could give. “The second of the two.” Followed by a painful silence between the two of us. 
 
    “Sorry, Dave,” she added, sounding like she really meant it, the silence then returning. 
 
    “That’s okay, I was the one who had to ask, had to know,” pausing so she’d know I meant it and didn’t blame her. “Thanks, Charlotte. Thanks for being a good friend, to me, to Jill.” 
 
    “Don’t mention it, sweetheart. I’m just sorry you and Jill are going through such a difficult patch.” 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    That conversation with Charlotte was right at the end of March – Sunday the 31st March I think, just a day shy of the couple of weeks I’d told Jill we needed to be apart for her to think through how important our marriage was compared to the other parts of her life. 
 
    Charlotte had described what we were going through as ‘a rough patch’ – well our ‘rough patch’ got decidedly rougher a couple of days later when my old tormentor Luther stuck his size thirteen boot right into the middle of things. Sending me a link to a movie file with a title screen that simply said, ‘Hot Wife Jane – Choices to Make.’ 
 
    The man was a sick bastard for sending me something like this at a time like this. For an hour after the link arrived, I just about managed to resist the overwhelming urge to watch it. But in the end, I caved, just as I’d always done with every other piece of poisoned fruit he’d ever put in front of me. 
 
    The bastard had excelled himself this time. It couldn’t have been more sadistically crafted had it had a Christopher Lee overdub and a lead player with horns and cloven hooves. 
 
    The whole thing was set up to have the look and feel of some kind of documentary show, with Luther inevitably playing the role of narrator. It started off with some footage of Jill shot as she floated around one of the bars doing her job – talking to staff, chatting to customers. Apart from her normal classy but slutty low-cut, short-skirted, high-heeled uniform, there was nothing overtly sexual about it. After a few seconds had passed the voice of the narrator announcing: 
 
    ‘This is Jane. Jane’s a happily married forty-something-year-old mother of three. Still sexy and beautiful, the definition of a MILF, with a great job managing clubs. Jane’s got a secret. She’s a hotwife. She’s a hotwife whose husband loves to watch her with other guys. Let’s meet her husband, cucky Dan...’ 
 
    And then the scene switched from Jill floating around the bar to the night Jill had danced, kissed and stripped with Dee and Veronica. Only this wasn’t the scene the film showed – the bit the film showed was my pasty white ass pumping up and down between Jill’s legs as I tried and failed Dee’s challenge of lasting more than three minutes inside Jill without cumming. The challenge that would determine whether she’d spend the night with me, Luther or Malcolm. My white ass pumping up and down as a superimposed video showed a stopwatch ticking through two minutes ten, two minutes twenty before finally stopping at two minutes thirty-one seconds. As video me threw my head back and pumped my load into video Jill, only then the narrator’s overdub kicking in again. 
 
    ‘As you can see, some choices are easy for Hot Wife Jane to make. Faced with a choice between her small-dicked, three-minute hero of a husband and a real man, with a real cock, after twenty years of hunger Jane finally had a proper meal. Finally felt properly full, her belly stretched open by some nice deep black meat.’ 
 
    Cue cut to the scene later that night in Malcolm’s house, in his bedroom where Jill had taken his huge cock for the first time. I’d seen it before, but even so, watching it again made a huge impression on me. And even in the middle of the marital crisis we were suffering, I’m ashamed to admit I got hard as I watched again the first time Malcolm sexed Jill with his huge black cock. 
 
    The rest of the scenes carried on showing and narrating the downward march in Jill’s depravity, as bit by bit Luther took her down into the personal underworld he’d designed for her – designed for her pleasure and seduction, and to test our marriage to breaking point. 
 
    Scenes showing Jill and Malcolm together next followed – both scenes of raw sex and passion, and scenes of tender love-making. Including plenty of scenes where the viewer could clearly hear Jill and Malcolm declaring their love for each other. 
 
    This was followed by scenes from when Jill had ‘entertained’ Luther, Malcolm, and their four army buddies for nearly a week – complete with the fake temporary tattoos and nipple rings. The narrated commentary on this making clear this was the next stage in Jill’s professional training as a blacked hotwife. 
 
    With the last reel inevitably adding scenes of Callan and Jill making love, these scenes finally petering out as the narrator said his last words. 
 
    ‘But sorry to say, cucky Dan’s got a bit tired with letting his pretty wife play. He’s just gone and got too damned worried that one day Jane will leave him to be with a proper man, with a proper cock. So cucky Dan’s gone and laid down an ultimatum. Silly cucky Dan – does he really think he’s got any chance of winning…’ 
 
    As the words trailed off, the last scene of Jill and Callan faded to black, leaving me with a hard cock of which I was totally ashamed and a deep fear of how prophetic the last words might prove to be. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    Not content with the pain his first video had caused me, Luther sent me another video link on Thursday. At least this time I managed to resist a whole twenty-four hours before I watched. But when my resistance did finally fail, the video turned out to be just as painful and hurtful as Luther’s first stiletto blade of a movie. 
 
    This time the video was simply titled ‘Alpha, Alpha, Omega’ and was split into two parts. The first part more video footage of Malcolm and Jill making love – this time all the scenes showing genuine love-making rather than raw and heated sex. The second half was near-identical, but this time the two bodies making love and sharing sweet words of endearment were the white bodies of Jill and Callan. And the third scene – there was no third scene. It was obviously not deemed worthy of being shown, of wasting the cost of the video or the cameraman’s time. The third scene was just a still photo of me with the Greek symbol for Omega superimposed onto my forehead. The message clear and insulting at so many levels. In Luther’s eyes, I wasn’t even fit to be a Beta or a Gamma. I was the ultimate outlier – Jill could choose between two Alphas and an Omega. 
 
    At the end of watching that second video, I was so hurt and insulted that I vowed revenge on Luther. I didn’t know how I’d get it. I’d thought he couldn’t get any lower after that first ‘Hot Wife Jane’ video, the one where the actor playing me got dildoed up the ass. But with this last video, he’d plumbed new depths. Not only did I vow revenge, but I also vowed that if by some miracle Jill did come back to me, I’d never again let her within a million miles of this sadist. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    Back in Miami a day later, I so wanted to head to Veronica’s. I so needed the comfort and happiness she’d provide. But it was only 10 PM and I was beat from a really tough week, and I knew Veronica would be working at the club until late. So instead I headed to my motel, promising myself that whatever promises I’d made I’d go over on Saturday to see Veronica. I owed it to myself. I needed it. 
 
    But life was never that straightforward. Because when I woke up I reached out to turn off my phone alarm, and instead I saw the first message I’d received from Jill in nearly three weeks. 
 
    ‘I’ve done a lot of thinking, like you asked. I love you and want our marriage to work. Let’s meet at home and talk. Love Jill xxx’ 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 15 
 
    Saturday 6th April 2019 
 
    It was Saturday morning and I was groggy and tired, looking forward to forgetting all about that bastard Luther and my marital difficulties, looking forward to seeing Veronica. The only slight fly in the ointment being that Luther was her boss – but working out that tricky knot could wait for another day. The fact Luther seemed so intent on screwing up my marriage meant he’d not been interested in screwing up things between me and Veronica – at least not for now. 
 
    But when I woke up and reached out to turn off my phone alarm, the message I read knocked all my plans to dust. There on my phone was a message from Jill, the first message I’d received from my wife in nearly three weeks. 
 
    ‘I’ve done a lot of thinking, like you asked. I love you and want our marriage to work. Let’s meet at home and talk. Love Jill xxx’ 
 
    I was confused and disoriented. Despite what Charlotte had told me, the lack of contact from Jill combined and the damage done by Luther’s videos meant I’d been at the point of virtually giving up all hope. 
 
    But then, after nothing for three weeks, totally out of the blue, this message arrived. A message that was clear and to the point. In the last few weeks, my spirits had become so low that I immediately suspected another trick from Luther – maybe another turning of the screw to try and break my spirit. 
 
    Staring at the terse words of the message purportedly from Jill, I knew I had to call her before I set off home – only hearing her say the words would make me believe this wasn’t some trick. 
 
    “Hi, honey” she answered nervously. “Did you get my message?” 
 
    “Yeah, I got the message. Just thought I better ring and check, make sure it wasn’t that bastard you work for, playing a sick joke again.” 
 
    “Don’t be like that, honey,” Jill shot back, smart enough not to offer a longer defense. 
 
    “It’s definitely from me,” she giggled nervously. “And I meant every word, honey. How soon can you be home, so we can talk?” 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    Ten minutes later, I was parking in our driveway, happiness skipping in my heart, but somehow not really trusting myself to feel happy lest life, and Luther had another nasty surprise waiting just around the quarter. 
 
    As I entered the lounge, Jill and I looked at each other with a nervous shyness that seemed really weird for a couple who’d been married so long and raised three children. But that was the reality – no contact for three weeks and two people who were nervous about whether the next step would be a reconciliation or towards a lawyer’s office. Two people who knew they loved each other but who wondered if that was still enough. 
 
    “Honey,” was her single word of greeting, anything more too difficult as there was no social etiquette or small talk for a situation such as ours. 
 
    ‘How was the motel, darling? As soulless and plasticky as normal?’ …. ‘Yes, it was fine, thanks for asking. And you? How were the guys you were screwing, you know, when you should have been calling me? Were they good lays? I do hope so ….’ 
 
    You see our problem. 
 
    But after a painfully long silence, it was me who managed to move things forward. 
 
    “Jill, you said in your text that you want our marriage to work. Could you tell me a bit more?” I tried to make my voice not sound too hard and too business-like. But I knew I only half achieved this, and I felt bad (as I always did) when Jill winced. 
 
    “Sorry,” I said as I sat down next to Jill, for the first time smiling at the woman I loved but who had hurt me and made me doubt so much. “Why don’t you start, if that’s okay, and then we can take it from there, okay?” 
 
    “Okay?” she smiled back, seeing less of the hard-faced inquisitor and more the man who loved her and with whom she’d raised three children. 
 
    Still full of nerves, she locked her eyes onto mine and started explaining. 
 
    “Dave, honey, I’ve done a lot of thinking the last three weeks. Just because it’s taken me three weeks to work things out, I wouldn’t want you to think I don’t love you, or that I’m some callous bitch who’s not aware of how you’re hurting and how hard it’s been for you to wait.” 
 
    She smiled a nervous smile at me, pleased that she could see my love for her in my face. “And yes, in case you’re wondering, of course, Charlotte told me every question you asked and all the things the two of you talked about. She’s been a good friend to both of us, through all of this. And that’s how I know just how hard this thing has been for you. I’d have known it anyway, but what Charlotte told me just made me realize just how hard it was for you” 
 
    Another nervous smile. “And I’m sorry for that, truly sorry, Dave. I love you and always will and hate it whenever I cause you pain. But I had to find out what I truly wanted. To be totally sure, because I knew if I screwed up and went back on my word, then it would break your heart and we’d be finished. Be finished forever.” 
 
    The woman who’d hurt me so much, the woman who was my soul mate and best friend reached across and grasped my hand. “That’s why I needed to be sure, that’s why it took so long. But now I’m sure. After all the ups and downs, all the games, all the distractions, I’m sure I know what I really want, honey. And what I want is you, darling. What I want is you, you and me, and our family and marriage.” 
 
    There were tears in her eyes as she laid it out for me, her words delivered between sniffles of emotion, my own eyes starting to get watery just like Jill’s. 
 
    “Dave, honey. I’ll not pretend that I’ll not miss some of the things I love with Malcolm and Callan. I’ll not pretend that I don’t love them – I love you and respect you too much to pretend or hide these things. But after the last three weeks, I’m totally certain in my heart and soul that I want you, Dave. And if that means I have to give up two other men and the feelings I have for them, and that I have to give up all the things I enjoy with them, then so be it. That’s a price that’s worth paying. I’ll miss it, miss them. But it’s a decision that I know I want to take – because if these three weeks have taught me one thing, it’s that I can’t and don’t want to live without you.” 
 
    By the time Jill got to the end of her heartfelt sharing of all the thoughts and emotions she’d been through and the decisions, she’d made I was a nervous wreck. Blubbing away like a baby, aware that my own reactions and tears were just making Jill’s tears and sobbing ten times worse. 
 
    In the end, we gave up with words, just wanting to hold each other and cry. Two people re-united, when they’d both wondered if this would ever happen again, now experiencing the most intense of emotional releases. The equivalent of a deathbed miracle cure, something not expected, and something that was making us as euphoric as it’s possible for a person to be. 
 
    Talking about it later, neither Jill nor I had the faintest idea of how long we just clung to each other and cried. It could have been five minutes, it could have been an hour. We had no idea. But when it was finally over, we pulled back from our tight embrace and just gazed into each other’s tear-stained faces. Each hardly able to believe we’d come through the storm, come through the night, and were still intact as a couple, rather than heading onto the rocks that would have smashed and wrecked our marriage. 
 
    Any couple who’ve been through anything like that will tell you that you don’t go from the emotional intensive care ward and jump straight into bed. Life just isn’t like that – you can’t go straight from life-support to a lust-fueled frenzy. 
 
    Instead, we just gazed at each other, occasionally one of us wanting a hug, as if we couldn’t quite believe it wasn’t all just a dream. With the hugs slowly having soft kisses and spurts of conversation as companions. With maybe an hour or two of this slow relationship triage being needed before the nature of our touches and kisses told us both that we were ready for more. The ready for more being a wonderful explosion of emotions and physical pleasures as I was the one who led Jill by the hand upstairs to a bedroom that for once felt it belonged just to us, with no shadows or spirits of past events to intimidate or poison the experience. 
 
    As Jill and I slowly removed each other’s clothes, even after twenty-plus years together as a couple, there was an excitement and newness about us as a couple, together again as lovers for what seemed like the first time in forever. I’m not an overly religious man, but the word that kept bubbling into my head was ‘born-again’ – it was like our marriage and physical union was rising pure and clean from one of those Bible-belt full-body baptistries. And with this freshness, newness, and purity the physical experience between Jill and me was bound to be overpowering and beyond anything, we’d known before. What would my literature-loving wife have called it – Paradise Regained, when we’d both maybe thought Paradise Lost was the more likely engraving on our wedding stone. 
 
    The physical mechanics of what happened between Jill and me over the next few hours are hardly important. What was important was the joy and closeness we felt between us. Our excitement as if we were lovestruck and fresh-faced Romeo and Juliet, fired up by the barriers overcome and only with eyes for each other. Other partners, other lovers a foreign land that didn’t interest us. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    For the next few hours, we lost ourselves in the pleasures of being husband and wife, boyfriend and girlfriend, transported fully back a quarter-century when we’d spend whole days in bed – mixing spiritual and physical love in a ying-yang mix that swirled and never seemed to end. 
 
    Having Jill’s pussy enveloping my cock felt wonderful, and although thoughts of her other partners and of Veronica tried to intrude, I easily kept them at bay as I luxuriated in the feel of the soft flesh of Jill’s inner thighs on my flanks and own legs. I gazed into her face as if I was back in the tiny bedroom we first shared, not seeing the mother and grandmother, instead, seeing the woman. The woman from then, the woman from now who had returned to me having resisted the most extreme of temptations. Temptations that, if I were honest, would have dragged away a woman who loved me less – although I’d not thought so charitably about Jill these last few days. 
 
    I loved being able to reach out, stroke, and squeeze my woman’s big boobs. Breasts that had been so full with milk for our three hungry infants, breasts whose nipples had so often been sore and painful as she suffered the discomfort to give our three the best of starts in life. Breasts that since that day had both aroused and comforted me, but breasts I’d encouraged Jill to use to titillate, to share with other men – so nearly paying the ultimate price. 
 
    I loved how they wobbled or bounced, swung in time with thrusts, or softly cushioned my chest – each unique and wonderful, each different depending on how we’d arranged our bodies. 
 
    But best of all was gazing into her face or seeing her eyes screwed shut as she made those moans and groans that told me she was close. Our deep love expressed as I lapped at her unfaithful but returned pussy, or expressed in the unique act of cumming together as I gave and she took my essence. Even both knowing the little swimmers were absent, it was still a magical moment for both of us. A moment we enjoyed three times before we finally decided to own up to our age – or at least when one of us did, no longer to stiffen and pump iron any more today. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    It had been a truly wonderful day, the only person I felt sorry for was Veronica, about whom I occasionally felt guilty thoughts sweep into my mind. But apart from this, it had been a day made in heaven. The day made to restore my faith in life, in justice, in Jill and me and our marriage. 
 
    But as an exhausted husband and a satisfied and replete wife lay there cuddling, something else started seeping back into our lives and my heart. Inevitably sparked by some half-formed thoughts and questions Jill shared. 
 
    “Dave, honey, I really want our marriage to work.” 
 
    Even before Jill had finished her nine words, my hackles were up, my antenna alert to danger. It was nothing Jill had said – it was the intonation of her voice, a voice just a little too on edge and taut to be about to say something normal. 
 
    “But, honey, I was just wondering what’s a sensible speed for me to try and go cold turkey. What’s the best balance between making more room for me and you and making sure I don’t go cold turkey too quickly?” 
 
    She’d used the most roundabout wording, Jill’s favored language, but she’d only edged the pain down a tiny bit. I just looked wide-eyed at her, as if I couldn’t believe her words. As if I was looking at a double-headed beast or a talking horse – my look totally disbelieving at what I’d just heard. 
 
    Jill knew she had to do some fast-talking. “I was just thinking, honey, that for both of us it would make sense if we both changed things gradually, like in a phased way, to be fair to Veronica and the guys.” 
 
    I just looked at her – angry that she’d used Veronica as cover for her own desires. My five-second sullen stare delivered the right message, the embarrassed look on Jill’s face told me she got it. 
 
    “Try again, Jill. Only this time, leave Veronica out of it and just be honest with and straight with me. If we’re going to try and make a go of things, we both need to be totally honest with each other.” 
 
    Jill’s look of embarrassment didn’t diminish any, but with blushing cheeks at least she started being a bit more honest. “Sorry, honey. And sorry to have brought Veronica in it – she didn’t deserve that. It’s just I’m embarrassed to admit it, and I’m scared stiff that I’ll lose you again. What I meant was that I hoped you let me gradually wind things down with Malcolm and Callan. Partly for me, and partly for them.” 
 
    The silence returned, me staring sternly, Jill staring with a look of shame. At least after her false start, she’d finally started being more open and honest. 
 
    I was about to speak, but Jill overcame her nerves and beat me to the punch. 
 
    “Look, cards on the table, honey. If you ask me to go cold turkey a one hundred percent on day one, I’ll try my best, because I’m scared witless of losing you. What I’m trying to say is that I think it would be better and more realistic to slowly ease back, bit by bit.” 
 
    I sighed deeply – unsure whether what I was hearing was Jill just being realistic or Jill going back on the spirit of her text and on the spirit of the reconciliation we’d enjoyed the last few hours. Looking into her blushing face, and for the sake of all our years and our family, I decided to give her the benefit of the doubt. 
 
    “Okay, Jill. I have to say I’m more than a little surprised by what you’re saying. It’s not exactly what I expected when you texted me earlier. And I’m not for a moment saying I agree, but help me out here, what exactly are you suggesting here? How gradual is gradually? Do you have something in mind?” 
 
    The tension and stress in Jill’s face slackened off a little. 
 
    “Honey, like I said, if you ask me to go totally cold turkey, I’ll try my best. But if you’re okay with it, I was thinking to ease back gradually. Maybe start with just changing around the Saturday nights, so that we’re both home Saturday early afternoon and have most of the weekend together. And then after that, when everyone’s ready, make the Friday nights normal, so I’d just be with Malcolm and Callan on the two nights you’re in L.A. anyway. And then we can stop that as well – either when we move to L.A. or if we’re still here in Miami, when we feel it’s right.” 
 
    Jill looked at me – she’d laid out what she wanted, and now she was trying to work out my reaction. 
 
    And, knowing Jill as I did, although I had my suspicions, I knew in my heart she wasn’t playing me. Because the reasons my suspicions were wagging their antennae, was that Jill’s suggestion had put the faintest glimmer of life into my cuckold glans. I’d thought this little demon was dead and buried – six foot under, killed by the craziness our life had become and the harrowing pains of Luther’s overreaching. 
 
    But Jill’s words, and the life she described, showed the little pixie who had ruined my life had the faintest of pulses beating in his poisonous little chest. 
 
    I honestly wanted him gone from my life – but the little bastard had thrown down roots deep into my psyche, and as I looked at Jill from the change in her expression, I knew she was seeing a change in my own face. I knew she was seeing what I was frightened to admit, that after some complaining and negotiation, I’d agree to what Jill was suggesting. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    It was only early on Sunday morning that I reflected back on what we’d agreed the previous night – before enjoying another pleasurable round of make-up sex. 
 
    Jill was still asleep, and as was my habit, I was looking out on the back yard, enjoying the relative cool and quiet of the early morning when I could think without distraction. As I thought through what we’d agreed, I had really mixed feelings. 
 
    The largest was a huge nervousness that Jill would never manage to move past step one in her disengagement plan. And that may be even worse, not only would she fail to reduce and finally disengage, her continued weekly enjoyment of Callan and Malcolm would act like a double vodka to an alcoholic and just encourage a flare-up that might finally cost us our marriage. 
 
    The fear was so great that the only reason I still planned to go along with Jill’s suggested withdrawal plan was that I knew how much she loved me and that I knew how much I’d still like to see Veronica – even just a little. With the third and most shameful reasons, I went along with that faint but still beating pulse of the little demon cuckold spirit in my soul. The spirit that told me just a little of what had hurt me so much would be okay. That Jill and I could control it between us. 
 
    As I considered all these warring thoughts and emotions, I felt philosophical – pretty sure that the road Jill was describing would be a bumpy and rocky one which we’d have to revisit if things turned in a direction we didn’t expect. 
 
    But the situation with Luther was one about which I felt decidedly unphilosophical. 
 
    I’d not had the emotional energy the previous night to raise the huge unresolved issue of Luther. But I knew without a shadow of a doubt that I was going to demand she stop working for Luther, as in so many ways he was the maggot at the core of many of our recent troubles. 
 
    When Jill finally joined me later, I was surprised how smoothly the conversation about Luther went. In fact, it went so smoothly that I was worried that it was the military equivalent of a rapid withdrawal to merely enable a terrible double pincer counter-attack later. But there was nothing I could do as Jill had agreed with my demand on this – and Luther hadn’t put up any obstacles when Jill had rung him and rather nervously told him that she needed to give her notice. He even agreed to Jill shortening her notice from three months to one month. My hyperactive paranoia reckoning this was why we had so easily agreed – reckoning that a month was plenty enough time to cause any further and maybe terminal mayhem. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    We were at the start of the second week in April and if I took everything at face value Jill and I were on the glide path to restoring our marriage to a normal status – one we’d not enjoyed for the last year and a half. 
 
    And this was just as well as Jill and I would have to make a huge decision soon – whether to move to L.A. or to carry on with our bi-locational lifestyle. We still had just over a month before my company and I had agreed we’d come to an agreement on where I’d be based – but all the signs were starting to point towards L.A. 
 
    Not only was I finding all the travel and the time away from Jill something I didn’t want to endure, but also Oasis were beginning to make it clear to me that their preference was for me to be in L.A. full time, rather than just the half-week I was managing now. 
 
    Given everything that had happened between me and Jill, I wanted things to settle down more between us before sitting us both down to have the L.A. vs. Miami discussion. 
 
    And as the days of April slipped by, I felt that things were getting on more of an even keel for me and Jill. I loved the fact that not only did I have Mondays and Tuesdays with Jill, but that we now also had most of the weekends together. Jill was pretty good at keeping her Friday nights / Saturday mornings with Malcolm under control – she’d normally be home early afternoon Saturday, giving us six or seven hours together before she had to head to work as well as all of Sunday together. 
 
    This was a huge improvement and left me feeling really happy that her time with me was back at the center of Jill’s life. A world apart from when it felt like her time with me was a concession shoe-horned into her life between more exciting and enjoyable calls on her time, merely a concession to keep the old man happy while Jill happily played as Luther’s puppet on a string. 
 
    But now things were switched through a hundred-eighty degrees – Jill and I had four nights a week together and she only ‘saw’ Callan one night a week and Malcolm two nights a week, which would soon come down to be in line with Callan’s one night a week as well. 
 
    All told, I was a much happier hubby, the major two remaining bugbears being what this all meant for my relationship with Veronica and the fact that the man I’d come to despise was still in our lives. 
 
    I was glad Jill hadn’t put up a fight about quitting her job at the strip clubs, and about telling Luther she’d no longer pose for his internet venture, ‘www.hotwifejanencuckydan.com’. But even with Luther’s concession on her notice period, she’d still be beholden to him for the next month. Spending five nights a week from eight at night till two or three in the morning at his beck and call, in close proximity to her lover Malcolm. 
 
    This tore me up at all kinds of levels and worried me like hell. Things seemed good for now, but the last few months had taught me that Luther was a snake who always had some new and unforeseen trick up his sleeve to cause me heartbreak and to get Jill to do things that the Jill of our former lives would never have done in a million years. 
 
    So, I spent many an hour fantasizing about telling Luther to stick his job – demanding that Jill walk out immediately and not go back. And the only thing that stopped me demanding this wasn’t Jill’s attitude, because I think she’d have reluctantly agreed, rather it was fear of the leverage Luther had over us and also over Veronica. 
 
    I had no idea how many hours of video he had of Jill together with all kinds of guys. It probably ran into the hundreds of hours, and if I pissed him off, I had no doubts he’d use it to ruin our lives and reputations. And there was also the small matter of Veronica relying on him for her livelihood, needing her job working in The Pink Cabaret to pay the household bills and put food on the table for her and Haley. Maybe I could have helped out if Luther had cut up rough, but I can imagine how that would look to Jill. 
 
    So, all in all, through gritted teeth, I agreed to let Jill work her one month’s notice with Luther, feeling, in reality, I had little alternative. But every time I’d see Jill dress up and head out to work, I had a horrible knotted and twisting feeling in my stomach. Wondering what games Luther might try and play, as well of course worrying about the not insignificant question of what might happen between Jill and Malcolm during the time before she returned home to our bed. 
 
    But all through sharing our story I’ve tried to be honest – even when I know it paints me in the most unfavorable of lights. (Even when it might lead you to think of me as ‘Dickless Dave’.) So I won’t skirt over the other truth, that with things now feeling a lot more solid with Jill the cuckold monster who I’d thought dead was most definitely alive and was gaining strength with every passing day. Even though I hated knowing Jill was still overnighting three nights a week with her two lovers, and seeing her head out to the club in her classy-trashy ensemble, another part of me loved it. A dangerous little voice within telling me we’d returned things to the kind of balance we’d had when I’d enjoyed rather than hated what our lives had become. 
 
    After our Saturday reconciliation, Jill and I had enjoyed four whole days together – for us an unheard-of event these last few weeks – before I had to head to L.A. early on Wednesday. Knowing that while I was three thousand miles away Jill would be back in the club with Malcolm and sleeping in his bed that night when they’d finished work. 
 
    I guess I wasn’t hugely surprised when at nine P.M. I got a text from Luther. 
 
    ‘Hey bud, sorry if I went too far. Knowing we’re on the back nine, as a peace offering, if you’d like a last chance to watch J & M together, let me know and I’ll send the link. If I don’t hear back, I’ll respect your privacy, Luther.’ 
 
    His tone was apologetic and friendly – but I didn’t believe it for a minute. I took it to be the act I was sure it was. 
 
    But whatever his real motives and intentions might have been, he’d left me with a real dilemma. He was the hunt master trailing the smell of the fox in front of the hounds, knowing that the simple act of making the offer would raise my interest levels and make it much more difficult to resist his temptation and keep my self-respect intact. 
 
    Thirty-seven minutes. 
 
    That’s precisely how long I lasted before I gave in, the words I chose my last vestige of trying to retain some pride. 
 
    ‘Like you say, we’re on the back nine, nearly over now. So yes, send me the link.’ 
 
    Certainly, no please, or thank you or using of his first name – I still hated the guy for what I knew was in his heart and the pain and damage he’d caused us. 
 
    For his part, Luther continued his game – not lifting his mask of friendly civility to show what I knew really lurked beneath. 
 
    ‘Dave, happy to oblige. Hoping we can still be friends when time’s allowed hurts to heal. Link is below, enjoy! Luther’ 
 
    When I clicked on the link, I’m ashamed to admit my blood was up and my cock was already hard. In so many ways it felt like ‘the good old days’ because I knew I had Jill back and this made it safe to enjoy the vicarious thrills of watching her with another man. 
 
    It felt like an eternity since I’d enjoyed my kinky pleasure of watching Jill with either of her two men, rather than the three and a half weeks it actually was, but the length of time since I’d had my last fix just made me more needy and excited. My pulse racing as the link went live and showed Jill and Malcolm already in bed together at a time when they’d normally have still been in the club. 
 
    They were both naked on top of the bedsheets, and by the look of Jill’s pussy and the red blotches on her boobs I was pretty sure they’d already made love. Maybe that was the price I was paying for resisting Luther’s temptation for thirty-seven minutes, I’d missed their first fuck of the evening. 
 
    Their sexual hunger for each other temporarily satisfied, they were laying together cuddling, not having seen each other for several days they were half-way through a conversation. I had to think they’d already talked about things for some time while they were at the club together, but still, Malcolm had a sad look on his face as they talked some more. 
 
    “Jill, I just want you to know, I’ll always be here for you. You know how much I love you, and you know there’ll never be anyone else like you in my life. If you change your mind, or if things don’t work out with Dave, well, I’m not going anywhere. I’ll always be here for you. I’ll always love you.” 
 
    By the sounds of it, Malcolm’s grief had moved to step two, because I’m sure that at the club he’d probably spent most of the evening trying to get Jill to change her mind. But from his face and words, he’d not persuaded her and was now at the stage of enjoying their remaining time together and letting her know that he was always available. That as and when I screwed up or as and when my size queen wife’s need for big cock got the better of her he’d be ready and waiting – hard and erect to meet her need. 
 
    Jill just looked at him, almost with tears in her eyes, controlling her emotions and reaching out to tenderly touch his face. 
 
    “I’m so sorry, Malcolm. I wish I could be in two places at once, I wish there were two of me, because I do love you, and I wish we could steal away and be together. But I just can’t do that. I love Dave, I’ve never hidden that from you, you’ve always known I’ve got a husband and a family that I love. I’ll never forget you, or forget what we have, but Dave can’t cope with this anymore, so we have to bring it to an end.” 
 
    Jill went quiet, to let Malcolm take in her words, and she stroked his face again. “I do love you, you know. Please know that this has got nothing to do with how I feel about you. You, me, our love, this has all been very real for me. I love you deeply, Malcolm, but I have a husband and a family that I love as well.” 
 
    I’d never seen the giant black man look so emotional, so close to the edge of tears. “Jill, I understand, and I’m not going to try and change your mind. I love you and respect you too much for that. But promise me you’ll think about this. If you stay with me, you’ll still have your family. And Dave could be with Veronica – you know how much he loves her and how much Veronica and her daughter love and need Dave. If you stay with me, sure there may be some pain and hurt, but think of the excitement and new life you could have. Think about the future you could have, having it all. Don’t just look back, look to the future you know in your heart you want.” 
 
    It was Jill’s turn to be silent as she thought about what her giant black lover had just said – and the look on her face made me feel terribly frightened. A painful ache spreading from my gut as I realized how finely balanced some of the decisions Jill had made must have been. That’s what her face was telling me. 
 
    They seemed to keep this still, thoughtful pose between them for an absolute age, each extra second a new needle thrust through my gut. When they moved to touch and kiss each other I actually felt a sense of relief. Sex and physicality I could deal with, love and last-minute appeals to stay were kryptonite to my inner Superman. 
 
    At first, their touching was slow and gentle, like when you savor a fine wine, each sip treasured and stretched out. But before long that was changing to something more earthy and primal, as Jill moved onto her back and into position to accept her man. She may have agreed to wind down her relationships with both Callan and Malcolm (‘go cold turkey’ as she’d kept calling it), but at that moment I knew that Malcolm, not me was her man for the night. He, not me, was the man she wanted tonight as she spread her pale legs wide and welcomed his bulky form between her outstretched thighs. 
 
    It was so many weeks since I’d seen them together that I’d forgotten just how much of a giant he was, as he moved above Jill and virtually blocked her from my sight. His moment of penetration not seen but heard, Jill’s sharp cry and the movement of his ass telling me he was once again sinking his huge thick nine-inch cock into Jill’s body. 
 
    With Malcolm having cum in Jill once before, the lovemaking between the two of them lasted an age. Malcolm was like an artist, demonstrating the full range of his talents. Sometimes making love with the tender and patient touches of a Casanova. Other times pounding into Jill like an MMA fighter going at it until his rival submitted and surrendered. Whichever of the moods it was that took him, Jill would moan and sob and give it up. Her and me both losing track of the number of times she reached a sobbing and energy-sapping climax. A woman being well and truly carnally bred and satisfied. A mare being covered by a succession of stallions couldn’t have been more satisfied. At least, that was the thought generated by the dark and twisted inner recesses of my mind. A thought that troubled and excited me in equal measure. 
 
    Their lover’s dance, going for the best part of an hour now, was building to the ultimate climax now. I don’t know how many times Jill had cum, but the way Malcolm’s body was beginning to move told me he was getting towards the end. 
 
    And then, I felt like a fish out of water, struggling and wriggling with a hook through my mouth as the video feed went dead – only to replaced by the meanest and most addictive of texts from guess who. 
 
    ‘Sorry D, pay per view! Hope you don’t mind, but you and me only got a few more weeks to wind each other up. The first P in PPV for you will be Friday night. Let me know if you want me to arrange streaming rights for you. Although as you’ll be with the beautiful Veronica on Friday nights, I’m sure the answer will be a big fat No. Either way, let me know. Until then, it’s been real, your tormentor-in-chief, Luther.’ 
 
    I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. Much as I hated the guy, I had to admire his self-confidence and never-say-die attitude. I’d be glad when he was out of our lives, but I also knew a little part of me would miss him. I’d be like James Bond without a Blofeld, a Sherlock Holmes without a Moriarty. Or at least that’s what I told myself as I struggled to settle down and finally sleep. Knowing that Jill was three thousand miles away, in bed with a man she loved who was doing his damnedest to persuade her to change her mind. To dump me instead of dumping him. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    Despite Luther’s blandishments, that Friday night, I did manage to resist his temptations and blandishments. I was back from L.A. and with Veronica. The first real chance we’d had to be together since Jill had burst into my plans the previous weekend to spend time with Veronica when she’d texted me about wanting to make our marriage work. 
 
    I’d described the outline of Jill and my plans to her by phone, but we’d agreed not to discuss it properly until we could be together face-to-face, the first chance for this being Friday night. To his credit, or maybe it was part of his game, she’d spoken to Luther and he’d given her the night off with full pay so that we’d have more time than her normal two AM finish would have allowed. 
 
    So we were together from around ten PM onwards on Friday evening. Although during parts of that night I’d wished we’d had less, not more time together as it was an evening of heartache and guilt. For me, I had a life to look forward to, a life with Jill, so although I was hurting and feeling guilty, I had hope. 
 
    For Veronica, there was no such comfort. In fact, the opposite was true. At the moral and intellectual level, she got it. I’d never lied about not loving Jill or not putting Jill and our family first. She’d always known that. But at the practical, real-life level her experience of me and our time together had been very different. A woman often hurt by life, I knew she’d tried her best to not get ahead of herself in terms of her hopes for me and our relationship. But the truth she was a single mom who earned a living taking her clothes off and being groped, and she’d met and fallen in love with a guy who loved her right back and who adored her daughter. 
 
    And all of a sudden, this was being ripped away from her, the image of a Gorilla-grip plaster being ripped away from a hairy wound at the speed of light not beginning to describe the level of pain Veronica must have been feeling. 
 
    Our conversation was so hard – hard for me, but so much harder for her. And after about three hours of talking, I headed home. Home to an empty house as Jill would be with Malcolm tonight. Ending the night, sitting alone, nursing a sad glass of whiskey, feeling terrible guilt at the pain I’d caused. Knowing we’d ended up doing the right thing – agreeing to end the pain tonight. Jill could make per slow adjustment from being a shared wife, through her stages of cold turkey to being my faithful wife again. But for me and Veronica, that wasn’t to be the journey. We agreed that Veronica and Dave would end that night, because anything else was just too painful for her and me. But mainly for her. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    That difficult and painful evening with Veronica was Friday 12th April. Etched into my memory, after the way our talks and tears went, the last night I expected to spend with Veronica. 
 
    That Saturday morning, as I had a lonely breakfast while I waited for Jill to return from one of her last Friday nights with Malcolm, I reflected on how Jill’s glide path untangling herself from her lovers seemed to be going better for her than for me and Veronica. The optimist in me said this was a reflection of the relative depths of the three love affairs I was comparing. But then again, maybe other factors were at work. 
 
    This thought occurred to me time and again over the next two weeks. Luckily, my new job and the two to three days a week I needed to spend in L.A. acted as a major distraction. Because otherwise, I’d have been depressed by the fact that Veronica and me was nothing more than a sucking and empty wound in my soul, whereas I knew Jill’s swansong with her lovers was still going on. And from the video feeds Luther offered me and which, with no Veronica, I always watched I could clearly see that Jill was still enjoying both the emotional and physical closeness of her soon to be ex-lovers. 
 
    That sounds a little too self-absorbed and maudlin, which wasn’t how I was normally feeling. Because Jill stayed true to her word and after one final Friday night tryst with Malcolm, she was finally just seeing him once a week like she was seeing Callan, meaning I was like a pig in muck – enjoying the fullness of Friday night through Wednesday morning with my beloved Jill, just losing her for two nights a week when I was in L.A. and she was with her lovers. 
 
    These five two splits I could live with in some ways the perfect mix to keep the cuckold monster fed without risking our marriage which had already risked too many cliff-edge scenes to be healthy for any couple. 
 
    But my experiences of the last eighteen months should have taught me better, because just when I thought ‘it was safe to get back in the water’, I came home from a quick trip to the sops on Tuesday evening to see a set of cars outside my house that could only mean trouble for yours truly. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 16 
 
    Tuesday 30th April 2019, early evening 
 
    Three cars parked on our driveway. That didn’t bode well, not exactly the start to a nice quiet evening with my recently estranged wife that I had been hoping for. Jill’s car – tick. The red 74 Firebird and Malcolm’s dark SVU – both unexpected and deeply unwelcome. That oh so familiar feeling of dread firing up in my gut like a six-point-two-liter V8 on steroids. Was this some kind of sick style cuckold-hotwife-bull intervention to which my invitation had gotten lost in the post? 
 
    I sat in my car, hands tightly gripping the wheel, for a good five or ten minutes before I could finally summon enough courage to prise myself out of the car and into the house. That courage just about sufficient to give me a mask of courtesy to greet my unexpected guests. 
 
    “Callan, Malcolm. How are you both? I didn’t expect to see you here,” I said through tight-lipped nerves, looking across from them as my eyes finally met with Jill’s, our eyes lingering as Jill got my message of disapproval. 
 
    “Dave,” two deep male voices echoed back. 
 
    “To what do I owe this unexpected pleasure?” was as polite as I could keep it. 
 
    Not surprisingly, it was Jill rather than the guys who answered. Or should I say started answering? 
 
    “Honey, you know we’ve pretty much decided we’re going to go along with your company’s request, confirm in a few days that we’ll up sticks so you can be in L.A. full-time like Oasis want?” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s what we agreed. Less travel, closer to John, Becky, and our granddaughter,” my tone to Jill letting her know I was suspicious of where this conversation was headed. 
 
    “And you know how I’ve been sticking to our agreed plan to spend more time with you and less time with the boys?” 
 
    “Yesss,” I’m not sure I agreed with her calling them ‘boys’, but I sensed this was the least of my worries. 
 
    “Well, being as I’m not going to be seeing them anymore, and being as I’ve never hidden from you the feelings we have for each other, I was wondering if we could come to some kind of agreement, honey?” 
 
    I definitely didn’t like where this was headed. “Go on, what exactly do you have in mind, Jill?” 
 
    Jill took a deep breath and prepared to tell me the worst of it. “Well, honey, L.A.’s a real long way from Miami. So, when we move, me and the boys won’t even be able to see each other, even just as friends. So, I was wondering if, for the last few days before we start moving, if I could maybe spend a little more time with them. As a kind of going away thing. A sort of farewell end to our relationship.” 
 
    And there it was. Out in the open. Like a big fat toad, sat in the middle of the room. Four people sat looking at it – three of them wanting to say something but smart enough not to. One person sat looking, wondering what the hell had just happened and not wanting to say anything for fear he might just explode. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    Friday 3rd May 
 
    The upshot of that strange four-way non-conversation was that I was sitting on our matrimonial bed watching Jill packing for her farewell mini-vacation with the two men she was about to break it off with. 
 
    It was only three days since Jill had aired the topic, with the aid of her two silent accomplices. They’d not remained much longer that evening, as with a restrained civility that I thought beyond me, I politely asked them to leave so that Jill and I could talk. 
 
    I’ll not waste your time with all of the conversations between me and Jill that evening and the next couple of days. But the edited highlights showed that Jill would have made an excellent courtroom lawyer or corporate negotiator. Bit-by-bit she made her case, mixing charm with persuasion with the odd tickle to my recently reenergized cuck gland. 
 
    She reminded me again how she’d kept to her word and was now down to just one night a week each with Callan and Malcolm – keeping her word, even though it had been hard. When we were talking about this, she let slip that she knew that during our three-week separation I’d not kept my word to stay away from Veronica, using this to make me feel guilty. 
 
    Having made this tiniest of cracks in my defenses, Jill emphasized over and over that this was a final farewell, that she’d not see the boys after the next few days. Over Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday, we talked about it for hours and hours and when she could tell that my resistance was starting to weaken, she hit me with her three closing arguments. 
 
    She talked about how I sort of owed it to Callan, bearing in mind what I’d done to him all those years ago – the way I’d not acted with honor when I’d hidden his final letter to her. 
 
    While I was still thinking about this, she hit me from the other flank – reminding me that not only was this her last chance to see the boys, but it was my last chance to enjoy my kinky cuckold pleasures before we returned to a more normal lifestyle. 
 
    And when my head was still mulling this over, she hit me with point number three. Adding a dash of sugar, that if I allowed her this time with the boys, then it would only be right and proper that I could have similar visitation rights with Veronica. 
 
    And that’s how it came to be that, despite my initial resistance and better judgment, I was sitting watching Jill pack a very large suitcase for her farewell time with her soon to be ex-boyfriends. With Jill’s happy mood as she packed a marked contrast to my own feelings – six parts fear for every four parts cuckold anticipation and excitement. 
 
    Somehow the agreement I’d finally given for an unspecified length of time with her two beaus had morphed into a nine-day stretch split between the two other men in her life. A four-day trip to L.A. with Malcolm, a mini-vacation to meet his extended family and for Jill to see our new granddaughter, followed by a return to Miami and the final five days with Callan. 
 
    I must have been mad to agree to this – but then again, I’d done more than my fair share of mad things these last eighteen months. Another mad thing being that I’d not made up my mind yet whether or not I’d take Jill up on her offer that she’d be fine if I saw Veronica while she was away with her men. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    The last I saw of Jill for those nine days was when I watched with a semi-hard cock and an ache in my groin and heart wearing the sexiest of tight jeans and low-cut top as my beautiful wife wheeled her suitcase towards Callan’s waiting car. I didn’t really get the dynamic between Callan and Malcolm. Even now I guessed they hadn’t really given up all hope of stealing Jill away from me, so maybe they were working in cahoots, thinking two was better than one, each pulling at different parts of Jill’s heartstrings. 
 
    Anyway, whatever the reasons were, even though Jill was flying away to spend the next four days with Malcolm in L.A., it was Callan’s 74 Firebird that was waiting on our driveway, not Malcolm’s SUV. 
 
    She’d been singing quietly and happily to herself as she’d been doing her make-up and then picking out clothes and packing her suitcase. And now as she gave me a final hug and blew me a final kiss the look of excitement on Jill’s face was palpable. I guess I couldn’t blame her. We’d played a game like this on our four-person trip to England, and the four of us had loved the experience and survived okay. So how was this any different? 
 
    That was the thought I comforted myself with as Jill waved from the passenger window of Callan’s car and I realized I’d not see her now until she returned on Sunday week. 
 
    For the rest of that day, two sets of equal and opposite thoughts occupied my head. The negative thought – had my mix of optimism and need for a last cuckold fix just led me to roll the dice one time too often? My heart and mind full of angst and gut-stabbing fear at the thought of all the conversations and experiences Jill would go through over the next nine days. As not one but two guys, who she loved, both persuaded her that her future would be both more exciting and more fulfilling if she spent her future with them, not with her old and unexciting and less macho husband. 
 
    The only thing that kept me sane was the other set of thoughts – the thoughts that slowly propelled me through the rest of that Friday until finally, at the end of the day, I picked up the phone and texted Veronica. 
 
    Hi V, 
 
    I have no right to do this, because I know I broke your heart. Jill’s away for a while and I was wondering if you’d like to talk. 
 
    D x 
 
    As I hesitated and then finally pressed send, I felt ashamed and totally selfish as I saw the message disappear into the ether. I’d grown used to various moments of self-loathing in the cuckold, wife-sharing lifestyle we’d grown into. But in some ways, this was worse, selfishly reaching out to a woman who I’d badly hurt once before, my selfless needs for companionship and deep insecurities about Jill obliterating any remaining morality in my heart. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    It was an hour later that the reply came back. 
 
    What do you want? Haven’t you done enough damage already? Or maybe you want to break my heart some more? 
 
    I winced at the tone and words, the guilt which was never far away surging back to slosh around in my heart. But even as I winced, I recognized the signs that Veronica wanted to talk, feeling relieved that she’d finally responded. I’d reckoned my chance of getting a response at fifty-fifty at best. I knew Veronica still had feelings for me, but I also knew how much she was hurting. The response she finally sent making me wonder if, despite everything, she still deep down had hopes that the two of us might have a future together. A hope that wasn’t altogether unreasonable, given the cliff-edge that had been my marriage in recent times. 
 
    The total hour-long silence after she’d received my text – that was V boiling over with anger at me, her anger dominating all else. Then the angry, vituperative one-liner. The words themselves telling me she was still incredibly angry at me and hurt. But the mere fact she’d decided to reply after an hour stewing in her emotions told me she now wanted to talk. Her words may have still been angry, but her action spoke louder than those words in telling me where her mind was at. The words she’d used were her coded way of retaining self-respect, letting me know I was in for a tongue-lashing for all the ages, but also clearly signaling she wanted to talk. 
 
    “Hi Veronica,” I opened with, knowing that any term of endearment would have been a bullet that would have ricocheted right back into my chest. “Is it okay to talk?” I asked, something nice and neutral and an obvious question as I could hear from the background noise that Veronica was at the club working. 
 
    “What’s there to talk about? You heartless pig. You made your decision. Broke my heart. Chose Jill over me. And now you’re coming back around, stomping all over my heart again,” her boiling anger at me understandable as I’d opened up fresh wounds. 
 
    Taking a deep breath, I put out there the words I’d carefully rehearsed. “Look, V, I know I hurt you, with the way everything ended. But I was wondering if we could get together, sit down and talk, spend time. It might help the healing process, and I’d love to see Haley and I’m sure she’d like to see me.” 
 
    “Don’t you dare to presume you know what’s right for my daughter, after everything you’ve done!” I guess I had that coming, although in many ways she was being very unfair. 
 
    “Anyway, surely what you actually meant to say was now that your wife is out of town, you’re lonely and want a shoulder to cry on, want someone to fill the empty hours in your life, until your first pick comes back, if she comes back!” 
 
    The anger in her voice had upped several levels, and her last comment was hurtful and unnecessary. But I sucked it up and tried again. “So, V, what do you say? I could come around Saturday early afternoon if you like. The three of us could go out and grab a meal and maybe take in a movie or go skating. I know Haley loves skating – and I know how the both of you love to watch me make a fool of myself. What do you say?” 
 
    There was a long pause on the other end of the phone. Veronica understandably weighing up all kinds of thoughts and emotions before finally replying. 
 
    “Alright, Dave. Yes, but on one condition, and by the way, don’t for a moment think you’re forgiven, because you’re not, not by a long way.” 
 
    “Okay, I understand, I really do. What’s the condition?” I asked. 
 
    “Simply this, and it’s not for me, it’s for Haley. She has to know that you still care about her. That’s the most important thing to me, she’s the most important thing. So, the condition is that as and when you visit back to Miami, that you make sure to drop by and see her, spend time with her, so she knows that even if you’re not here, she’s not forgotten and still loved. That’s my condition, take it, or leave it.” 
 
    All that it served to do was to make me want her all the more. Reminded me of why I loved her so much, what a kind and unselfish mother and person she was. 
 
    “Deal,” was all I needed to say. 
 
    “Okay,” her quivering voice replied. “Be at my place at three in the morning, that way we can talk before Haley wakes up. Okay?” 
 
    “Okay,” I replied, sure I could hear excitement in her voice, however much she tried to mask it, thinking that the hour she’d suggested that after a little more tongue-lashing, Veronica would invite me to her bed and into her body. A trapdoor that would almost certainly excite and re-hurt us all over again in equal measures. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    Forty-minutes after I arrived at Veronica’s, I was lying there grabbing deep gulps of oxygen as I looked up at the ceiling, Veronica’s soft dark body spread on my heaving chest, her fingers playing idly with my now limp and sticky cock. 
 
    “Don’t think that means that you’re forgiven, mister,” she intoned, something that I suspected I’d hear quite often over the next few days. 
 
    Veronica and I had just enjoyed a wonderful but too short sex session. It wasn’t lovemaking, it was too needy and frenetic to be called that. It was two people who loved each other but who’d only been together once in five weeks. Two people desperate to be physically re-bonded, two people thrashing around on a bed until finally, by some miraculous harmony, we both cried out in a shared orgasm. 
 
    And now we both lay naked and cuddled together, both tired given the very late hour, but neither ready to sleep just yet. Being back with Veronica felt wonderful on so many different levels. However much I loved Jill and had chosen her and my family, there was a simplicity and purity about what Veronica and I shared. We didn’t have the twenty-five years shared memories and foundation that Jill and I had, but we had other things. A man and a woman who loved each other, who both cared for a young child, and who loved the emotional and physical fulfillment of being together. 
 
    The pain, angst, and turbo-charged erotic thrill I experienced every time I was together with Jill was missing. Instead, Veronica and I together gave me a lower-key, less intense all-round contentment. The pleasure of rope fruit or a healthy single glass of red versus the sugar rush of a whole box of chocolates, hugely enjoyable at the time but guaranteed to make you feel sick afterward and to slowly erode your teeth and harden your arteries. 
 
    My aimless comparison of the two relationships in my life was quietly interrupted by Veronica’s quiet musings to herself. “Why are we doing this, hurting ourselves all over again?” 
 
    I don’t think she expected me to reply, but it seemed the loving thing to do. 
 
    “Because we love each other, and some time, any time, is better than no time. Because we’ll enjoy every moment we can snatch together, and we know that even if it hurts, we’ll survive and at least we’ll have had this time and the memories.” 
 
    Veronica moved to the side, propping her head on her elbow as she looked into my eyes. 
 
    “I know you’re right, but you’ll have Jill at the end of this, and I’ll have no-one, even though I know you love me. Life’s so unfair,” she said, little tears forming in the corners of her eyes and ever so slowly starting to run down her cheeks. 
 
    I leaned over and kissed her softly. “V, I honestly wish there were two of me – that could split myself in two,” instantly aware of the irony that I’d heard Jill use virtually identical words with Chris and more recently talking to Malcolm. 
 
    “And V, be honest with me, would you want to be the woman who split up a family? Who split a married couple with three kids and a granddaughter?” 
 
    She smiled the tiniest of smiles at me. “Screw you, David Foster. You know I don’t want to be that woman, but you know I want to be the woman that has that man. Damned if I do, damned if I don’t.” 
 
    Something in our exchange had changed V’s mood from philosophical reflection to needy lover and she lowered her head to mine and started a long series of kisses, starting as gentle and short and graduating into a series of long heartfelt kisses each of which required a short air resupply moment afterward. 
 
    Despite the late hour, we were soon back together, only this time it was making love rather than frenetic sex. Each of us taking it in turn to choose the position we wanted – the only one not used was doggy as we both wanted and needed to make eye contact. 
 
    For the next hour, we were a couple connected spiritually and physically, not caring about tomorrow or about a single other soul in the cosmos. We only had eyes, hearts, and bodies for each other. As I looked up at the wonderful woman smiling down at me as her hips slowly undulated, riding me, milking me, knowing just how good her pussy felt as it squeezed and enveloped my throbbing manhood. Knowing just how much I loved the fluid and rhythmic jiggling motion of her breasts as she moved up and down, side to side. Knowing how much I loved looking into the large and dark pools that were her soft brown eyes, the black of her pupils hardly discernable from the brown of her irises. 
 
    It was a magical time as we truly made love, our eyes always locked together, whatever place and pose we found ourselves in. Whether the staid but always special missionary. Whether I was sat up, head propped against the headboard, as Veronica sat on my lap hardly moving at all as her mouth and tongue did the work. Whether playing with one of the three or four other positions we tried. Until finally we were done, only another less intense but equally special climax bonding us together as we finally drifted off to sleep. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    We didn’t get much sleep that Saturday morning, awoken by an excited and very happy seven-year-old. 
 
    “Uncle Dave!” Two words that made my heart beat with happiness as the loving little girl wrapped her arms around me. 
 
    The next two hours were a mix of Veronica funneling me caffeine and food, in that order, to keep me going and energetic as Haley made up for lost time. Showing me the various silver and gold stars her teacher had awarded her for some of the stories she’d written. Getting me to read the closing chapters to her of the latest book she was reading. Quizzing me about how long I was here for, and after a sly look to and nod from her mother, planning out with her what we’d do as a trio for the next eight days. 
 
    Some rapid negotiation with my boss in L.A. and from Veronica with Luther meant I could stay in Miami for the next few days and that Veronica would take some extra paid leave gifted by a club owner who was still trying to persuade me he was my buddy and not the anti-Christ. These preparations meaning Veronica and I managed to spend nearly twenty-four hours a day together from that Saturday morning until Wednesday when Jill was due to return from L.A. after her short trip there with Malcolm. 
 
    Being together with Veronica and Haley helped hugely in keeping my mind off what Jill was likely doing in L.A. with Malcolm. What they were no doubt doing together in bed and the conversations they were no doubt having. The bed and sex side of things didn’t bother me unduly, I’d long ago given up trying to compete with Malcolm, or any of Jill’s other big-cocked lovers, in the purely physical and sexual stakes. So, I wasn’t worried by this, in fact, quite the opposite. My long-standing kinky enjoyment of the thought of Jill being bedded so well was fully alive and well and filling my veins with all kinds of happiness endorphins. 
 
    But the conversations I knew they’d be having was another matter entirely. Knowing how hard Malcolm would be trying to persuade Jill to change her mind – to pick him over me. I knew how much Jill loved him and would miss him, and I knew that although she’d promised to never leave me, one time before, she’d weakened and however short-lived they were, she’d made plans to leave me for Chris. Yes, she’d recanted, after even just a few shorts minutes of contemplating a life leaving me behind. But the worry glands in my brain shouted out ‘once a cheater, always a cheater … once a bolter, always a bolter.’ Maybe unfair to Jill, but there was a kernel of truth there and it played on my mind and fears. 
 
    These fears were always there in the background, and occasionally they’d bubble up with a full-throated roar, but most of the time, the way Veronica and Haley filled my mind and waking hours did enough to make the pain manageable. 
 
    But all that was about to change on Wednesday – Wednesday 8th May when Jill was due back in Miami. It changed when my reading of a bedtime story to Haley was interrupted by a loud rapping on Veronica’s front door. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 17 
 
    Wednesday 8th May 2019, early evening 
 
    Veronica and I had spent a wonderful day together. We had breakfast and took a very happy Haley to school, then returned to her condo and made love for the rest of the morning. We just about found the energy and self-control to drag ourselves out of bed and head to a local restaurant for a light lunch, followed by a walk in the park before it was time to collect Haley and head home. 
 
    A perfectly lovely late afternoon and early evening had ended with Haley kissing her mum goodnight as she settled down to listen to the bedtime story – The Princess and the Pea. 
 
    I was about half-way through when there was a loud rapping on Veronica’s front door, the violence and volume immediately causing me to tell Haley to stay put while I raced out to see what it was all about. 
 
    Entering the lounge, I saw an agitated and irate looking Callan standing inside the front door. “There you are! Have you got anything to do with this? Did you put her up to this?” He half-shouted in an accusing voice as Veronica ushered her worried-looking daughter from the hallway and back to bed. 
 
    I was totally confused and perplexed. The first thing I thought about was V and Haley and said “Get out! I will not have you shouting in here where there is a woman and small child!” Once outside I started my questioning. “Have I got anything to do with what? What am I meant to have done now?” 
 
    “Don’t you become the innocent with me, Dave. You’ve got history. You’ve done it before – kept stuff back, stolen her away from me. You couldn’t stand the thought of me having a last few days with her, could you? Frightened she might choose me, the man she loved first, the man whose children she should have had.” 
 
    “Callan, what the fuck are you talking about?” I shouted, my voice now matching his. 
 
    “You know damn well, don’t pretend. The airport. I was meant to pick her up at the airport at six. I checked, the plane arrived okay, on time. But Jill wasn’t there. No sign of her. None at all. I tried calling, but it’s gone straight to voicemail. I texted, no reply. What the fuck have you done, Dave? What have you done?” he shouted, his face now inches from mine, looking like he was about to lift me up by the lapels in a fit of desperate anger. 
 
    “Callan, I have no idea what you’re talking about. Everything you’ve said is news to me, first I’ve heard about it.” My face was now pushing close to his. 
 
    The look on Callan’s face slowly started to change – slowly started to look less angry and flammable, and more worried, confused, and hurt. 
 
    “What’s she done, Dave?” he asked, the way he looked at me telling me that whatever his paranoid suspicions had been just a few seconds ago, he knew now that I’d had no part in whatever had happened. It was all fresh news to me. 
 
    “Callan, I honestly don’t know,” my tone now calm as I brought him back into the house and got him to sit down, both for his own benefit and to keep things calm with a child in the house. 
 
    “Look, Callan, I’m sure there’s a perfectly simple explanation. Maybe she missed the plane, or maybe she stayed an extra few hours to see John, Becky, and Julia, you know how women are with new babies.” 
 
    His face relaxed at this last suggestion, recognizing something all men knew to be true. 
 
    “Look, Callan. Let me make a call and find out what’s happened.” 
 
    Callan just nodded, calmer than he’d been, but still nervous as to why Jill wasn’t back in Miami as she’d promised. 
 
    I retrieved my phone from the dining table and pressed the speed dial for Jill. It took some time but she picked up after the fifth or sixth ring. 
 
    “Hey babe,” even now after all these years I smiled to myself whenever I heard her voice. 
 
    “Hi, sweetheart. I’ve got Callan here, and he’s confused. He says he was expecting to pick you up at the airport an hour and a half ago.” 
 
    “Dave, are you on speaker?” 
 
    “No, why?” 
 
    “Good, I suggest you find somewhere away from Callan so I can explain.” 
 
    “Okay, give me a minute… Okay, I’m in the bedroom now, door closed.” 
 
    “Sorry to do this to you, honey, but I was hoping you could help me out of a spot here.” 
 
    Jill just heard nothing except my nervous silence, my heart pounding, located somewhere between my chest and my throat, wondering what Jill was about to tell me and ask me. None of the plausible guesses my mind generated being anything but bad news for me. 
 
    “Sorry, sweetheart. It’s just after everything he’s been through, I didn’t have the heart to tell him.” 
 
    “Tell him what, Jill?” I had to know, my voice scratchy and taut with tension. 
 
    “Tell him that I’ve changed my mind. That I want to spend the last five days of my hall pass with Malcolm, not with him.” 
 
    Again, there was a long silence between us, as my pulse returned from double over boost to just plain old stressed. As I realized that although this was bad news for Callan, it didn’t really hurt me. 
 
    I think I must have sighed subconsciously, which seemed to spark Jill to speak. “So, honey, will you apologize and tell him? Please?” 
 
    I took my time, thinking long and hard about it, before coming up with something I was happy with. 
 
    “How’s about this? We split the job. I’ll tell him now, so that he knows. And then you promise to talk to him in person tomorrow when he’s gotten used to the idea. Does that work for you?” 
 
    It was Jill’s turn now to invoke the long pause as she thought, before finally answering. “Okay, that seems fair. Tell him I’ll call him at eight tomorrow morning. Love you, honey, thanks for doing this for me, we really appreciate it.” 
 
    And then the line went dead. No ‘love you’, not even a ‘goodbye.’ 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    Telling Callan was hard – really hard. He took the news as you’d expect. Not just because it denied him the pleasure of being with Jill for the next five days. But more significantly because in one fell swoop it unexpectedly extinguished any fleeting hopes he’d had of maintaining a long-term relationship with Jill. 
 
    I had no illusions about this – just like Malcolm, I’m sure he would have spent much of his five days with Jill trying to get her from me, to persuade her to change her mind. To kick me into the long grass, cancel the move to L.A. and build a new life with him in Miami. 
 
    But now this plan and this hope for him was burned away as if it had never existed. 
 
    I thought he might blame me and braced myself for a further onslaught, but his temper and anger took a different form. His own frustrations and heartbreak turned into pity and sympathy for me. As he invoked a sense of brotherhood with me that took me by surprise but that soon had my heart back in my throat on the edge of cardiac arrest. 
 
    “You know, Dave. You and me have a lot in common. She’s just gone and broken my heart, and I wonder how long it will be before she does the same with you? She’s not coming back today. What’s going to be different when she’s due back on Sunday? Maybe I’ll be the one ringing her and relaying the news to you?” 
 
    Maybe I’m a stupid fool, or maybe I’d been so caught up in the drama from when he’d arrived and screamed and shouted. But honestly, it was only when Callan asked these questions out loud that my own brain started asking the same questions in the quiet and quaking parts, the inner parts of my mind. 
 
    From the look on my face, Callan must have realized that he’d sown a seed that was not there before. But he didn’t look happy or smug as he saw the panicked, worried look appear on my face. If anything, it just made him look a little sadder and more sympathetic. 
 
    “Sorry, Dave. I didn’t mean to hurt and worry you. Maybe I shouldn’t have said anything. Maybe I’m wrong. After all, she chose you all those years ago. She married you and you have a family together. After all, we’ve only been dating again for a few months, you and she have been together forever. Just because she chose Malcolm over me doesn’t mean she’ll choose Malcolm over you, does it?” 
 
    The faster he back-pedaled and created reasons for why Jill would choose me, the more the panic and fear grew in my heart. He could see this and, in the end, he just sat there, silent and looking embarrassed enough for the both of us. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    I don’t know if Jill did ring Callan the next day – I bore him no ill will, but by Thursday morning the welfare of Callan was the last thing on my mind. The seed of fear that Callan had planted had sprouted, grown, and bloomed into a ten-foot-tall sunflower of fear. Sucking up all the nutrients and energy in my mind and body as I could think of little else. 
 
    At first, I didn’t want to talk about it with Veronica. I needed to process and think it through myself first. And then I didn’t want to share it because I didn’t think it fair on her. I’d broken her heart once already, only to be allowed back into her life, even if only for nine days. What kind of a bastard would I have been to lay this heavy burden on her when she’d been nothing but selfless through nearly all of our relationship? 
 
    But in the end, a mix of my own need to talk and her only insistence that I share with her whatever it was that was eating me up won through, and I unburdened myself to her. 
 
    All through our relationship, one of the qualities I’d always loved about Veronica was her honesty. Given a choice between saving feelings or honesty, she always chose honesty, albeit delivered with gentle love and kindness, and now was another of these times, as she thought about what I was saying and then hugged me. Knowing that I needed physical comforting and reassurance just as much as I needed friendship and a sounding board. 
 
    “Honestly, honey, I just don’t know. Some of what Callan said makes sense. Jill loves you very, very much. She’s told you that over and over again, that she’ll never leave you. And she made good on that promise with Chris. All that’s for the good. But you have to know in your heart, there are no guarantees with this kind of thing. Jill obviously has stronger feelings for Malcolm than she realized. That’s why she blew off Callan to spend more time with Malcolm. There’s no hiding from that fact, or the fact that even she didn’t expect to feel that way when the three of them set this whole thing up. So, honey, I hate to say it, but I can see why you’re frightened, but at the same time, don’t go overboard. Don’t let yourself forget all the things Jill has always said about her love for you, and all the ways she’s shown that love for you over the last eighteen months. And don’t forget how deep you and her roots go, and how deeply intertwined they are.” 
 
    I looked across at this wonderful woman, tears in my eyes. I was still worried and fearful, but my tears weren’t for that reason. They were because of how much I loved this woman and knew she loved me, and because I was so lucky to have her in my life. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    From that Wednesday until Sunday evening, when Jill was due back, were some of the longest days of my life. I don’t know what I’d have done if I’d not had Veronica and Haley to love and distract me. 
 
    I thought about calling Jill to discuss my fears, but having talked it through with Veronica I decided against it. As we discussed it, we agreed that whatever reassurances and comforts Jill might have given me, the truth was that she probably didn’t know how she’d actually feel or what she would decide until the day she was due back. How she’d treated poor old Callan was proof positive of this. When she’d left on Friday, I was sure she was fully intending to spend more time with him than she was Malcolm. 
 
    Yet by Wednesday morning when her flight was due to take off from L.A., she’d turned fully through a hundred and eighty degrees to the extent that she only wanted time with Malcolm. So, what value would assurances given mid-week have in terms of what Jill would or wouldn’t do by the weekend? She’d failed this test once already. 
 
    The other reason I didn’t call was that Veronica had persuaded me that, hard as it might seem, if Jill was on the edge of bolting from our marriage, it was better to know this now rather than later. Better to know where her heart and priorities lay once and for all. As Veronica slowly and lovingly made this point, however painful it was to accept, I could see what she said was true. 
 
    So, for those four days, from Wednesday evening until Sunday evening when Jill was due back at Miami International, I tried as best I could to throw myself into the time I had together with Veronica and Haley. Without them, I’d have gone insane with worry. With them, there were moments of love and tenderness, but always against a backdrop of a low-level heartache and aching fear. Until finally the time was over and I set off for the airport to collect Jill. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 18 
 
    Sunday 12th May 2019, early evening 
 
    It had been a long nine days. A very long nine days, since Jill had headed off to the airport to spend time with her two different lovers before following through on our agreement that she sever all ties before we relocated to L.A. 
 
    These last days had marked the crescendo of a two-year period that had turned our marriage upside down. 
 
    Until that fateful summer day in 2018 that kick-started our new lifestyle, when I’d watched three friends vying for Jill’s affections at a party, our marriage had been a very conventional marriage. 
 
    But as I sat nervously at MIA awaiting Jill’s safe return from nine days with Malcolm, I was aware that our marriage had become anything but conventional. 
 
    To an outsider’s view, our marriage might still look conventional. But what’s the old adage ‘never judge a book by its cover’ – maybe a saying invented for our marriage, after how it had evolved over eighteen months to be what it was today, 
 
    I’d tracked the progress of Jill’s on-time flight online, not having had the courage to ring her before take-off to ascertain if she was indeed boarding. Also aware of how needy and desperate making such a call might have made me look to Jill. 
 
    The boards showed that Jill’s flight had landed and I waited more nervous than I think I’d ever been in my life, so tense to get my first sight of her that I was subconsciously standing on tiptoes to just see her a tiny bit sooner than otherwise. 
 
    Jill’s was the only flight landing at that time of evening, a BA A380 which I knew would carry a large number of passengers. As the passengers collected their bags and spilled out through arrivals, the crowd followed the normal low-high-low distribution of numbers walking past me. 
 
    As the number of people passing by went from low to very low, I began to feel a breaking sensation in my chest, wondering if this is what it had come to after more than twenty years with the woman who had been my lover and best friend for half my life. 
 
    Just as I felt the first tears start to overcome my sense of shame, even before I saw her, I heard a familiar voice. The familiar deep voice and laugh of Malcolm bending around the corner and reaching my ear a second or two before I saw him. A split second later spying the person to his left – my beloved Jill who’d kept her word to me and returned to me after nine days away with her giant black lover. 
 
    Still, some distance away, they hadn’t spotted me and I just watched them as they walked towards me slowly, arm-in-arm and laughing and chatting like they didn’t have a care in the world, their slow pace no doubt designed to eke out some last extra moments of their time together as a couple. 
 
    The first thing I noticed was that Jill had done something different to her hair. She’d had blonde highlights added to her natural brunette locks, and she’d had it straightened and cut a little shorter than normal, all of which combined to make her look several years younger. 
 
    These last eighteen months I’d grown used to Jill wearing increasingly revealing clothes, yet the outfit she was wearing was more daring and showed more flesh than pretty much anything I’d seen her in before. Especially surprising bearing in mind she’d worn this sex kitten outfit on a five-and-a-half-hour flight, not that anyone was likely to make a move on her or complain given the size of her traveling companion. 
 
    Her skirt was a micro-mini made of stretchy black lycra and her sexy long legs stretched bare until they reached the first straps of the strappy black open-toed high heel platform shoes she’d chosen. Not particularly comfortable for a long flight and traversing two terminals, but sexy as hell and I’m sure much appreciated by both Malcolm and all the other male passengers. 
 
    The pièce de résistance was the top Jill had chosen, a simple thin white cotton sleeveless number which was a couple of sizes too small and had a U-shaped very low-cut front. Much of her cleavage and upper breast flesh was on display for anyone who cared to look, with the thin material of the top meaning that her quarter-cup lacy bra was visible to all-comers. In fact, they’d have had to look hard not to notice it. 
 
    The way Jill was dressed was somehow a symbol of where our marriage had ended up – repelling and exciting me in equal measure. The perfect metaphor for the hemlock-infused tightrope that was our marriage today. 
 
    When she spotted me, Jill left Malcolm’s side and started running towards me as fast as her high heels would allow. As she got close and just before she reached out to hug me, I spotted some black ink on top of one of her right breasts. But before I could get a proper look Jill’s breasts were crushed into my chest, the flesh where I’d seen the blur of black no longer visible. As Jill clung to me and I felt the warm softness of her breasts squashed on me, I thought that I felt something different about her boobs. 
 
    Something different about her nipples – immediately making me think of when Luther had teased me by applying fake tattoos and nipples rings around her nipples. A terrible hollowness in my gut replacing my joy at seeing Jill after so long worrying that she might have stayed in L.A. Maybe Luther had played one final trick on me before finally giving up and letting Jill and me live our lives in peace. 
 
    As Jill finally pulled back from the hug, I saw what the black blur had been – it was indeed black ink, the black ink of a little black spade with the initial M in thin italics next to it. Jill saw me staring and pulled her shoulders back a little – signaling she had nothing to hide and that in fact, the opposite was true. She was proud and happy, happy for me to inspect the ink. As my heart thudded the only question in my mind was whether the thing was fake like before, or whether Jill had allowed her lover to go one step further this time. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    To my utter relief, Malcolm bent down so he and Jill could exchange a long, lingering kiss, and then he said his farewells to me and headed off. I don’t know if it was in my imagination, but there seemed to be just a hint of nerves in the last look exchanged between the two of them. 
 
    With Jill dressed in that get-up, it was hard to concentrate on the road as I drove us home, my concentration not helped by the fact that Jill had her hand on the front of my slacks, casually squeezing and drawing patterns on my very hard member. 
 
    But even as she played with me, I sensed there was a nervousness about her. 
 
    When we got home the sense of nervousness about her seemed to spike up as I pulled her suitcase in and made us both a drink while Jill pulled the blinds shut. When I turned to hand Jill her drink, I immediately knew my earlier antenna hadn’t been wrong – Jill was almost physically shaking with nerves now, a condition which immediately had me feeling the same way. 
 
    “What is it, honey? What’s wrong?” I just about managed to squeak out between suddenly dry lips. 
 
    “Dave, honey, there are some things we need to talk about.” 
 
    “What, do we have to talk about? We’ve talked about all of this before, we’ve already made decisions,” I told her, suddenly feeling weak and needing to sit down as my vision tunneled in. 
 
    “I know, sweetheart. But I did a lot of thinking when I was away in L.A., and there are some things I need to talk to you about,” she told me, somehow managing to make her voice a lot more calm and controlled than mine. 
 
    That’s when I lost it, all I could do was just blurt it out. “Are you leaving me? Are you leaving me, Jill?” 
 
    Jill just went quiet, as the world seemed to stand still. A straight yes or no would have been best, put me out of my suffering quicker, but Jill’s answer just prolonged the agony. 
 
    “Dave, there are some things we need to talk about first. Then we can talk about the future, okay?” 
 
    ‘Okay’ – she’d asked me ‘okay’. How the hell was I meant to answer that? I didn’t have the faintest idea what Jill was talking about. She’d point-blank ignored my question about whether she was leaving me – even though from my tone she knew how desperately I needed an answer. Instead, we needed to talk about stuff? 
 
    Before I had a chance to quiz her or think what on earth she might mean Jill started pulling her thin cotton top up and over her head. Immediately revealing a second black tattoo just under her left breast, and before I’d had a chance to take it in she was shimmying out of her little skirt to reveal a third area of black ink just above the tiny piece of fabric that passed as her panties. 
 
    It was May in Miami and the room was plenty warm, but none the less Jill was shaking as she stared glassy-eyed and nervously at me. 
 
    “This is one of the things we need to talk about, honey.” 
 
    My tongue felt like it wouldn’t move, all swollen and dry in my mouth, causing a painful delay as I struggled for words to ask the question flashing in my brain, a horrible feeling of humiliation bubbling up from deep. 
 
    “Jill… are they… are they… real?” I asked as our eyes stayed locked together. 
 
    Not answering, Jill ignored my question and reached behind her back, unclipping the clasp on her tiny black bra and letting it fall to the ground. 
 
    I’d been worried about the three tattoos – but now I had something else to worry about. The something different I’d felt when Jill has hugged me and squashed her boobs against me. The something different which had been hidden beneath the padded material of her bra cups was now out there in the light for me and the rest of the world to see. Two thin silver-colored bars staring at me, each perfectly horizontal as they sat proudly atop each of Jill’s nipples as they passed through the piercing hole that accommodated them. 
 
    Even in her shaking trance-like state, Jill somehow managed to get a few words out. “What do you think, honey? Do you still love me? Can you still love me like this?” 
 
    All good questions, but I was in such shock that I hardly heard them. Instead, I got to my feet and moved to stand right in front of Jill – now only clad in the five-inch strappy heels and her tiny black panties. 
 
    As I started inspecting what Jill had allowed Malcolm to do to her (and who’s to say she wasn’t a lot more active than just allowing it) it almost felt like a strange out of body experience for me. If felt like I wasn’t me, and she wasn’t my wife and soul mate, it felt like I was inspecting some inanimate object as one by one I looked over the markings now on Jill’s body. 
 
    The little black spade with the thin Italicized ‘M’ by it was the black blur I’d spotted at the airport, sitting right on the top tit-flesh of Jill’s right breast. Plain and clear, in a place where all the world could see it if ever she wore anything remotely low cut, or whenever she went to the pool or beach and donned a bikini. 
 
    Maybe because I’d already seen it at the airport, I didn’t look too long at it – the only question I’d had earlier was whether or not it was real or fake. Seeing it close up and the slight reddening of the skin it was obvious it was real, the ink was in the skin not on top of it. 
 
    Moving on I looked at the tattoo they’d put below Jill’s left breast. This was two sets of initials intertwined – an M and a J that nestled together and overlapped and twirled around each other, with a small black heart between the two. The meaning was two-hundred-percent clear, and I wondered if this was my answer to the question I’d asked and Jill hadn’t answered. Whether or not she was leaving me. 
 
    I must have stared at that heart and those intertwined initials for a good fifteen seconds, pondering their meaning before my eyes slowly dragged my head down to the little patch of skin above Jill’s tiny black panties. 
 
    Again, black ink tattooed into my wife’s soft white flesh. This time three different initials – MBM – which for the life of me I couldn’t fathom out. Again, long moments went by as I just stared at the black ink, totally dumbstruck that Jill had allowed this to happen right at the point where we were ending this lifestyle. 
 
    Standing back, it was then that I realized what a fool I was. Callan had been right. Not only had Jill kicked him into the long grass, the markings Jill had agreed to tell me that she had no intention of ending the lifestyle she’d enjoyed so much these last eighteen months. What a fool I’d been. Each extra month had brought new and higher levels of escalation. Jill was like a student of sex seeking ever higher qualifications. Daryl had been her High School diploma. Chris had been her Bachelor’s and now Malcolm was her Master’s and Doctorate all rolled into one. What a fool I’d been. 
 
    Months and months ago, I’d been the one that had told her that there was no way back from this lifestyle, so how could I be remotely surprised that even after the lessening pace of the last few weeks Jill had reverted to type. Her body a map of ink and metal which was the clearest declaration possible that she was unable or unwilling to give up Malcolm and this lifestyle. 
 
    With a sadness settling in my heart, I looked up at Jill and asked the question again. “Are you leaving me? To be with him? To be with Malcolm?” 
 
    This time Jill didn’t totally ignore my question – but nor did she answer it. 
 
    “That depends.” 
 
    What kind of an answer is that to give a man who’s drowning, a man who you’ve loved and shared your life with for twenty-five years and who you can see is going out of his mind with the stress of not knowing. 
 
    “Depends? Depends on what?” I asked, somehow managing to keep it together. 
 
    “Depends on whether you can share me?” Came a little voice from within Jill’s body, the truth and the full-enormity starting to slowly emerge into the daylight. 
 
    “Share you?” My face was the perfect picture of zero comprehension. 
 
    “Honey, forgive me, but I’ve done a lot of thinking these last days, about what I want in the future, about what’s going to make me happy. And you might not like to hear this, but a lot of it goes right back to what happened all those years ago in college. When you kept that letter from me, when I had Callan’s baby terminated.” 
 
    I’d been confused and traumatized before Jill’s last words, but now I was even more disoriented. I felt like I was spinning around and around, like I needed to grab onto something solid to steady myself – that there was nothing solid because everything I looked at and every word I heard was moving as fast and as giddy as me. 
 
    “What’s this got to do with then?”  I made a lunge for sanity and something solid to grasp, but I was soon wishing I hadn’t, because another bombshell was about to explode right in front of my face. 
 
    “At Christmas, when you confessed what you did, when Callan found out, well it brought it all back, all the feelings of guilt, all the feelings of a baby I never knew. And since Christmas, it’s been there, but it’s only been these last nine days that I’ve fully realized it for real. What I want.” 
 
    “What you want?” 
 
    “Yes, Dave. What I want is another baby.” 
 
    “Another baby? You know we can’t have another baby. I’ve had the snip. I had the snip twenty years ago.” 
 
    There was a terrible, terrible moment of silence as Jill looked at me and the penny dropped in my slow, stupid mind. She didn’t want my baby. It wasn’t my baby she wanted. 
 
    With slow, acid words and anger building within I finally asked. “So, if not mine, whose baby? Callan’s baby, the baby you lost all those years ago? A baby for the man who thought he’d never be a father.” 
 
    Jill just looked down at the ground, unable to meet my gaze. Of course not Callan’s baby. She’d answered that one days ago when she chose to stay in LA. And it wasn’t his ink settling into Jill’s skin right now, or his initials intertwined with Jill’s just below her left breast. 
 
    Jill never said it – she never had to. Instead, she asked a final question. 
 
    “Dave, I know you and me are complicated, have become complicated. I know you love some things that other guys, more normal guys don’t love. You may not like to admit it, but that’s who you are. And me, well I’m not much different. So, my question is this – because I don’t want to lose you or stop being your wife – can you share me with Malcolm? Can you share me in the way I’m talking about? Because I think that way all three of us can be happy, I really do.” 
 
    I looked at Jill. Like all the most seductive propaganda and lies – what she said had elements of truth in it. She was right I’d enjoyed much of what we’d done. And she was certainly right about the things she’d grown to love. But it was a huge leap from these two separate small facts to the bigger lie she was peddling – that the three of us could live happily together, sharing Jill as she gave herself over to Malcolm to become the mother of his child. 
 
    I just carried on looking at her, and the longer I looked at her the sadder I became. At first, the sadness was mixed with anger, but the longer I looked at this beautiful woman who’d given me so much, the more the anger ebbed. 
 
    In my heart, I knew I had every right and every reason to feel sad. Starting the journey of saying goodbye to twenty-five years of love, laughter, and building dreams together. But I knew I had no right to be angry – because I was the one who’d started us on this path. By all means not just me, but way back when Jill had been with Chris and had suggested stopping, I’d been the one who told her I thought we couldn’t unwind what we’d started. 
 
    I’d been the one who’d encouraged us to attend the swinger party and meet with Daryl. I’d been the one who’d nudged her to that fateful dinner with Rocco and Chris and who’d then agreed to her multi-week road trip with Chris. And even after the near-death experience with Chris, I’d been the one who’d nudged her into the arms of our black neighbors which had led directly to this day. A wife sporting three black tattoos put there with her black boyfriend – a wife who was happy to have her nipples pierced for him. 
 
    How could I feel angry that having started down the ski jump, guess what, I’d just discovered the end of the ski jump was a place fraught with danger and things hard to predict. 
 
    I’d not answered Jill’s question with words – but looking into my eyes, she saw how hard the thing she was asking me to do. 
 
    “Dave, honey, I know what I’m asking is tough. Really tough. But honey, before Callan came along, you were happy to share me with Malcolm. And I know Luther’s hurt you and caused all kinds of problems, but that’s behind us know. This would be just the three of us. In L.A. like we planned. We’d have our home there, be close to John, Becky and Julia. And then just like here, I’d spend some time every week with Malcolm. You loved that here in Miami, why should it be any different in L.A.?” 
 
    Jill had always been persuasive. She was right, there were big parts of our three-way life here that I’d enjoyed – really enjoyed. And it broke my heart to think of losing her, of us not being around as a couple for our children and granddaughter. 
 
    But what she was asking went well beyond. She was talking about us staying together as a couple even though she’d carry, give birth to and raise another man’s child. The child being so clearly mixed race that there’d be no way to hide the truth even if we wanted to – which my instincts told me neither Malcolm nor Jill would want to. 
 
    As we looked at each other, Jill made her last appeal. “Please, honey. Please think about it. I don’t want to lose you. I love you and want to grow old with you. We can do this. It may not be normal, but we can do this. We still love each other more than anything else and we can make this work.” 
 
    But with our eyes continuing to lock us together, the sadness I was feeling, the sense of guilt at my own part in the downfall of my marriage started to turn to different emotions. Yes, I was sad and guilty, but from somewhere deep within anger started welling and bubbling to the surface. 
 
    At first, I was able to control it – evident just in the clipped, terse, dispassionate tone of my voice. 
 
    “Before I say anything more Jill, I have a question.” Jill looked at me and nodded. 
 
    “MBM?” 
 
    Jill sniffled; she was seeing the shift in my mood, my actions alerting her to the change. I hadn’t got her another drink; I hadn’t sat back down. She had the decency to look embarrassed as she looked to the floor and quietly said, “Malcolm’s baby momma.” 
 
    I had to take a swig of my drink as she drove that knife into my chest, the tone of my voice switching to pure acid. 
 
    “Do you remember what you said to me, Jill?” Jill flinched at the obvious anger showing through my voice now. I swallowed back doing my best to contain the volcano that was bubbling under the surface. 
 
    “Truly sorry, hate it whenever you cause me pain, had to find out what you truly wanted, to be totally sure? All those promises about me always being your number one, never leaving me, our family always first.” This caused her sniffles to turn into full-blown sobs again. 
 
    So much of me was screaming in one ear for me to comfort her and tell her everything would be okay. But the blinkers had finally dropped from my eyes, about how far this thing had changed Jill and changed her into a woman who was no longer able to pay the cheques of the words she spoke. Freed and now able to see properly, my anger was screaming, telling me these were crocodile tears. Mere propaganda and window-dressing, designed to make me overlook this latest humiliation. 
 
    “Once more, Jill does what Jill wants. You went to Luther’s party without talking to me. You agreed to work for him without even telling me, let alone asking. You started your porn career and allowed humiliation after humiliation to be poured on me. 
 
    Jill just stared at me, hardly able to believe that things weren’t going as she’d expected, tears and quiet sobs revealing her distress and disappointment. Her pain and sobs egging me on as an idea started to form. The genesis of a trap starting to form. 
 
    “What if I agreed to your proposal? On the condition that you have the tattoos and piercings removed?” Jill looked up at me, hopefully. 
 
    “On the condition of no baby?” 
 
    “But I, Malcolm…” she spluttered before I cut her off. 
 
    Her own words condemned her. There was no compromise to be had here. It was Jill’s way or no way. An angry look of case proven painted on my lips as I continued on the offensive. 
 
    “So there we have it, then. Jill, you’re a huge, fucking fraud. If you’d said you wanted a child with Callan, I may have seen some sense in it. Making up all those years of so-called hurt and loss for Callan and you. Which meant so much to him, that he didn’t bother to ask you about that letter until his marriage to the woman he broke your heart over fell apart. And don’t blame me for the child you didn’t have. Just as with so much, Jill, even back then, you made that decision without bothering to talk to me. 
 
    “And now, you’ve gone back on your word from just a few weeks ago. You haven’t broken my heart, Jill, you’ve shattered it and trampled it into the dirt. Even without the complete humiliation it would be for me. You, marked by another man, having a baby by this other man, running around half your time with this other man. Then twenty years bringing up this other child all in front of our children and the people I work with. Can you imagine what that would make me look like, what people would think of me? The baby’s skin tone a constant twenty-four-seven, three-sixty-five days a year reminder of what you really think of me. How you really treat me. That your words of love and commitment are just worthless baubles for the fool.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Dave, I didn’t think…” Her eyes telling me there was only the tiniest glimmer of hope in her heart that we had a future. Nearly, but not quite totally extinguished. 
 
    “No, you didn’t think! That’s a huge part of all of this Jill, you didn’t think of me. But without that, do you remember what you said to me?” 
 
    Jill burst into tears again as she feared I was going to again remind her one by one of the promises she’d made and then broken – everyone one of them proved as reliable as fool’s gold. 
 
    Shaking my head, suddenly tired with my anger now nearly spent, I dialed Malcolm. 
 
    “Dave, how are you?” I could hear the nervousness in his voice. 
 
    “I think you’d better come and get her,” I didn’t say anymore, just ended the call. 
 
    “But Dave,” Jill tried between sobs, “I love you. You love me.” 
 
    “Yes, Jill, I do,” my anger spent, my voice softer now. “But I cannot carry on like this. You say one thing, only to change your mind. To humiliate me again. Enough is enough Jill. I’ve put up with more than any man alive, but even I’ve finally seen the writing on the wall, and I won’t live with it for a single moment more.” 
 
    “Dave, I’ll tell Malcolm, it’s off. I’ll get the tattoos and bars removed,” she was almost screeching now. 
 
    I heard her words but didn’t listen to them, shaking my head in quiet resignation. 
 
    “And what about in a week or a month or year? When you get the itch? When something happens and you find something else to blame me for or to humiliate me over? I’m sorry Jill, I really am, but I can’t trust you to stay the course.” 
 
    I went upstairs and got another suitcase out and packed some clean clothes for Jill. Tears were streaming from my eyes as everything I touched reminded me of the life that was falling apart around me. 
 
    When I got down again, Jill looked ten years older than her years. 
 
    “You can’t throw me out, this is my house too,” she sobbed. 
 
    “Yes it is, but I’ve been the one to go to a crappy motel before. You have somewhere to go to, you can stay at the company brothel.” She flinched at this. 
 
    “I’ll be gone by the weekend, then you can move back in. When I am settled in LA, we can discuss selling the house and everything else that needs to be done.” 
 
    Then there was a pounding at the door. I opened it, but didn’t move to the side, challenging Malcolm for once. I knew I would take a beating if he decided to, I’d seen the proof of this in how he dealt with Chris. Not breaking eye contact, I said, “Jill your baby papa is here.” 
 
    He walked in, saw the state of Jill he turned on me, only to stop when Jill put her hand on his arm. She didn’t say anything, just shook her head sadly. He picked up her bags and they walked to the door. Jill turned and stepped forward to give me a hug, but I stepped back away from her. More tears started, from both of us. 
 
    As they disappeared around the corner, I closed the front door. I topped up my drink and sat down and started to reflect on everything that had led me to be sitting alone swirling my glass of malt. 
 
    The rest of the night, Monday and most of the early hours of the morning were spent in inward reflection – with only a few hours of restless sleep providing temporary respite. 
 
    For all of that time, my mind and soul were a tapestry of emotions and thoughts. Sadness at what had come to pass. Self-flagellation at having been so stupid as to have started this whole lifestyle in the first place. Paranoid, or maybe not so paranoid, wondering if this had all along been some semi-secret plan of Luther’s to heap burning coals on me until Jill was free to join with Luther’s good friend Malcolm. 
 
    Wondering how I should move things forward with Veronica. Whether the official or unofficial grapevine had already alerted her to the fact that Jill and I would no longer be a couple together – either here or in L.A. My paranoia scribbling questions in my mind about whether, with his objectives already achieved, Veronica would even still be interested in me and available? Or whether what I took as her honest and deep-rooted love was nothing more than a skillful sham funded and initiated by her boss? 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    Tuesday 14th May 2019, morning 
 
    After another night with barely an hour of uninterrupted, useful sleep, I was slowly munching on morning toast and wondering how to fill my day – how to break the around-and-around circular spell of the disoriented mood I was in. Wondering to myself which of the various stages of mourning I was in for the corpse of the marriage I’d lived in for so long. 
 
    Just around eight A.M., my phone pinged with an incoming message. 
 
    I didn’t reach for my phone for some time, through a mix of disinterest and fear. Disinterest to read or hear another word from Jill. Fear lest it be a message from Veronica fulfilling my worst thoughts. It was only when my phone pinged for the second time (Apple’s kind reminder to open the unread message) that I summoned the energy and strength to lift the device and read. 
 
    ‘Dave, so sorry to hear how things turned out. If you want someone to talk to, you know where I am. Any time of day or night. Luther.’ 
 
    After the storm, I’d been riding since Jill’s arrival I no longer had the energy to even be angry, let alone to reply with appropriate words. 
 
    But by the ultimate of ironies, it was Luther’s message that caused me to see the flashing icon for unread voicemail, suddenly aware that somehow I’d missed six calls from Veronica last night. The mystery only solved as I realized I’d turned it to silent to try and get some much-needed sleep. 
 
    I looked at that little flashing message for ages, too frightened at what it might mean. Wondering if it was linked to Luther’s message, Veronica calling to tell me that she and I were now history as Luther’s plan was now fully worked through. A message tantamount to a one-legged man finding his other leg’s got gangrene. 
 
    I didn’t have the courage to listen to the message, so instead I decided on an alternative course, heading upstairs to find an old family heirloom handed to me by my mother many years ago. In the family since my great grandfather had purchased it many, many years ago. 
 
    I’d done a lot of thinking these last two days. A helluva lot of thinking. I’d been presented with Hobson’s choice, a choice between the devil and the deep blue sea. 
 
    Knowing Veronica’s routine, I parked down the street, watching the happy smile of a woman I loved as she enjoyed the sights and sounds of offspring playing. I’d chosen to park a little way away as I really still wasn’t sure what I was going to tell this woman. 
 
    In some ways, I should have been more ready for this moment. After all, the last eighteen months had been enough of a rollercoaster to prepare me for today. But still, I didn’t feel ready. Part of me was still pulled back by those tugging tendrils of the memories and feelings I still had for Jill. However much I loved Veronica, however much Jill had hurt and humiliated me, still, I didn’t feel fully sure which way I wanted to turn. Which of the two choices I’d been given I’d finally take? The pain balanced by the echoing words of Jill that she’d give up Malcolm if we could still stay together. 
 
    For some time, I sat in the car, looking back at the last couple of years. Part of me wondered if this day was in some way may be inevitable. After all, if you roll the dice often enough, one day your luck will surely crap out. And ever since Jill and I had picked up the dice after more than twenty years of a conventional marriage, we seemed to have developed the unerring knack of rolling more often and more violently with every passing month. I guess that’s the way things often go for gamblers. Each passing day they avoid the bust convincing them they’re indestructible and always able to beat the house’s odds. 
 
    But this was truly the end of the road, and I knew it. And I knew the decision I had to take. In truth, I’d probably known it since Sunday night. My action to kick Jill out more the reality than her final pleading words for our future. 
 
    Feeling inside my pocket, I pulled out the box and opened it to make sure everything was still in good order. I smiled, it was beautiful and elegant as I remembered it and I wondered how my Great Grandfather had felt when he’d looked at it all those years ago. Closing the box I held it tight in my hand as I left and locked the car. 
 
    I came up to her from behind to surprise her, my hands on her shoulders the first she knew that I was there. Even before she turned, she had her second clue, as a little girl called out. “Uncle Dave,” the excited little voice called as she rushed across the playground and hugged me. 
 
    When she’d finally calmed down, I kissed her cheek and asked her to be quiet for just a minute as I needed to talk to her mummy. 
 
    Moving to stand in front of her mother and the fellow Latina mum she’d been chatting to, I introduced myself to her friend and apologized for interrupting. Then switching away from her friend, I looked directly at her, fishing in my pocket and pulling out the box. 
 
    Opening the box and holding it in front of her I looked into her eyes, sad at many things but happy that if she said yes, my life might just have a second act. 
 
    “Veronica Mendez, I want you to know how much I love you, and I want to thank you for loving me, and I want to ask you if you’ll take a risk on me and join me in LA, to become my partner, let me show you what life can give to you and Haley. I don’t want to assume anything, but I don’t discount that one day I might ask you to do me the honor of one day being my wife. I don’t want to talk about anyone or anything else, I just want to ask you if you’ll make me the happiest man in the world be agreeing to spend the rest of your life with me.” 
 
    As I put the locket around V’s neck her arms locked around mine and I felt a smaller pair around my leg. I was a man still with a deep well of sadness, but also a man who knew the sadness would fade and that I was truly lucky to have this wonderful woman in my life. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Epilogue 
 
    The first 3 months - Jill's lament 
 
    August 2019, Miami 
 
    Looking back over the last few months wasn’t easy. I felt myself outwardly wince more than once as I thought back over everything I’d felt and experienced since that day when things had finally exploded between me and Dave when he’d finally kicked me out. Yet here we were, forced together by our significant others, forced into a meeting neither wanted but which was made necessary by recent events. 
 
    It had been hard, so hard. No wonder I was wincing at the memories. So many difficulties, I was surprised they hadn’t crushed me, like one of those long-forgotten high school atmosphere experiments, the seemingly strong metal can be crushed and twisted by the weight of air pushing down on its vacuumed-out structure. 
 
    That’s how I’d felt most days these last few months. 
 
    Sure, I had a ‘new’ man in my life. Malcolm was a tower of strength, although to be honest, the pain I often felt took the edge off my excitement and feelings for him most days. But most days were dominated by feelings of regret. Regret at how things had ended up with Dave, feelings intermingled with a little voice in my head that said maybe it wasn’t too late. Maybe if I repaired my body, removed my ink and silicon tags, and threw myself on Dave’s mercy, we could have slowly rebuilt the wreck of our marriage. But every time I built myself up to think this, I recalled the searing pain I’d felt when he’d rejected my last desperate pleadings the day he kicked me out. 
 
    And this vividly felt and remembered pain, together with the guilt I’d have felt at two more broken hearts charged to my account acted as the strongest of brakes. Like one of those huge clanking cast-iron anchor chains used to restrain a battleship or ocean-liner. More than enough to hold little old me in my pained and tormented state of purgatory. Unable to move forward into my new life and relationship because the memory and raw pain of what I’d destroyed and lost was too great. 
 
    “Hi,” the short greeting brought me back from my self-absorbed musings. “How are you, Jill?” Back from L.A. to sort some stuff out and to enable this get together, he looked good, maybe a few pounds lost and less stressed than when I’d last seen him. 
 
    Damn this man! Even after everything I’d done to him, his first go-to instinct was still to ask how I was. Me before him, reminding me again of what I’d thrown away by stretching too far, demanding the undemandable, wanting the impossible. 
 
    “I’ve been better. You?” I asked. 
 
    “Like you, mixed, I guess.” I’d have given my right arm for ‘mixed’. And maybe I was being paranoid, but the calm contentment on his face told me he was better than ‘mixed.’ 
 
    “Do you miss me?” I regretted it before the words were even out there. The worst possible mix of asking a deeply unfair question and showing my sorry state for Dave to see. 
 
    He just looked at me, long and hard, his eyes seemingly searching my very soul as it took an eternity for him to answer. 
 
    “Do I miss you? Of course, I miss you, but that’s only half the story. I still love you, Jill, but that doesn’t mean we should be together or that I want us to be together, however hard that may be for both of us.” 
 
    How like Dave. The same old Dave – open and honest and rationale to a fault. I was about to speak when his face softened, he grasped my hand and spoke before I was able. 
 
    “Jill, I’ve done a lot of thinking these last few weeks. I can’t pretend to understand it all, but however hard it is, I know you and me have to do two things. We have to let go of the past, we have to celebrate what we did have as a couple, recognize that’s now about our roles just as mum and dad, grandma and granddad. Own it and face up to it, being honest that’s the new core of our relationship. And at the same time move on, move on to concentrate on our new partners, our new families. Their needs, what they can give us, the happiness they can give us, we can give them.” 
 
    I felt a few isolated tears starting in the corners of my eyes. I knew he was right, but still, such a big part of me didn’t want to let go of him, to recognize that this man I still loved now belonged to another. Part of me wanted to hate her, but however much I sometimes intentionally tried, I couldn’t bring myself to hate her. I’d been the one who’d been greedy beyond measure. Like some ancient Elizabeth Taylor Cleopatra-type character, demanding the love and devotion of all the men around me, never mind the unfairness of me being the sole greedy sun at the center of the little world we’d built. It had felt so damned good – Dave, Chris, Malcolm, Callan – until it had all exploded like some unstable supernova. 
 
    Closing my eyes for a moment to slow the tears, I opened them to return Dave’s look, a deep sigh prefacing my sense of resignation as if my greedy soul was finally accepting the new world, the price I had to pay. 
 
    “I know, but it’s just so hard. Hard to accept. Hard to accept that we’re not together anymore. That the life we lived is gone. That you’re with her now, that I’m with Malcolm. That we’re over as a couple. You and me just memories in the rearview mirror, our future memories as mum and dad and grandparents destined to just be semi-attached, not wrapped in each other’s arms.” 
 
    There was a rueful look on Dave’s face, his mind filled with the same thoughts of regret as me. Somehow making me feel better. A variation on ‘a trouble shared’. 
 
    I didn’t mean to say it, it just came out, a strange little smile on my lips as I spoke. “Can you ever forgive me?” 
 
    Dave didn’t answer with words. His answer taking me off-guard as he hugged me tight, his head suddenly next to mine, his nose in my hair as my own hands stroked the short hairs on the back of his head. I felt my own desires rising, the first time back close to the man I still loved. So easy to make out or go find a room somewhere. Hang the consequences, forget about poor Malcolm and head back to my past. 
 
    But my daydreaming of budding lust was interrupted. 
 
    “Jill, of course, I can forgive you. If there’s anything to forgive. We went into this thing together. Eyes wide open. No-one forced me to do what we did.” 
 
    “I know, but sometimes I feel it’s all my fault. That I pushed things too far. Got greedy and out of control. Made it all about me, doing things without asking you.” 
 
    Again, that rueful smile. I could tell he was searching to find the right words. Wanting to be honest, but not wanting to hurt me. 
 
    “Jill, look, the honest truth is we both made mistakes. But these last few months I’ve come to a cast-iron conclusion, which I know is a hundred percent correct. It’s simply this – I don’t want to live life looking backward. Sure we made mistakes, but I don’t want to let that detract from what we did have and what we still have. Yes, we might be with different people now, but the truth is we still love each other, and we will always will. I want to celebrate what we had and what we still have, because I know that thinking like this will free us to enjoy the next twenty or thirty years. Free to enjoy and love the people we’re with. Free so that the pain carries on getting less and less and that the good days outweigh the bad days, until we’re both where we want to be.” 
 
    I looked into those eyes that I’d shared so much with. Thinking how much I loved him, but that however hard it was what he said was right. That had to be the way we moved forward. 
 
    And as the first little baby-step along that road, I braced myself to tell Dave the news I had. The news which had been the main reason for finally meeting up three months after our last painful time together. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    Dave describes the next two years 
 
    It was never a contest, but I think I had the better of the months after Jill and I met-up in August 2019. In the months leading up to and after that meeting, Jill was in many ways all over the place. She told me that she felt like a tiny boat, cast adrift, and tossed on the roaring waves of an ocean storm. After our meeting, we spoke reasonably often on the phone, both Malcolm and Veronica relaxed about it as they sensed the change, that Jill was finally starting to move on, the calls between us part of the healing process. 
 
    Through all the phone calls, I charted the change in Jill. At first, lethargy, sadness and regret were the main things that seemed to dominate her life. I’m pretty sure she wasn’t feigning it to save my feelings, but she seemed to have little joy or enthusiasm either for her job or for her relationship with Malcolm. How she felt about her job and Luther I honestly didn’t care about. He could go to hell as far as I was concerned, the games he’d played, and the way he’d manipulated us being the black hole at the center of our car-wreck marriage. 
 
    But how I felt about her relationship with Malcolm was more nuanced. Sure, parts of my heart and soul still bore grudges and were angry. But deep down, I knew he wasn’t a bad guy. He was just an ordinary guy looking for love, who’d fallen in love with the wonderful woman who was my wife. Just as I’d fallen in love with Veronica. So despite my oft bitter feelings, I wished him and Jill and their relationship no ill will. More practically as Jill was now carrying his baby, no way would I want their relationship to fail, leaving Jill alone and without a partner to care for and nurture her newborn. 
 
    So as Jill’s mood and state of mind lifted, I was generally pleased and happy. The change in her slowly clear to me on the weekly calls we shared. She tried to do the decent thing, not talking about the baby or her and Malcolm too much, but her growing excitement shone through despite this. 
 
    One of the strange side-effects of Jill’s pregnancy was that it somehow acted to knock me backward in what I thought of as my ‘cuck rehabilitation program’. 
 
    If I’d been doing better in the emotional side of our break-up, maybe easier for me as the one who’d finally called time, then the additional baggage I had which Jill didn’t was the withdrawal of my cuckold fix. I say ‘withdrawal’, but that’s only half the story because the bastard Luther was still making video feeds available and letting me know they were there. But talking it through with Veronica, I knew I had to wean myself off this dangerous and destructive sexual narcotic. 
 
    Sure, in the last few months Jill and I were together the pain-pleasure balance had flipped. But like all addicts, now that we were apart, the longer I went without a fix, the harder it was to resist Luther’s offers. To resist the messages that now appeared at least once a day on my phone. My blocking of his number just encouraging him to send the messages from another number. 
 
    Mostly, I resisted, but every so often I’d give in. Unable to resist the temptation that had ruled my life and destroyed my marriage. The sights and sounds of Jill loving the sex and loving the man taking me all the way back to the last few terrible days of our relationship. Somehow, the pain dulled by the split and the new woman in my life, the light of my voyeuristic pleasures burning as bright as ever. My cock diamond-hard as I saw Malcolm’s huge black cock plunging in and out of Jill’s body. My heart racing, my breaths shallow as I watched how she reacted, listened to her cries of joy, saw her wrap her arms around her new man as she’d so often wrapped them around me. 
 
    At first, I didn’t want to share my guilty secret with Veronica, but when she caught me, she insisted on me being open about it and that we talk. Now that we were properly a couple, it felt unfair to involve her and put this on her. Emotionally smarter than me, although she was more than a little hurt and angry at my behavior when it came out, she knew that if I excluded her it actually represented more of a threat. In fact, it ended up that she was the one who persuaded me to not put such pressure on myself. To not think of it as such a big deal, to accept that to watch it occasionally was no big thing, provided that the rest of my life was headed in the right direction. 
 
    ‘The rest of my life’ was most certainly headed in the right direction. Sure I still had pangs of pain and regret, but freed from the destructive end-game of my marriage, my relationship with Veronica blossomed like some beautiful spring flower. I was truly lucky to have a woman like Veronica in my life. Aside from those rarer and rarer moments of sadness and regret, our new life together in L.A. was a wonderful new adventure. Renting and furnishing a new home. Seeing the excitement on Haley’s face as she chose her new bedroom in her new home. The first day of taking Haley to her new school. All emotions I’d thought I’d never know again, feelings that made me count my blessings every day. 
 
    Even the realities of having to walk our children through the permanence of our split didn’t put too much of a damper on the enjoyment of my new life. I guess it helped that John, Abigail, and Sarah were all grown-up and well-adjusted adults, and that they already knew the outline of our new lifestyle. 
 
    So when we did tell them about the split, with all the normal reassurances about how we still loved them and that it wouldn’t affect how we were as their parents, their main concerns were about whether we were sure that we were doing the right thing. At least that’s what they said to our faces, although I’m pretty sure they expressed other feelings when they spoke to each other. 
 
    Even allowing for this, this series of individual and joint family talks went a lot better than I’d feared. I can remember the twin expressions on Abigail and Sarah’s face as they looked at Jill and I. John seemed more stoic, understandably more focused on his own little family, but Abigail and Sarah’s face couldn’t hide the hurt and anguish they felt at finally having to confront the reality of their parents split. 
 
    But there was no screaming and shouting. No ‘how could you’ rants or questions – I guess they’d had enough time and warning signs to avoid such melodrama. In general, the mood was more one of sadness and disappointment and a final check that Jill and I knew what we were doing. A final irony I thought, that even at their young ages, they’d become the parents and Jill and I the parented. Our reckless mid-life behavior the equivalent of teenage wanderlust, only with far more long-term and far-reaching consequences. 
 
    The next months and years were a tale of new beginnings and new babies, because not surprisingly, Veronica and I also cemented our new relationship with a baby of our own. For Jill, the decision and timing had been easier. Given her age and what she and Malcolm had talked about in their nine days away, for them, it was just a question of when with Jill not wanting to hang around for too long because of her age. 
 
    But for Veronica and me, it was altogether more complicated. A big part of me felt I didn’t want to have a baby as I thought Haley might think I’d love the baby more than I loved her as it would be my flesh and blood. Veronica was in the middle, certainly not one of those insecure women pushing for a new baby to somehow assuage her fears and lock me in. She told me she would be happy either way. In the end, it was actually Haley’s attitude that tipped us to have a new baby. When she saw the photos and videos of Jill and Malcolm’s cute little coffee-colored baby, she decided that she most certainly wanted a little baby brother or sister. And as I came to find out, despite her normally sweet personality, Haley could be just as stubborn as the other women in my life. And luckily for my growing relationship with the little lady, I was one of those guys for whom the vasectomy reversal was successful. If it had gone the other way, then they’d have been one very disappointed little girl. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    Twin hopes, Dave describes a bizarre meeting 
 
    August 2021 
 
    It was maybe one of the most strange things I could imagine. 
 
    Jill and I were standing alone just in front of the altar and font, two sleeping infants in our arms, the water on their foreheads barely dry as we looked down into the knave and the small throng of family members happily chatting away. Our children, granddaughter and newly minted husbands and wives – both Jill and I sufficiently traditional that neither of us had wanted our new offspring to be born outside of wedlock. The happy little crowd, the black man-mountain and the equally black church minister at the center, making quite the hubbub of noise as they caught up on each other’s news. Any animosity our children might have felt towards Malcolm long since departed, emotions that would have been difficult to sustain amongst the love and optimism that new life always generates in us humans. 
 
    Jill smiled at me, her little one sleeping peacefully. “Who’d have thought it? Who could have believed we’d ever see a scene like this.” 
 
    I smiled back, still loving and in love with this woman who cradled her child made together with another man, suddenly reflecting on my own emotional DNA. Insecure, yes. Jealous, no. Thankfully brought up in a way that let me celebrate the good in life, rather than being dragged down by the pull of the negative. “Yes, it’s quite amazing, isn’t it. A million miles away from those neighborhood parties that started it all out. Something totally good borne out of something not quite so good.” 
 
    Although nothing was said, I knew that Jill and I were thinking the same thing. About a recent conversation, about how things had cooled after something of a falling out between Malcolm and Luther. I was surprised it had taken this long, but Malcolm had finally stood up to the man who seemed to have some hold on him and told him that the occasional parties and videos that Luther still wanted were now off the table. Not that Jill and Malcolm wouldn’t occasionally still play, but that Malcolm finally made clear that it was him and Jill that called the shots. Doing what they wanted, with whom they wanted, when they wanted. 
 
    Jill had told me there had been a few arguments, especially as Luther’s clubs had struggled in the global pandemic and the money he made from the hotwifejanecuckydan website was important to him. But in the end, he agreed to stop applying pressure and to close the website down after a final twelve-month period. Although, of course, all the pictures and videos of Jill would forever be out there on the web. 
 
    “Dave, what ya thinking?” Jill’s voice bringing me back to the hear and now. 
 
    I didn’t want to spoil such a precious occasion by telling her what I’d really been thinking, so instead, I told her the other thoughts in my mind, looking at the child in her arms as I spoke. 
 
    “I was just thinking how normal, wonderful and wholesome all this is. Compared to some of the things we did to get here.” 
 
    “Do you regret it? What we did?” Jill asked, her own expression not giving away how she felt. 
 
    I’d asked myself this same question a thousand times. “No. No, I don’t regret it. Sure, there were some painful times, really painful times. And sure, I miss us, miss you. Wish I could live in two parallel universes at the same time, able to have what we had and at the same time have what I now have with Veronica. But, no, I don’t regret it. I think we both discovered a new part of ourselves. And it would be dishonest to pretend that part’s not there or to pretend we didn’t enjoy the fun while it lasted.” 
 
    “Good answer, Mr. Foster,” Jill smiled softly before her face told me she was thinking, a question forming in her mind. “Dave, do you think you and Veronica will ever play, play like you and me played?” 
 
    Another question I’d asked myself a few times before. “I don’t think so. What do they say? Once bitten, twice shy. And anyway, as and when I get the urge, I can always open up my old video collection or give you and Malcolm a call for an encore performance.” 
 
    Jill laughed. “Pervert. But you were my pervert, so that’s okay,” she quipped. 
 
    “What about you, will you and Malcolm carry on playing?” 
 
    Jill smiled with amusement and affection at my prurient interest. “Not much. Too busy with our new son. But maybe occasionally, when the mood takes us. It’s mostly out of my system, and Malcolm’s more than enough man for any woman, but sometimes it’s nice to be the center of attention. To feel like the queen bee among all the worker ants.” 
 
    Jill’s comment about Malcolm being ‘more than enough man’ had tweaked my dormant cuck-gland, tweaked it enough that I couldn’t stop myself asking one final question. “And would those worker ants be black worker ants, or do poor little white ants still get a look in now and again.” 
 
    Jill’s smile answered my question before she even spoke. “What would you like the answer to be? My sweet cucky ex-husband pervert.” Her words just quiet enough not to reach the ears of the black church minister who’d officiated the christening. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    A final word from Dave: Tying up loose ends 
 
    Tuesday 18th July 2023 - Miami 
 
    Shutting the front door, I had one final chore to finish before I could fully relax and enjoy the family festivities. 
 
    Grabbing my car keys, I was about to head out to my meeting when I heard the unmistakable groan that both blighted and illuminated my life back in 2018 and 2019. Heading quietly upstairs to the guestroom in Veronica and my home I knew damn well what I’d find. Like two horny teenagers, even in the midst of a family gathering, and even in someone else’s house they couldn’t keep their hands off each other. 
 
    Gently pushing the door open and entering, I couldn’t resist a favorite unfunny joke. “Well I would say ‘get a room you two’, but it seems you already have. Hell, even throwing a bucket of water over you two wouldn’t do any good would it?” 
 
    Jill just turned and grinned at me. Even now, after a fourth child and her recent big five-O celebration, she was a supremely attractive and sexual woman. Sat atop her black husband, her heavy and enhanced breasts jiggling up and down as she rode her man like he was some prize stallion out for a short cross-country jaunt. 
 
    “Would you have it any other way?” she smiled back, raising herself fully up so I could remind myself of the fat girth and nine-inch length of her man’s huge cock. Looking into my eyes as she let gravity do its best as his shiny rod disappeared back in with lightning speed, making her squeal with happiness and fulfillment. 
 
    Enjoying the moment, she just sat there bolt upright, loving the full extent of Malcolm's occupation of her body, looking across at me. “Did you want something, honey?” she challenged me. 
 
    Before I could answer, Malcolm changed the mood by grabbing Jill by the hips and using his giant-size and matching strength to put on quite the show. The look on his face telling me he was doing this for all three of us. To give Jill the pleasure she craved and needed. To give me the thrill that even now I sometimes wanted. And to give himself the pleasure of sex, showing off and off demonstrating to me who was the sexual top dog. 
 
    Looking at my watch, I decided to allow myself a nostalgic ten minutes of watching his sexual Olympics with my ex-wife. Even teasing him that he’d better get a move on as I only had a few minutes. Enjoying the spectacle as he pummeled my beautiful ex-wife in as many positions as he could think of. You’ve heard of ‘Shakespeare in an hour’. Well, this was the sexual equivalent. As Jill’s flesh and soul quivered and submitted to the man who was now her legal spouse. Moaning and sobbing as he fucked her with a depth, power, and intensity that at times took my breath away. Each new position bringing a new and different response from Jill, presenting a new and different erotic tableau to me. 
 
    The tattoos, fake breasts and pierced nipples which I’d hated when I’d first seen them somehow now the final crowning glory in a scene that just looked right. Two people sexually suited and matched, the biggest of black bulls breeding all over again the beautiful woman he’s already bred to completion before. Everything coming together in a perfect sexual compendium. Jill’s brow damp with perspiration, her breasts swinging in time with the bull’s thrusts, her nipples erect from sexual stimulation and emotional excitement that most women can only dream of. Her cries and moans the icing on the cake, building louder and louder as she rose and rose, until finally they clutched tight, kissed and she accepted all that her new husband had to give her as they screamed and shouted together. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    As I headed back down the stairs, I left the lovers recovering, glad that the kids by the pool had all been so noisy that somehow no-one had heard the cries of passion coming from the other end of the house. 
 
    Reaching the bottom of the stairs, I took one last look at the happy masses thronged around the pool. Before I thought darker thoughts and headed off to make good on a promise sworn to myself back in the dark days of 2019. Much had changed in the five years since then, but just for the next hour or so I was prepared to head back into the painful memories and shadows. 
 
    I met him at my attorney’s office. His face lined by years of stress and worry as he’d tried to dig himself out from under the mountain of debt he’d accrued during the Pandemic years of 2020 and 2021. Not a good time to be a club owner cum restaurateur who’d overextended his credit lines and had to service the interest even with clubs shuts and little if any income to speak of. With the banks finally calling in his loans, he’d had to resort to ‘hard money’ with eye-watering high-interest rates that came straight out of an Al Pacino or Joe Pesci movie. 
 
    Somehow he’d scrimped and saved, allowed his own share in the clubs to be diluted and just about managed to keep his head above water. Until the day four months ago when a chance communication from a friend in corporate finance told me about an investment opportunity that might interest me. About an ex-Army guy who knew the business and was looking to move from Miami to Japan. To get as far away as he could from his current investors and start-up somewhere a million miles away. His newly established clubs serving the off-duty US soldiers, sailors, and marines present in the Chrysanthemum’s thrones shadow for the best part of a hundred years and probably for the majority of the next hundred years. 
 
    As things had moved forward in the discussions between me and my friend, and then between me, my friend and Luther, he’d had such a low opinion of me that Luther still saw me as the poor helpless sap. The poor helpless sap who’d allowed him to manipulate me until there was nothing left of my marriage. This was the thought I contented myself with, trying not to smile too obviously, as I looked at his thin and tired face as he put pen to paper. Thinking that it was poor old stupid ‘Dumb-Dickless-Dave’ who was about to fund phase one of his resurrection. 
 
    No doubt thinking that with so many miles between me in L.A. and him in Okinawa he’d easily be able to siphon funds so I’d be lucky to get any return greater than buying a T-bond. The shake of the hand the final matching counterpart to our two drying signatures on the paper. 
 
    Just as Luther was trying not to grin at the thought of another victory over me, I had an inner certainty that finally after five years of waiting the papers Luther had just signed would finally give me the revenge on him that I’d vowed to myself. Vowed to myself when I’d had to endure the latest in his line of hotwifejanencuckydan videos – one that had taken my humiliation to new depths and lows. 
 
    Now, after five years, the only thing that annoyed me was that it would be a good month or so before Luther would find out the truth of what I’d done. That the money I’d fronted him was in fact generated from a side agreement I had made to sell my stake on to some particularly unpleasant Okinawan Yakuza. Not the kind of people I normally had access to, but Japan is a curious place where the most respectable of businesses often rub along cheek by jowl with some very unrespectable businesses. 
 
    The investors found and gently-courted through an old business contact from my early twenties when I’d spent six months in Japan way back in the late nineteen-eighties when Japan was still all the rage. A guy who I’d kept in touch with as our respective careers blossomed. Yuki-san, who’d even come all the way to attend my wedding, didn’t know these guys personally. But as is the way in Japan, he knew people who knew people. His bonds and the investment opportunity sufficiently strong that his friends of friends were more than willing to play ball with my little scheme. 
 
    In about a month, when he’d sunk in his forty-five percent of the cash, Luther would receive a late-night visit from his new investment partners, who’d let him know in no uncertain terms that he was screwed. That he’d be working for them for the next twenty or thirty years for little more than a pittance, and that if he failed to make adequate returns for them he’d be unlikely to ever see the good old US of A ever again. 
 
    Sure, he could try and make a run for it. But the local Yakuza had spies everywhere, including in the military bases. So even if he tried to use his military connections to escape the island, as a minimum he’d be leaving all his money behind, and as a maximum, he might be leaving behind other valuable assets to which he was attached. 
 
    The best thing about it was that it was all totally above board and legal. I’d sell my ownership rights on to a legally established Japanese company, something I was totally entitled to do. And in a month, when the deal went down, I’d tell Luther by recorded delivery that I’d lodged paperwork with my attorney such that if anything ever happened to me, he’d be the first person the police would go hunting for. A meal served to him with a side order of ‘P.S. Do you really want to come back home. There are some very unhappy Colombian former investors here in Miami who are very keen to know how you funded your Japan gig.’ 
 
    Yes, on balance, I was much looking forward to late August 2024. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    Despite the traffic, the route back from the Attorney’s office was thoroughly nostalgic. I’d loved our time in Miami, and having raised our family here in many ways I still thought of it as home. But piece by piece it seemed the whole family had upped sticks and moved West to California. John and Becky had been first, with me and Veronica the next instalment. And even after Jill and I had split, Jill had stuck dogmatically to her plans to move to California to be closer to her granddaughter Julia. Of course, wherever Jill went, Malcolm was sure to follow, the two of them running a club that was the newest outpost of Luther’s little empire. The whole set completed when not surprisingly our twin daughters Abigail and Sarah decided ‘if you can’t beat them, why not join them.’ Unlike their elder brother John, they’d had enough of academia and so when they’d completed their bachelor’s degrees they both looked for and found jobs in L.A. 
 
    Ever since we’d moved out, we’d kept our old house in Coral Gables. For a while we’d tried to sell it, but when we couldn’t get a price we liked, as we didn’t need the capital we rented it out. The last tenants had moved out a month ago and we’d taken the chance to have it redecorated before the next tenants moved in. It was this gap between tenants that gave us the idea for a family holiday reliving old memories and all sharing the same house. 
 
    And when I say ‘all sharing’, that’s exactly what I mean. It was now more than five years since Jill and I had split and things were good between us. Sure, there were still hurt and painful memories. But these memories were also counterbalanced by more than twenty years of great memories and love. 
 
    Time heals pretty much all wounds. That and love, and kids, and family. The need to be together and stand together to support John and Becky and their growing family. Little Julia Emma Foster, a big girl of five-years-old, now the proud and very protective big sister to Dale David Foster, two years her junior. 
 
    As I closed the front door, I looked out to the pool area where everyone was gathered. Grown-ups and adults each doing their own thing. The sounds of talk and laughter and fun the perfect dessert to the splendid main course I’d enjoyed at the attorney’s office. 
 
    “Drink?!” 
 
    Jill’s sudden question took me by surprise, I’d not seen her there in the kitchen. 
 
    “Sure, why not.” 
 
    As Jill poured me a beer, we shared a moment, knowing we were at the center of the happy group gathered outside. At the center of both generations that were milling around outside. Only Veronica and Malcolm members of the third generation, part of our little family tree by marriage rather than by blood or adoption. 
 
    Jill squeezed my hand and looked at me, anger and anguish long gone from our relationship. “Isn’t it a wonderful sight, honey. Who’d have thought, five years ago, that we’d be standing here like this? Enjoying a wonderful family holiday like this.” 
 
    “That’s what kids do for you,” I said like some would-be sage philosopher. Jill smiled, she knew I was mocking myself, my professorial tone too exaggerated to be anything but self-deprecating. 
 
    “Mummy … mummy.” The word’s sailed across the air, just moments after the sobs and cries of a child falling and grazing their knees on hard concrete. Malcolm junior might have had his Father’s build, taller than Julia despite her seventeen-month head start, but he’d not yet learned the stoic attitude to pain that was his Father’s stock-in-trade. 
 
    As Jill quickly ran out to comfort her young son, just for the briefest of moments my mind went back to our last day together as a couple, thinking to myself how glad I was she wasn’t like Veronica and our daughters. That she’d covered her bikini with a long, over-sized t-shirt top to cover her tattoos, and that by the outline of her breasts she’d left her immodest nipple jewelry locked in her suitcase. After five years, I didn’t begrudge her the right to wear what she wanted. But there was a time and a place. Our kids and I had accepted Malcolm and Jill’s lifestyle, but there was no need to rub our noses in it. 
 
    “Ssshhh … there, there …” as Jill comforted her four-year-old son, even with Malcolm standing there by her side, I didn’t have a moment’s anger or malice in my head. My life had moved on too far, was full of too many good things for any such emotions to gain purchase within my soul. I was happy for Jill’s happiness. 
 
    It hadn’t always been like that. Jill and I had many painful conversations in the first couple of years after we split. But gradually the balm of time and the many good things in our lives worked their magic. The worst I suffered these days, and I knew Jill was the same, was the occasional bout of dull regret at the path we’d taken and what it had cost us. But we both now had our new significant others and both had been blessed by children to round out the little troop of five people happily playing in the pool. Led by eleven-year-old Haley, the would-be Colonel in charge of the other four, ably helped by five-year-old Julia who Haley looked on as the little sister she never had. 
 
    Haley was a natural as the big sister to the other four. Maybe that would change when adolescence and ‘boys’ hit her – but for now, she was more than happy to play with the others with the age gap not even a thing for her. 
 
    In this little troop of five, maybe the most amazing thing of all was the way that Malcolm Jnr and Henry, Haley’s little brother played so nicely together. Malcolm Jnr was one year one month older than our son, but it was if they were brothers, the seven-inch height difference and different skin tones not mattering a jot as they roamed the yard looking for anything interesting to explore and play with. Malcolm Jnr having miraculously recovered from his near-terminal knee-grazing. 
 
    With her husband Malcolm locked in a deep conversation with John about the joys and challenges of fatherhood, Jill returned to the kitchen to finish off fixing the drinks. She caught me gazing at the two boys, sticks in hand, exploring the yard as if they were the bravest of new world adventurers. She smiled a smile that brought back one of those painful aches, momentarily wishing I could have both Jill and Veronica in my life. I still loved Jill, just as she still loved me, but we both knew it was destined to be nothing more than a platonic love until the day we died. Each having found and made vows to our new partners. Each having sealed this love and vows with the creation of new life. New life to have and to hold, to love, and to nurture. 
 
    Forgetting the drinks, she kissed me softly on the cheek, winding her arm through mine as she joined me in looking at Malcolm Junior and Henry together. 
 
    “You do know, Dave, that you and me must be the luckiest people alive. Somehow, out of the total mess that our stupidity created, we’ve managed to find two amazing people, and managed to be blessed by two amazing young boys.” 
 
    I smiled. I knew she was right. How each in our own ways she and I had been stupid. Jumping before thinking. Jumping before checking how far down it was and if the thing on our pack was a parachute or a plain old knapsack. 
 
    She had a strange smile on her face as she continued her philosophizing as she headed out the door with the drinks. “I just hope and pray they don’t someday fall in the love with the same girl at school. No good could ever come of it. We lucked out once. Twice would be one time too many.” 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      
 
    August 28th, 2024 – Okinawa and L.A. 
 
    The FaceTime screen I was looking at, so often an important part of my life back in 2018 and 2019, told a very different story today. If it had been a web feed its address would have been www.Lutherandhiswellfuckedfuture.com 
 
    “You set me up, Dave. You total and utter fucking bastard.” 
 
    “Nice to see you too, Luther, my friend. How are things there? How are your new friends treating you? Well, I hope. Maybe even given you some nice Yakuza ink to show you who you belong to now.” 
 
    “You fucking shit. I’ll get even with you, just you wait. You better be looking over your shoulder every night, Dave.” 
 
    “Brave words, dickhead. You know my company are lead contractors on the new Homeland Security Passport system, right? Imagine how interested your old Colombian investors would be to hear their good friend Luther’s coming home? Hell, who do you think supplies the Yakuza with all their coke? I’m sure your Colombian investors would cut them a good deal if they were to re-export some third rate American trash in return. What do you think, Luther? Should I make the call?” 
 
    If it were medically possible, Luther would have gone white. Either way, he certainly went three shades whiter than before he’d heard my words. 
 
    “And Luther, that, as they say, is check and mate. Now, who’s got a giant dildo pressed against his ass, my friend? You might have cucked me for a few months, but you are going be ridden long and hard for the rest of your natural.” 
 
    The FaceTime call went dead, with whatever the Apple equivalent of a slammed receiver is from a very unhappy American exile in Okinawa. 
 
    Life suddenly felt good. Not a cloud in the sky. Pains and aches for sure, sometimes. But a great new life to look forward to. Another fifteen years until Henry went to college and Veronica and I would need to find other diversions. Thankfully, both of us too old by then to do anything too dumb. 
 
    Probably. 
 
    

  

 
   
    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: 
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    https://twitter.com/PeterGJohnson4 
 
    As time allows, I will share more content and thoughts. 
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    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. 
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    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. 
 
    So Damned Wrong, Book 1 
 
    So Damned Wrong, Book 2 
 
    So Damned Wrong, Book 3 
 
    So Damned Wrong, Book 4 
 
    So Damned Wrong, Book 5 
 
    ‘Sharing Claire’ A Couple Explores the Hotwife Lifestyle 
 
    How the hell did we land up 
 
    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 young 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. 
 
    Down the Rabbit Hole 
 
    Back in 2019 Kate and I decided to try the Hotwife lifestyle.  Told through the sharing of entries we posted on a well-known lifestyle forum, we’re not sure whether our story should act as inspiration or warning to other couples considering the same path.  Maybe a little bit of both seems about right. 
 
    We toyed with various titles for our story before finally plumping for ‘Down the Rabbit Hole’.  When Kate and I were bringing up our two college-aged daughters, one of their favorite stories was Lewis Carroll’s classic story of Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland. 
 
    This timeless classic gave us the phrase ‘Down the Rabbit Hole’, meaning entering a strange and absurd alternate universe, which many believe was supposed to represent a psychedelic experience. 
 
    Kate and I couldn’t think of a more apt description of what we went through as we entered the world of Hotwifing.  We hope you’ll enjoy our story and learn from it.  But we have to warn you, our story and a life like this are not for the faint-hearted. 
 
    Discovering Our True Selves 
 
    An only daughter just gone to college.  A family home suddenly bereft of the happy sounds of youth, Jane and I thought we were doing the right thing when we offered our spare room to a young barista. 
 
    But what Jane and I could never have known was how this small, simple act of kindness would turn our lives upside down in just a matter of weeks.  Setting us on a twisting path where we’d both discover things about ourselves that we’d never even suspected were there.  Things that shocked us to the core and tested the depths of our love and marriage. 
 
    Looking back over the last two years, I think neither of us can believe the journey of sexual and personal self-discovery we’ve been on.  Both of us wondering what surprises the next years hold. 
 
    Feeding An Addiction Part 1 
 
    Ever since I can remember, I had a think about wives sleeping with other guys, a fantasy routed deeply in childhood experiences and insecurities.  But despite the depth and longstanding roots of this fantasy, Sue and I had managed to keep things safe, just using these fantasies as nothing more than stimulation for our bedroom games. 
 
    But then after many happy years of conventional marriage, a chance encounter opened the tiniest of windows into an alternative lifestyle.  We faced a huge decision, and the thing about decisions like this, is that you have no idea where they may lead.  The safe world of fantasy and imagination is just that – safe and easy to control and turn off.  But when you toy with the idea of introducing a third person into your marriage … 
 
    Well, let’s just say that if you make that life-changing decision, then your life and your marriage will never be the same again. 
 
    Feeding An Addiction Part 2 
 
    For nearly three years my wife Sue and I had finally found the courage to explore the world of hotwifing and open marriages.  To say that we’d had our ups and downs would be a jumbo-sized understatement.  A chance encounter and exploration with one of Sue’s hospital colleagues had started things, followed by dangerous games with a hardcore swinger and a period where we tried to repair our marriage. 
 
    We’d thought our days of playing were over, but then fate intervened and a long work trip to Africa allowed things to be re-ignited between Sue and Francis her handsome African doctor lover. 
 
    And now flying back home I sat at 35,000 ft wondering just where my marriage was headed – having for better or worse decided together that Sue and I would give each other total freedom to see whosoever we each wanted. 
 
    We’d dodged marital disaster once, and I couldn’t help but wonder whether our latest decision would be rolling the dice one time too many. 
 
    Sharing Jill 
 
    Maybe we should never have listened to them.  Compared to our friends, maybe our lives were a little flat and normal, but we were happy.  Living in one of the nicest parts of Miami, Jill and I had great jobs, great kids and a great marriage.   
 
    But they were good friends, and so when Charlotte and Callan told us about the excitement and spice swinging had added to their own marriage, Jill and I listened and questioned. 
 
    We thought we were smart, thought we were in control, promising ourselves that we were just peeking into this crazy new lifestyle – more prurient intrigue than any serious intention of joining their ranks.  But once you entertain an idea like this, once you open the box and peek inside, it’s hard not to turn the next page.  To try the next little baby step, until one step after another has led you to the point where the genie’s out of the bottle and events control you rather than the other way round. 
 
    And before we knew what was happening, what had started as idle curiosity was re-mapping our marriage and our lives, leading to consequences that would change us forever.  
 
    Sharing Lisa 
 
    It all started in the most innocent of ways.  A wonderful trip to Africa as a belated birthday and anniversary present for my wonderful wife Lisa.  Life was good, the vacation was good.  An amazing Safari experience followed by pampering and five-star luxury in the spectacular setting of Cape Town. 
 
    And then the fates and the gods took a hand, sending a handsome local businessman into our path as we enjoyed a romantic evening in the hotel.  At home, this would have meant nothing.  Maybe just a little light conversation, a little light flirting and then each of us going our own ways.  But so many miles from home, without the constraints and pressures of what a married couple should and shouldn’t do, things slowly moved in a different direction. 
 
    Until that fateful night, Lisa and I had been the most normal and vanilla of couples.  Certainly not prudes, but ever since we’d started dating all the way back in college, it had only been the two of us.  With nothing more than the odd porno, sex toy or imagined lover joining us through our happy years of our marriage. 
 
    Lisa and I were deeply in love, always imagining that we’d each be enough for each other.  Each of us each other’s last lover since the day twenty-one years ago we’d stood in public and recited the solemn vows of matrimonial fidelity. 
 
    But after more than twenty years of loving and faithful marriage, that evening in Cape Town was to have profound effects on these vows and the future of our marriage. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Sharing Jill: The Sequel 
 
    In ‘Sharing Jill’, Jill and I (Dave) told the story of how we’d succumbed to the seductive arguments of our friends Callan and Charlotte, and how we’d dipped our toes in the swinger lifestyle.  How it had caused our lives and marriage to eventually spin wildly out of control through Jill’s affair with her handsome boss Chris. 
 
    In the end our marriage experienced a near death experience, causing Jill and I to fight like hell to slowly put our marriage back together – piece by piece, talk by talk.   Slowly rebuilding trust as Jill learned to cope with the end of the sex and emotional closeness she’d enjoyed with her boss. 
 
    After the harsh lessons of our dabbling in The Lifestyle, Jill and I were determined to turn the clock back and re-establish our old and safe ways of living and loving.  Looking forward to enjoying a quieter summer.   
 
    But despite having the best of intentions, that Spring and Summer showed us that life still had plenty of surprises for us.  That once you’ve eaten of the tree of temptation, life will carry on offering you new and dangerous opportunities.  Opportunities that, even after a near death experience, might prove too tempting to resist. 
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